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A MODERN BUCCANEER

CHAPTER I

MY FIRST VOYAGE

BORN near Sydney harbour, nursery of the seamen of the

South, I could swim almost as soon as I could walk, and

sail a boat at an age when most children are forbidden to

go near the water. We came of a salt-water stock. My
father had been a sea-captain for the greater part of his

life, after a youth spent in every kind of craft, from a

cutter to a man-of-war. No part of the habitable globe

was unfamiliar to him : from India to the Pole, from Rus-

sia to the Brazils, from the China Sea to the Bight of

Benin every harbour was a home.

He had nursed one crew frost-bitten in Archangel, when
the blankets had to be cut up for mittens

;
had watched by

the beds of another, decimated by yellow fever in Jamaica;
had marked up the "death's-head and cross-bones" in the

margin of the log-book, to denote the loss by tetanus of the

wounded by poisoned arrows on Bougainville Island; and

had fought hand to hand with the stubborn Maories of

Taranaki. Wounds and death, privation and pestilence,

wrecks and tempests were with him household words, close

comrades. What were they but symbols, nature-pictures,

the cards dealt by fate ? You lost the stake or rose a

winner. Men who had played the game of life all round

knew this. He accepted fortune, fair or foul, as he did the
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weather a favour or a force of nature to be enjoyed or

defied. But to be commented upon, much less complained

of ? Hardly. And as fate had willed it, the worn though

unwearied sea-king had seen fit to heave anchor, so to

speak, and moor his vessels for he owned more than one

in this the fairest haven of the southern main. Once be-

fore in youth had he seen and never forgotten the frowning

headlands, beyond which lay so peerless a harbour, such

wealth of anchorage, so mild a clime, so boundless an ex-

tent of virgin soil
;
from which he,

" a picked man of coun-

tries, "even then prophesied wealth, population, and empire
in the future.

Here, then, a generation later, he brought his newly-

wedded wife. Here was I, Hilary Telfer, destined to see

the light.

From the mid-city street of Sydney is but a stone's throw

to the wharves and quays, magnificent water-ways in which

those ocean palaces of the present day, the liners of the

E and 0. and the Orient, lie moored, and but a plank divides

the impatient passenger from the busy mart. Not that

such stately ships were visitors in my school-boy days.

Sydney was then a grass-grown, quiet seaport, boasting

some fifty thousand inhabitants, with a fleet of vessels

small in size and of humble tonnage.

But, though unpretending of aspect, to the eager-hearted,

imaginative school-boy they were rich as Spanish gal-

leons. For were they not laden with uncounted treasure,

weighed down with wealth beyond the fabled hoards of

the pirates of the Spanish Main, upon whose dark deeds

and desperate adventures I had so greedily feasted ?

Each vessel that swept through the Heads at midnight,
or marked the white-walled mansions and pine-crowned

promontories rise faintly out of the pearl-hued dawn, was
for me a volume filled with romance and mystery. Sat

there not on the forecastle of that South Sea whaler, silent,
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scornful, imperturbable, the young Maori chief, nursing in

his breast the deep revenge for a hasty blow, which on the

return voyage to New Zealand and the home of his tribe

was to take the form of a massacre of the whole ship's

company ?

Yes, captain and officers, passengers and crew, every

,man on that ship paid the death penalty for the mate's

hard word and blow. The insult to a Kangatira must be

wiped out in blood.

The trader of the South Sea Islands was a marine marvel

which I was never weary of studying.

I generally managed to make friends with one or other

of the crew, who permitted me to explore the lower deck

and feed my fancy upon the treasures from that paradise

with which the voyager from an enchanted ocean had surely

freighted his vessel. Strange bows and arrows the latter

poison-tipped, as I was always assured, perhaps as a pre-

cautionary measure piles of shaddocks, tons of bananas,

idols, skulls, spears, clubs, woven cloth of curious fabric,

an endless store of unfamiliar foreign commodities.

Among the crew were always a few half-castes mingled
with the grizzled, weather-beaten British sea-dogs. Per-

haps a boat's crew of the islanders themselves, born sailors,

and as much at home in water as on land.

Seldom did I leave, however unwillingly, the deck of

one of these fairy barques, without registering a vow that

the year in which I left school should see me a gay sailor-

boy, bound on my first voyage in search of dangerous ad-

ventures and that splendidly untrammelled career which

was so surely to result in fortune and distinction.

Then the whaleships ! In that old time, Sydney harbour

was rarely without a score or more of them. In their way
they were portents and wonders of the deep. Fortune

failed them at times. The second year might find them
far from full of the high-priced whale-oil. The capricious
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cetacean was not to be depended upon in migration from

one "
whaling ground

" to another. Sometimes a " favour-

ite" ship lucky in spite of everything would come

flaunting in after an absence of merely eleven or twelve

months such were the Florentia and the Proteus full to

the hatches, while three long years would have elapsed

before her consort, sailing on the same day and fitted up
much in the same way, would crawl sadly into Snail's or

Neutral Bay, battered and tempest-tossed, but three-quarter

full even then, a mark for the rough wit of the port, to pay
off an impoverished crew and confront unsmiling or incred-

ulous owners.

Every kind of disaster would have befallen her. When
she got fast to a ninety-barrel whale, her boats would be

stoven in. When all was well, no cheery shout of " There

she spouts !

" would be heard for days. Savage islanders

would attack her doggedly, and hardly be beaten off.

Every kind of evil omen would be justified, until the crew

came to believe that they were sailing with an Australian

Vanderdecken, and would never see a port again.

The grudging childish years had rolled by, and now I was

seventeen years of age fitted, as I fully believed, to begin
the battle of life in earnest, and ardent for the fray. As
to my personal qualifications for a life on the ocean wave,
and well I knew no other would have contented me, let the

reader judge. At the age when tall lads are often found

to have out-grown their strength, I had attained the fullest

stature of manhood; wide-chested and muscular, constant

exercise with oar and sail had developed my frame and

toughened my sinews, until I held myself, with some rea-

son, to be a match in strength and activity for most men I

was likely to meet.

In the rowing contests to which Australians of the shore



MY FIKST VOYAGE 5

have always been devoted, more particularly the privileged

citizens of Sydney, I had always taken a leading part.

More than once, in a hard-fought finish, had I been lifted

out fainting or insensible.

My curling fair hair and blue eyes bore token of our

Norse blood and Anglo-Norman descent. The family held

a tradition that our surname came from Taillefer, the

warrior minstrel who rode in the forefront of Duke Wil-

liam's army at Hastings. Strangely, too, a passionate

love of song had always clung to the race.
" Sir Hilary

charged at Agincourt," as saith the ballad. Eoving and

adventure ran in the blood for generations uncounted.

For all that trouble arose when I announced my resolve.

My schoolmates had settled down in the offices of mer-

chants, bankers, and lawyers, why could not I do the same?

My mother's tears fell fast as she tried in vain to dissuade

me from my resolution. My father was neutral. He knew
well the intensity of the feeling. "If born in a boy," he

said,
" as it was in me, it is his fate nothing on earth can

turn him from it
;

if you stop him you will make a bad lands-

man and spoil a good sailor. Let him go ! he must take

his chance like another man. God is above the wave as

over the earth. If it be his fate, the perils of the deep
will be no more than the breezes of the bay."

It was decided at length that I should be allowed to go
on my way. To the islands of the South Pacific my heart

pointed as truly as ever did compass needle to the North.

I had read every book that had ever been written about

them, from Captain Cook's Voyages to The Mutiny of the

Bounty. In my dreams how many times had I seen the

purple mountains, the green glow of the fairy woodlands,
had bathed in the crystal streams, and heard the endless

surf music on the encircling reef, cheered the canoes loaded

with fruit racing for their market in the crimson flush of

the paradisal morn, or lingered amidst the Aidenns of the
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charmed main, where the flower-crowned children of nature

maidens beauteous as angels roamed in careless happi-

ness and joyous freedom! It was an entrancing picture.

Why should I stay in this prosaic land, where men wore

the hideous costume of their forefathers, and women, false

to all canons of art, still clung to their outworn garb?

What did I care for the sheep and cattle, the tending of

which enriched my compatriots?

A world of romance, mystery, and adventure lay open and

inviting. The die was cast. The spell of the sea was upon
me. *^*******
My father's accumulations had amounted to a reasonable

capital, as things went in those Arcadian non-speculative

days. He was not altogether without a commercial fac-

ulty, which had enabled him to make prudent investments

in city and suburban lands. These the steadily improving
markets were destined to turn into value as yet un-

dreamed of.

It was not thought befitting that I should ship as an

apprentice or foremost hand, though I was perfectly will-

ing, even eager, for a start in any way. A more suitable

style of equipment was arranged. An agreement was en-

tered into with the owner of a vessel bound for San Fran-

cisco via Honolulu, by which a proportion of the cargo was

purchased in my name, and I was, after some discussion,

duly installed as supercargo. It may be thought that I was

too young for such a responsible post. But I was old for

my age. I had a man's courage and ambition. I had

studied navigation to some purpose; could "hand reef and

steer," and in the management of a boat, or acquaintance
with every rope, sail, and spar on board of a vessel, I held

myself, if not an A. B., fully qualified for that rank and

position.

Words would fail to describe my joy and exultation when
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I found myself at length on blue water, in a vessel which

I might fairly describe as "our little craft," bound for for-

eign parts and strange cities. I speedily made the ac-

quaintance of the crew a strangely assembled lot, mostly

shady as to character and reckless as to speech, but with-

out exception true "sailor men." At that time of day,

employment on the high seas was neither so easy to obtain

nor so well paid as at present. The jolly tars of the period

were therefore less independent and inclined to cavil at

minor discomforts. Once shipped, they worked with a

will, and but little fault could be found with their courage

or seamanship.

Among other joys and delights which I promised myself,

had been a closer acquaintance with the life and times of

a picturesque and romantic personage, known and feared,

if all tales were true, throughout the South Seas. This

was the famous, the celebrated Captain Hayston, whose

name was indeed a spell to conjure with from New Zealand

to the Line Islands.

Much that could excite a boyish imagination had been

related to me concerning him. One man professing an inti-

mate knowledge had described him as "'a real pirate."

Could higher praise be awarded? I put together all the

tales I had heard about him his great stature and vast

strength, his reckless courage, his hair-breadth escapes,

his wonderful brig, cousin german, no doubt, to the

"long low wicked-looking craft" in the pages of Tom

Cringle's Log, and other veracious historiettes, "nourishing
a youth sublime," in the long bright summer days of old;

those days when we fished and bathed, ate oysters, and read

alternately from early morn till the lighthouse on the

South Head flashed out! My heroes had been difficult to

find hitherto
; they had mostly eluded my grasp. But this

one was real and tangible. He would be fully up to de-

scription. His splendid scorn of law and order, mercy or
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moderation, his unquestioned control over mutinous crews

and fierce islanders, illumined by occasional homicides and

abductions, all these splendours and glories so stirred my
blood, that I felt, if I could only once behold my boyhood's

idol, I should not have lived in vain. Among the crew,

fortunately for me as I then thought, was a sailor who had

actually known in the flesh the idol of my daydreams.

"And it
;
s the great Captain Hayston you'd like to hear

about," said Dan Daly, as we sat together in the foc'sle

head of the old barque Clarkstone, before we made Hono-

lulu. Dan had been a South Sea beach-comber and whaler;

moreover, had been marooned, according to his own account,

escaping only by a miracle; a trader's head-man once,

indeed, more than half-killed by a rush of natives on the

station. With every kind of dangerous experience short

of death and burial he was familiar. On which account I

regarded him with a fine boyish admiration. What a night

was it, superbly beautiful, when I hung upon his words,

as we sat together gazing over the moonlit water ! We had

changed our course owing to some dispute about food be-

tween captain and crew, and were now heading for the

island of E-urutu, where fresh provisions were attainable.

As I listened spellbound and entranced, the barque's bows

slowly rose and fell, the wavering moonlight streamed down

upon the deck, the sails, the black masses of cordage, while

ghostly shadows moved rhythmically, in answering measure

to every motion of the vessel.

"You must know," said Dan, in grave commencement,
"
it's nigh upon five years ago, when I woke up one morn-

ing in the * Calaboose '
as they call the '

lock-up
' in Papi-

ete, with a broken head. It's the port of the island of

Tahiti. I was one of the hands of the American brig

Cherokee, and we'd put in there on our way to San Francisco

from Sydney. The skipper had given us liberty, so we
went ashore and began drinking and having some fun.
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There was some wahines in it, in coorse that's whats

they call the women in thim parts. Somehow or other

I got a knock on the head, and renumbered nothing more

until I woke up in the 'Calaboose/ where I was charged

with batin' a native till he was nigh dead. To make a

long story short, I got six months 'hard/ and the ship

sailed away without me.
" When I'd served my time, I walks into the American

Consulate and asks for a passage to California.
" 'Clear out/ says the Consul, 'you red-headed varmint,

I have nothing to say to you, after beating an inoffensive

native in the manner you did.
'

"'By the powers/ says I to myself, 'you're a big black-

guard, Dan Daly, when you've had a taste of liquor, but if

I remimber batin' any man black, white, or whitey-brown,

may I be keel-hauled. Howsomdever, that says nothing,

the next thing's a new ship.'
" So I steps down to the wharf and aboord a smart-looking

schooner that belonged to Carl Brander, a big merchant in

Tahiti, as rich as the Emperor of China, they used to say.

The mate was aboord.
' Do you want any hands? '

says I.

"'We do/ says he. 'You've a taking colour of hair for

this trade, my lad.'

"'How's that?'
"
'Why, the girls down at Eimitara and Kurutu will just

make love to you in a body. Bed hair's the making of a

man in thim parts.'

"Upon this I signed articles for six months in the

schooner, and next day we sailed for a place called Bora-

bora in the north-west. We didn't stay there long, but

got under weigh for Eurutu next day. We weren't hardly
clear of Bora-bora when we sights a brigantine away to

windward and bearing down on us before the wind. As
soon as she got close enough, she signalled that she wanted

to send a boat aboard, so we hove to and waited.
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" Our skipper had a look at the man who was steering

the boat, whin he turns as pale as a sheet, and says he

to the mate,
'

It's that devil Hayston! and that's the brig-

antine he and Captain Ben Peese ran away with from

Panama. '

"However, up alongside came the boat, and as fine a

looking man as ever I set eyes on steps aboord amongst us.

"'How do ye do, Captain?
7

says he. 'Where from and

whither bound? '

" The skipper was in a blue funk, I could see, for this

Bully Hayston had a terrible bad name, so he answers him

quite polite and civil.

"'Can you spare me half a coil of two-inch Manilla?'

asks the stranger, 'and I'll pay you your own price?
'

" The skipper got him the rope, the strange captain pays
for it, and they goes below for a glass of grog. In half an

hour, up on deck they comes again, our skipper half-seas

over and laughing fit to kill himself.
"
'By George !

'

says he, 'you're the drollest card I ever

came across. D n me! if I wouldn't like to take a trip

with you myself!
' and with that he struggles to the sky-

light and falls in a heap across it.

'"Who's the mate of this schooner? '

sings out Hayston,
in such a changed voice that it made me jump.

"'I am! ' said the mate, who was standing in the waist.

"'Then where's that Mangareva girl of yours? Come,
look lively ! I know all about her from that fellow there,

'

pointing to the skipper.

"The mate had a young slip of a girl on board. She

belonged to an island called Mangareva, and was as pretty

a creature, with her big soft eyes and long curling hair, as

ever I'd seen in my life. The mate just trated her the

same as he would the finest lady, and was going to marry
her at the next island where there was a missionary. When
he heard who the strange captain was, he'd planted her
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down in the hold and covered her up with mats. He was

a fine manly young chap, and as soon as he saw Hayston
meant to take '

Taloo,
' that was her name, he pulls out a

pistol and says, 'Down in the hold, Captain Hayston! and

as long as God gives me breath you'll never lay a finger on

her. I'll put a bullet through her head rather than see her

fall into the hands of a man like you.
' The strange cap-

tain just gives a laugh and pulls his long moustache. Then

he walks up to the mate and slaps him on the shoulder.
"'You've got the right grit in you,

7

says he. 'I'd like

to have a man like you on board my ship ;

' and the next

second he gripped the pistol out of the mate's hand and

sent it spinning along the deck. The mate fought like a

tiger, but he was a child in the other man's grasp. All

the time Hayston kept up that devilish laugh of his. Then,
as he saw me and Tom Lynch coming to help the mate, he

says something in a foreign lingo, and the boat's crew

jumps on board amongst us, every one of them with a

pistol. But for all that they seems a decent lot of chaps.

"Hayston still held the mate by his wrists, laughing in

his face as if he was having the finest fun in the world,

when up comes Taloo out of the hold by way of the foc'sle

bulk-head, with her long hair hanging over her shoulders,

and the tears streaming down her cheeks.
" She flings herself down at the Captain's feet, and clasps

her arms round his knees.

"'No, no! no kill Ted!' she kept on crying, just about

all the English she knew.
" 'You pretty little thing,' says he, 'I wouldn't hurt your

Ted for the world. ' Then he lets go the mate and takes

her hand and shakes it.

"'What's your name, my man? '

"'Ted Bannington!
'

says the mate.

'"Well, Ted Bannington, look here; if you'd showed

any funk I'd have taken the girl in spite of you and your
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whole ship's company. If a man don't think a woman

good enough to fight for, he deserves to lose her if a better

man comes along.'
" Taloo put out one little hand, the other hand and arm

was round the mate's neck, shaking like a leaf too.

"'I'm so sorry if I've hurt your wrists,' says he to the

mate, most polite. Then he gave some orders to the boat's

crew, who pulled away to the brigantine. After they had

gone he walked aft with the mate, the two chatting like the

best friends in the world, and I'll be hanged if that same

mate wasn't laughing fit to split at some of the yarns the

other chap was spinning, sitting on the skylight, with the

Captain lying at their feet as drunk as Davy's sow.

"Presently the boat comes alongside agin, and a chap
walks aft and gives the strange captain a parcel.

"'You'll please accept this as a friendly gift from Bully

Hayston,' says he to the mate; and then he takes a ten-

dollar piece out of his pocket and gives it to Taloo. 'Drill

a hole in it, and hang it round the neck of your first child

for luck.'

"He shakes hands with her and the mate, jumps into

the boat, and steers for the brigantine. In another ten

minutes she squared away and stood to the south-east.

"'Come here, Dan,' says the mate to me; 'see what he's

given me !

' 'Twas a beautiful chronometer bran new, in a

splendid case. The mate said he'd never seen one like it

before.
"
Well, that was the first time I ever seen Bully Hayston,

though I did a few times afterwards, and the brigantine
too.

"They do say he's a thundering scoundrel, but a

pleasanter-spoken gentleman I never met in my life."



CHAPTER II

WILLIAM HENRY HAYSTON

THESE were the first particulars I ever heard of the man
who had afterwards so great an influence upon my destiny

that no incident of my sojourn with him will ever be for-

gotten. A man with whom I went into the jaws of death

and returned unhurt. A man who, no matter what his

faults may have been, possessed qualities which, had they

been devoted to higher aims in life, might have rendered

him the hero of a nation.

Our Captain's altercation with the crew nearly blossomed

into a mutiny. This was compromised, however, one of

the conditions of peace being that we should touch at

Rurutu, one of the five islands forming the Tubuai group.

This we accordingly did, and, steering for San Francisco,

experienced no further adventures until we sighted the

Golden Gate. When our cargo was sold I left the ship.

My occupation being from this time gone, I used to stroll

down to the wharf from my lodgings in Harvard Street to

look at the foreign vessels. Wandering aimlessly, I one

day made the acquaintance of a " hard-shell down-easter,
"

with the truly American name of Slocum, master of a

venerable-looking rate called the Constitution. He him-

self was a dried-up specimen of the old style of Yankee

captain, with a face that resembled in colour a brown

painted oilskin, and hands like an albatross's feet. He
had been running for a number of years to Tahiti, taking

out timber and returning with island produce.
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Not being a proud man, he permitted me to stand drinks

for him in a well-known liquor saloon in Third Street, where

we had long yarns over his trading adventures in the

Pacific.

One Sunday morning, I remember it as if yesterday, we
were sitting in a private room off the bar. Slocum was

advising me to come with him on his next trip and share

the luxuries of the Constitution's table, for which he asked

the modest sum of a hundred dollars to Tahiti and back,

when we heard some one enter and address the bar-keeper.

"Great Scott!" came the reply, "it's Captain Hayston!
How air you, Captain, and whar d'ye come from?"

" I've come to try and find Ben Peese. We're going to

form a new station at Arrecifu. He left me at Yap in the

Carolines to come here and buy a schooner with a light

draught; but he never turned up; I'm afraid that after he

left Yap he met with some accident."

The moment Slocum heard the stranger's voice his face

underwent a marvellous change. All his assurance seemed

to have left him. He whispered to me, "That's Bully

Hayston! I guess I'll lie low till he clears out. I don't

want to be seen with him, as it'll sorter damage my char-

acter. Besides, he's such a vi'lent critter."

The next moment we heard the new-comer say to the

barman,

"Say, Fred, I've been down to that old schooner the

Constitution, but couldn't find Slocum aboard. They told

me he often came here to get a cheap drink. I want him
to take a letter to Tahiti. Do you know where he is?

"

Slocum saw it was of no use attempting to "lie low," so

with a nervous hand he opened the door.

I've knocked about the world a good deal since I sat in

the little back parlour in Third Street, Frisco, but neither
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before nor since I left Strong's Island have I seen such

a splendid specimen of humanity as the man who then

entered.

Much that I am about to relate I learned during my later

experience.

William Henry Hayston was born in one of the Western

States of America, and received his education at Norfolk,

Virginia. As his first appointment he obtained a cadet-

ship in the United States Revenue Service, subsequently

retiring to become captain of one of the large lake steamers.

In '55 he joined the navy, serving with great gallantry

under Admiral Farragut. The reported reason of his leav-

ing the service was a disagreement with Captain Carroll,

afterwards commander of the rebel cruiser Shenandoah.

So bitter was their feud, that years afterwards, when that

vessel was in the South Pacific, her commander made no

secret of his ardent wish to meet Hayston and settle ac-

counts with him, even to the death.

Hayston was a giant in stature : six feet four in height,

with a chest that measured, from shoulder to shoulder,

forty-nine inches; and there was nothing clumsy about

him, as his many antagonists could testify. His strength

was enormous, and he was proud of it. But, apart from

his magnificent physique, Hayston was one of the most

remarkably handsome men about this time that I have ever

seen. His hair fell in clusters across his forehead, above

laughing eyes of the brightest blue; his nose was a bold

aquiline ;
a well-cut, full-lipped mouth that could set like

fate was covered by a huge moustache. A Vandyke beard

completed the tout ensemble of a visage which, once seen,

was rarely forgotten by friend or foe. Taking him alto-

gether, what with face, figure, and manner, he had a per-

sonal magnetism only too fatally attractive, as many a

man ay, and woman too knew to their cost. He was

my beau ideal of a naval officer bold and masterful, yet
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soft and pleasant-voiced withal when he chose to conciliate.

His sole disfigurement not wholly so, perhaps, in the eye

of his admirers was a sabre cut which extended from the

right temple to his ear.

For his character, the one controlling influence in his

life was an ungovernable temper. It was utterly beyond
his mastery. Let any one offend him, and though he might
have been smiling the instant before, the blue eyes would

suddenly turn almost black, his face become a deep purple.

Then it was time for friend or foe to beware. For I never

saw the man that could stand up to him. Strangely

enough, I have sometimes seen him go laughing through a

fight until he had finished his man. At other times his

cyclone of a mood would discharge itself without warning
or restraint. It was probably this appalling temper that

gained him a character for being bloodthirsty; for, once

roused, nothing could stop him. Yet I do him the justice

to say that I never once witnessed an act of deliberate

cruelty at his hands. In the islands he was surrounded by
a strange collection of the greatest scoundrels unhung.
There, of necessity, his rule was one of "blood and iron."

And now for his pleasing traits. He was one of the

most fascinating companions possible. He possessed a

splendid baritone voice and affected the songs of Schumann
and the German composers. He was an accomplished
musician, playing on the pianoforte, violin, and, in default

of a better instrument, even on the accordion. He spoke

German, French, and Spanish, as well as the island lan-

guages, fluently. Generous to a fault, in spite of repeated

lessons, he would insist on trusting again and again those

in whom he believed. But once convinced that he had
been falsely dealt with, the culprit would have fared nearly
as well in the jaws of a tiger. He was utterly without fear,
under any and all circumstances, even the most desperate,
and was naturally a hater of every phase of meanness or
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cowardice. But one more trait, and my sketch is complete.

He had a fatal weakness where the fairer sex was concerned.

To one of them he owed his first war with society. To the

consequences of that false step might have been traced the

reckless career which dishonoured his manhood and led to

the final catastrophe.
"
Come, gentlemen !

" he said on entering in so pleasant

and kindly a tone, that I felt drawn towards him at once,

"let us sit down and have a drink together."

We went back to the room, Slocum, I could see, feeling

intensely uncomfortable, fidgeting and twisting. As we
sat down I took a good look at the man of whom I had

heard so much. Heard of his daring deeds in the China

seas
j
of a wild career in the Pacific Islands

;
of his bold

defiance of law and order; besides strange tales of myste-
rious cruises in the north-west among the Caroline and

Pellew Islands.

"And how air yer, Captain?" said Slocum with forced

hilarity.

"I'm devilish glad to see you," replied Hayston; "what

about that barque of mine you stripped down at the Mar-

shalls, you porpoise-hided skunk? "

"True as gospel, Captain, I didn't know she was yours.

There was a trader at Arnu, you know the man, an Italian

critter, but they call him George Brown, and he says to

me, 'Captain Slocum,' says he, 'there's a big lump of a

timber-ship cast away on one of them reefs near Alluk, and

if you can get up to her you'll make a powerful haul. She's

new coppered, and hasn't broke up yet.' So I gave him

fifty dollars, and promised him four hundred and fifty more

if his news was reliable
;

if that ain't the solid facts of the

case I hope I may be paralysed."
" Oh ! so it was George who put you on to take my prop-

erty, was it ? and he my trader too
; well, Slocum, I can't

blame you. But now I'll tell you my 'facts
'
: that barque
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was wrecked; the skipper and crew were picked up by Ben

Peese and taken to China. He bought the barque for me
for four hundred dollars, and I beat up to Arnu, and asked

George if he would get me fifty Arnu natives to go with

me to the wreck and either try and float it or strip her.

The d d Marcaroni-eating sweep promised to get me the

men in a week or two, so I squared away for Madura,
where I had two traders. Bad weather came on, .and when

I got back to Arnu, the fellow told me that a big canoe had

come down from the Radacks and reported that the barque
had gone to pieces. The infernal scoundrel! Had I

known that he had put you on to her I'd have taken it out

of his hide. Who is this young gentleman?"
"A friend of mine, Captain, thinking of takin' a voyage

with me for recruitin' of his health,
" and the lantern-jawed

Slocum introduced us.

Drawing his seat up to me, Hayston placed his hand on

my shoulder, and said with a laugh, looking intensely at

Slocum, who was nervously twisting his fingers, "Oh! a

recruitin' of his health, is he? or rather recruitin' of your

pocket? I'm glad I dropped in on you and made his

acquaintance. I could tell him a few droll stories about

the pious Slocum."

Slocum said nothing, but laughed in a sickly way.

Leaning forward with a smiling face, he said,
" What did

you clear out of my barque, you good Slocum? "

"Nigh on a thousand dollars."
" You know you lie, Slocum ! you must have done better

than that."

"I kin show my receipts if you come aboard," he an-

swered in shaky tones.
"
Well, I'll take your word, you sanctimonious old shark,

and five hundred dollars for my share."

"Why, sartin, Captain! that's fair and square," said the

other, as his sallow face lighted up, "I'll give you the

dollars to-morrow morning."
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"
Eight you are. Come to the Lick house at ten o'clock.

Say, my pious friend, what would our good Father Damien

think if I told him that pretty story about the six Solomon

Island people you picked up at sea, and sold to a sugar

planter?"
The trader's visage turned green, as with a deprecating

gesture towards me he seemed to implore Hayston's
silence.

"Ha! ha! don't get scared. Business matters, my lad,"

he said, turning to me his merry blue eyes, and patting me
on the back.

" Where are you staying here? "

I told him. Then as we were rising to go, speaking to

me, and looking Slocum in the face, he said,
" Don't have

any truck with Master Slocum, he'll skin you of every dol-

lar you've got, and like as not turn you adrift at some place

you can't get away from. Isn't that so, my saintly

friend? "

Slocum flinched like a whipped hound, but said nothing.

Then, shaking hands with me, and saying if ever I came to

the Pacific and dropped across him or Captain Ben Peese I

should meet a hearty welcome, he strode out, with the

shambling figure of the down-easter under his lee.

That was the last I saw of the two captains for many a

long day, for a few days later the Constitution cleared out

for Tahiti, and I couldn't learn anything more about Hay-
ston. Whether he was then in command of a vessel, or

had merely come up as passenger in some other ship, I

could not ascertain. All the bar-keeper knew about him

was that he was a gentleman with plenty of money and a

h 1 of a temper, if anybody bothered him with questions.

Little I thought at the time that we were fated to meet

again, or that where we once more forgathered would be

under the tropic sun of Polynesia.



CHAPTER III

IN SAMOA

FROM what I have said about Hayston, it will readily be

understood that every tale relating to him was strangely

exciting to my boyish mind. For me he was the incarna-

tion of all that was utterly reckless, possibly wicked, and

of course, as such, possessed a fascination that a better

man would have failed to inspire.

My hero, however, had disappeared, and with him all

zest seemed to have gone out of life at Frisco. So after

mooning about for a few weeks I resolved on returning to

Sydney.

My friends on the Pacific slope did their best to dissuade

me, trying to instil the idea into my head that I was cut

out for a merchant prince by disposition and intellect. But

I heeded not the voice of the charmer. The only walk in

life for which I felt myself thoroughly fitted was that of

an armed cruiser through the South Sea Islands. All

other vocations were tame and colourless in comparison. I

could fancy myself parading the deck of my vessel, pistol

at belt, dagger in sheath, a band of cut-throats trembling
at my glance, and a bevy of dark-skinned princesses ready
to die for me at a moment's notice, 01; to keep the flies

from bothering, whichever I preferred.

I may state "right here," as the Yankees have it, that I

did not become a "free trader," though at one time I had a

close shave of being run up to the yardarm of a British man-

of-war in that identical capacity. But this came later on.
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I returned, therefore, to my native Sydney in due course

of time, and as a wholesome corrective after my somewhat

erratic experiences, was placed by my father in a merchant's

office. But the colourless monotony became absolutely

killing. It was awful to be stuck there, adding up columns

of pounds, shillings, and pence, and writing business let-

ters, while there was stabbing, shooting, and all sorts of

wild excitement going on "away down in the islands."

It was about this time that I made the acquaintance of

certain South Sea Islanders belonging to whalers or trad-

ing vessels. With one of them, named George, a native

of Earatonga, I became intimate. He impressed me with

his intelligence, and amused me with his descriptions of

island life. He had just returned from a whaling voyage
in the barque Adventurer belonging to the well-known firm

of Eobert Towns & Company.
So when George, having been paid off in Sydney with a

handsome cheque, confided to me that he intended going
back to the Navigators' Islands, where he had previously

spent some years, in order to open a small trading station,

my unrest returned. He had a hundred pounds which he

wished to invest in trade-goods, so I took him round the

Sydney firms and saw him fairly dealt with. A week after-

wards he sailed to Samoa via Tonga, in the Taoji Vuna, a

schooner belonging to King George of that ilk.

Before he left he told me that two of his countrymen
were trading for Captain Hayston one at Marhiki, and

one at Fakaofo, in the Union group. Both had made

money, and he believed that Captain Hayston had fixed

upon Apia, the chief port of Samoa, as his head-quarters.

Need I say that this information interested me greatly,

and I asked George no end of questions. But the schooner

was just leaving the wharf in tow of a tug, and my dark-

skinned friend having shipped as an A. B., was no longer
of the "leisure classes." So, grasping my hand, and tell-
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ing me where to hear of him if I ever came to Samoa, we

parted.

Before going further let me explain the nature of a Poly-

nesian trader's mission.

On the greater number of the islands white men are resi-

dent, who act as agents for a firm of merchants, for masters

of vessels, or on their own account. In some cases a piece

of ground is rented from the king or chief whereon to make

the trading station. In others the rulers are paid a protec-

tion fee. Then, if a trader is murdered, his principal can

claim blood for blood. This, however, is rarely resorted

to. A trader once settled on his station proceeds to obtain

cocoa-nuts from the natives, for which he pays in dollars

or "trade." He further employs them to scrape the fruit

into troughs exposed to the sun, by which process the cocoa-

nut oil is extracted. Of late years
"
copra

" has taken the

place of the oil. This material the dried kernel of the

nut has become far more valuable
;
for when crushed by

powerful machinery the refuse is pressed into oil-cake, and

proved to be excellent food for cattle.

To be a good trader requires pluck, tact, and business

capacity. Many traders meet their death for want of one

or other of these attributes. All through the South Seas,

more especially in the Line Islands, are to be found the

most reckless desperadoes living. Their uncontrolled pas-

sions lead them to commit acts which the natives naturally

resent; the usual result being that if the trader fails to kill

or terrorise them, they do society a kindness by ridding it

of him. Then comes the not infrequent shelling of a native

village by an avenging man-of-war. And thus civilisation

keeps ever moving onwards.

The traders were making fortunes in the South Seas at

that time, according to George. I returned to business

with a mind full of projects. The glamour of the sea,

the magic attraction of blue water, was again upon me
;
I
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was powerless to resist. My father smiled. My mother

and sisters wept afresh. I bowed myself, nevertheless, to

my fate. In a fortnight I bade my relations farewell

all unworthy as I felt myself of their affection. Inwardly

exultant, though decently uncheerful, I took passage a

fortnight later in a barque trading to the Friendly and

Navigators
7
Islands. She was called the Rotumah, belong-

ing to Messrs. M 'Donald, Smith, & Company, of Hunter

Street, Sydney. Her captain was a Canadian named Kob-

ertson, of great experience in the island trade.

There were two other passengers a lady going to join

her brother who was in business at Nukulofa, in Tonga,
and a fine old French priest whom we were taking to

Samoa. The latter was very kind to me, and during our

passage through the Friendly Islands I was frequently the

guest of his brother missionaries at their various stations

in the groups.

How shall I describe my feelings, landed at last among
the charmed isles of the South, where I had come to stay,

I told myself? Generally speaking, how often is there a

savour of disappointment, of anticipation unrealised, when
the wish is achieved ! But the reality here was beyond the

most brilliant mental pictures ever painted. All things

were fresh and novel; the coral reefs skirting the island

shore upon which the surf broke ceaselessly with sullen

roar; cocoa-palms bowed with their feathery crests above

a vegetation richly verdurous. The browns and yellows
of the native villages, so rich in tone, so foreign of aspect,

excited my unaccustomed vision. Graceful figures, warm
and dusky of colouring, passed to and fro. The groves of

broad leafed bananas
;
the group of white mission houses

;

the balmy, sensuous air; the transparent water, in which

the very fish were strange in form and hue, all things

soever, land and water, sea and sky, seemed to cry aloud

to my eager, wondering soul,
"
Hither, oh fortunate youth,
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hast thou come to a world new, perfect, and complete in

itself to a land of Nature's fondness and profuse luxuri-

ance, to that Aidenn, long lost, mysteriously concealed for

ages from all mankind."

At the Marist Mission at Tongatabu I was received most

kindly by the venerable Father Chevron, the head of the

Church in Tonga. His had been a life truly remarkable.

For fifty years he had laboured unceasingly among the sav-

age races of Polynesia, had had hairbreadth escapes, and

passed through deadliest perils. Like many of his col-

leagues he was unknown to fame, dying a few years later,

beloved and respected by all, yet comparatively "unhon-

oured and unsung." During the whole course of my expe-

riences in the Pacific I have never heard the roughest trader

speak an ill word of the Marist Brothers. Their lives of

ceaseless toil and honourable poverty tell their own tale.

The Roman Catholic Church may well feel proud of these

her most devoted servants.

One morning Captain Eobertson joined me; the Father

seemed pleased to see him. On my mentioning how kindly

they had treated me, a stranger and a Protestant, he

replied,

"Ay, ay, my lad; they are different from most of the

missionaries in Tonga, anyway, as many a shipwrecked
sailor has found. If a ship were cast away, and the crew

hadn't a biscuit apiece to keep them from starving, they
wouldn't get so much as a piece of yam from some of the

reverend gentlemen."
I asked Father Chevron if he knew Captain Peese and

Captain Hayston.
"Yes! I am acquainted with both; of the latter I can

only say that when I met him here I forgot all the bad re-

ports I had heard about him. He cannot be the man he is

reputed to be."

I was sorry to part with the good Father when the time
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came to leave. But a native messenger arrived next day with

a note from the captain, who intended sailing at daylight.

So I said farewell and went on board.

We called at Hapai and Vavau, the two other ports of

the Friendly Islands, sighting the peak of Upolu, in the

Navigators', three days after leaving the latter place.

We rounded the south-east point of Upolu next day,

running in so close to the shore that we could see the natives

walking on the beaches. Saw a whaleboat, manned by
islanders and steered by a white man, shoot through an

opening in the reef opposite Flupata. For him we tarried

not, in spite of a signal, running in as we were with the

wind dead aft, and at four o'clock in the afternoon anchored

in Apia harbour, opposite the American consulate.

The scenery around Apia harbour is beauteous beyond

description. Spacious bays unfold themselves as you ap-

proach, each revealing the silvery white-sanded beach

fringed with cocoa-palms ; stretching afar towards the hills

lies undulating forest land chequered with the white houses

of the planters. The harbour itself consists of a horse-

shoe bay, extending from Matautu to Mullinu Point.

Fronting the passage a mountain rears its summit cloud-

enwrapped and half-hidden, narrow paths wind through deep

gorges, amid which you catch here and there the sheen of a

mountain-torrent. On the south the land heads in a grace-

ful sweep to leeward, until lost in the all-enveloping sea-

mists of the tropics, while the straggling town, white-

walled, reed-roofed, peeps through a dark-green grove of

the bananas and cocoa-palms which fringe the beach.

At this precise period I paid but little attention to the

beauties of Apia, for in a canoe paddled by a Samoan boy
sat my friend George. I hailed him; what a look of joy
and surprise rippled over his dark countenance as he recog-
nised me ! With a few strokes of the paddle the canoe shot

alongside and he sprang on deck.
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"I knew you would come," he said; "I boarded every

ship that put in here since I landed. Going to live here? "

" I think so, George! I have some money and trade with

me; if I get a chance I'll start somewhere in Samoa."

He was delighted, and said I would make plenty of

money by and by. He wouldn't hear of my going to an

hotel. I must come with him. He had a Samoan wife at

Lellepa, a village about a mile from Apia on the Matautu

side.

It was dark when we landed. As we walked towards his

home George pointed out a house standing back from the

beach, which, he said, belonged to Captain Hayston.

That personage had just left Samoa, and was now cruis-

ing in the Line Islands, where he had a number of traders.

He was expected back in two months. A short time before

I arrived, the American gunboat Narraganset had sud-

denly put in an appearance in Apia where Hayston's brig

was lying. Her anchor had barely sounded bottom, before

an armed boat's crew left her side, boarded, took Hayston

prisoner, and kept possession of the Leonora.

There was wild excitement that day in Apia. Many of

the residents had a strong liking for Hayston and ex-

pressed sympathy for him. Others, particularly the Ger-

man element, were jubilant, and expressed a hope that he

would be taken to America in irons.

The captain of the Narraganset then notified his seizure

to the foreign consuls, and solicited evidence regarding

alleged acts of piracy and kidnapping. During this time

Hayston was, so the Americans stated, in close confinement

on board the man-of-war, but it was the general opinion
that he was treated more as a guest than a prisoner. The

trial came on at the stated time, but resulted in his ac-

quittal. Either the witnesses were unreliable or afraid of

vengeance, for nothing of a criminal nature could be elicited

from them. Hayston was then conducted back to his brig,
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and in half-an-liour he had " dressed ship
" in honour of the

event. The next act was to give his crew liberty when

those bright particular stars sallied forth on shore, all more

or less drunk, in company with the blue jackets from the

man-of-war, and immediately set about "
painting the town

red," and looking for the witnesses who had testified

against their commander. On the next night Hayston

gave a ball to the officers, and, doubtless, from that time

felt his position secure, as far as danger from warships of

his own country was concerned.

All this was told to me by George as we walked along the

track to his house, where we arrived just in time for a good

supper. The place was better built than the ordinary native

houses. The floor was covered with handsome clean mats

on which, on the far end of the room, his wife and two

daughters by a former marriage were sitting. They seemed

so delighted at the idea of having me to live with them,

that in a few minutes I felt quite at home. The evening
meal was ready on the mats

;
the smell of roast pork and

bread-fruit whetted my appetite amazingly; nor was it

appeased until George and his wife had helped me to food

enough to satisfy a boarding-school.

After supper the family gathered round the lamp which

was placed in the middle of the room. There they went

through the evening prayers ;
a hymn was sung, after which

a chapter was read from a Samoan Testament, followed by
a prayer from the master of the house.

I found that the custom of morning and evening prayers

was never neglected in any Samoan household
; for, whether

the Samoans are really religious or no, they keep up a

better semblance of it than many who have whiter skins.

That night George, who by the way was called Tuluia by
his wife and daughters, made plans for our future. As we

sat talking the others retired to a far corner, where they
sat watching us, their big dark eyes dilated with interest.
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We agreed to buy a boat between us and make trading trips

to the windward port as far as Aleipata. Then after smok-

ing a number of
"
salui

" or native cigarettes, we turned in.

All next day we were incommoded by crowds of inquisi-

tive visitors, who came to have a look at me and learn why
I had come to Samoa George having told them merely
that I was his "uo," or friend, treated most of them with

scant courte'sy, explaining that the natives about Apia are

thorough loafers and beggars, and warning me not to sell

any of them my "trade" unless I received cash in return.

In the afternoon I landed my effects, but could scarcely get

into the house for the crowds.

George's wife, it appeared, had been so indiscreet as to

tell some of her relations that I had rifles for sale
;
as a

consequence there were fully a hundred men eager to see

them. Some had money, others wanted credit, others

desired loose powder, and kept pointing to a shed close by,

saying, "Panla pana fanua" (powder for the cannon). I

discovered that under the shed lay a big gun which Patiole

and Asi, two chiefs, had bought from Captain Hayston for

six hundred dollars, but had run out of ammunition.

I had no powder to sell, but George found me a cash

buyer for one of my Winchesters at seventy-five dollars.

I could have sold the other three for sixty dollars each, but

he advised me to keep them in order to get a better price

up the coast. It was just on the eve of the second native

war, so the Samoans were buying arms in large quantities.

From some Californians' trading vessels they had brought
about three hundred breech-loaders, and Hayston had sold

them the cannon aforesaid, which he had brought from

China in the Leonora.

The chief, Malietoa, had an idea of carrying the war

into the enemy's country. His plan was to charter a vessel,

and take five hundred men to Tuvali, the largest island in

the group. Hayston had met a deputation of chiefs, and
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told them that for a thousand dollars he would land that

number of Malietoa's warriors in any part of the group.

Moreover, if they gave him ten dollars for every shot fired,

he would land them under cover of four guns. But they
were not to bring their arms, and were to arrange to have

taumualuas, or native boats, to meet the brig oft' the

coast and put them on board. This, he explained, was

necessary to prevent the vessel being seized if they met a

man-of-war, and so getting him into serious trouble.

The chiefs took this proposition in eagerly at first, but,

on thinking it over, suspicions arose as to their reaching
their Destination safely ; and, finally, after the usual

amount of fawning and flattering, in which every Samoan

is an adept, they told Hayston that they could not raise

sufficient money, and so the matter ended.

The following months of my sojourn in Samoa passed

quickly. George and I bought a cutter in which we made

several trips to the windward villages, whence we ran down

to the little island of Manono, situated between Upolu and

Savaii. There we did a good business, selling our trade

for cash to the people of Manono, and buying a cargo of

yams to take to Apia, to sell to the natives there, who were

short of food owing to the outbreak of hostilities.

On our way up we took advantage of a westerly wind,

and made the passage inside the reef, calling at the villages

of Multifanna and Saleimoa visiting even places with

only a few houses nestling amongst the cocoa-palms.

We left Saleimoa at dusk, and although we were deeply

laden, we made good way. Whilst at the village I heard

that a large Norwegian ship laden with guano had put into

Apia, having sprung a leak and run short of provisions;

also that there was not a yam to be had in the place. Our

informant was a deserter from a man-of-war, living at

Saleimoa. He had been tattooed, and was a thorough
Samoan in appearance, but was anxious to get a passage to
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New Britain, being afraid to remain longer in his present

quarters. He was known as "Flash Jack," and was held

to be a desperate character. After a few drinks he became

communicative, telling me certain things which he had

better have kept to himself. He informed me that he

intended to ship with Hayston, whose brig was expected

daily with a hundred recruits for Goddeffroy and Sons'

plantations. He advised me to keep my yams until the

Leonora's cargo of "
boys

"
arrived, as the Germans would

pay me my own price for them, being short of food for

their plantation labourers. In another few minutes Jack

was drunk, and wanted to fight us, when two of his wives

came on board, and after beating him with pieces of wood,

carried him on shore and laid him in his bunk.

I determined, however, to take his advice about the

yams, and was cogitating as to the price I should ask for

them, when George, who was steering, called my attention

to two " taumualuas "
full of men, paddling quickly in from

sea through an opening in the reef.

Not apprehending danger we kept on. Our boat was

well known along the coast by the Tua Massaga or Malietoa

faction, and we merely supposed that these boats were

coming down from Apia to the leeward ports. It was a

clear night ; George called out the usual Samoan greeting,

used when canoes meet at night. The next moment we saw

them stop paddling, when, without a word of warning, we

received a volley, the bullets striking the cutter in at least

twenty places. How we escaped is a mystery. George

got a cut on the shoulder from a piece of our saucepan,

which was lying against the mast. It flew to pieces when

struck, and I thought a shell had exploded.

Flinging ourselves flat on the deck, George called out to

the canoes, which were now paddling quickly after us, and

told them who we were, at the same time lowering our jib

and foresail. The taumualuas dashed up, one on each side.
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Luckily some of the warriors instantly recognised us. They

expressed great sorrow, and explained that they had mis-

taken us for a boat bringing up a war party from Savaii.

Every man was armed with a rifle, mostly modelled on

the German needle-gun, and as they were all in full fighting

costume they had a striking and picturesque effect. After

mutual expressions of regard and a general consumption of

cigarettes, we gave them a bottle of grog to keep out the

cold night air, sold them some cartridges from my own

private stock, and with many a vociferous " To Fa,
" we

sailed away, and left them in the passage waiting for the

expected invaders.



CHAPTER IV

SAMOA TO MILLE

JUST as we parted from our warlike friends who had so

nearly put an end to our cruises, one of the chiefs sang out

that a large brig, painted white, was out at sea beating up
to Apia. Turning his information over in my mind, the

conviction grew upon me that she must be Hayston's vessel,

the Leonora. It proved to be correct, for as we ran past

Mulinu Point we saw her entering the passage leading to

the harbour. She was about a mile distant from us, but I

could see that she was a beautifully-built vessel, and could

well believe the tales of her extraordinary speed. The

Norwegian guano-man, an immense ship, the Otto and

Antoine, was lying in the roadstead, and as the Leonora

came to her moorings, we ran up between the two vessels

and dropped anchor.

During the next few minutes I received no less than

three different offers for our sixteen tons of yams. These

I declined, and after waiting till I perceived that most of

the shore visitors had left the brig, I took our dingey and

pulled aboard.

Captain Hayston was below, and the Chinese steward

conducted me into his presence. He looked at me steadily

for a moment, as if trying to recall where he had seen me

before, and then after my few words of explanation, gave
me a hearty welcome to the South Seas.

Having told him how I came to visit Samoa, I offered

him my yams, which he gladly purchased, paying me a
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good price for them in United States gold coin. This tran-

saction being concluded, he asked me to meet him next

day, when we could have a good long chat, at the same

time desiring me to keep secret the fact of our previous

meeting. What his reasons were I never knew
;
but as he

seemed anxious on this matter, I told him that I had sel-

dom mentioned the circumstance, and to no one in Samoa,
with the exception of my mate Tuluia. I had indeed made

few other acquaintances.

Although I should much have liked to have had a look

round the brig, I could see the Captain wished to get on

shore, so after shaking hands with him I returned to our

cutter, where, in a few minutes, the brig's longboat came

alongside, and we set to work getting out the yams. Hay-
ston paid me without demanding to have them weighed,

and George's dark face was wreathed in smiles when I

showed him the money. He explained that two tons were

very bad, and had they been seen by a purchaser would

have been rejected.

Although only a Kanaka, George possessed true com-

mercial instincts, and I felt sure he would grow rich.

The native war was now at its height, and the lines of

the hostile party were so close to Matautu, the eastern part
of Apia, that bullets were whistling over our heads all day

long. The yam season being over, and the copra trade at

a standstill, we gave up the cutter and settled for a while

on shore. It was during this period that I was a constant

visitor at the house of Mr. Lewis, the American Consul,

where I generally found Hayston in company with Captain
Edward Hamilton, the pilot, and another American, a

whisky-loving, kava-drinking old salt, brimful of fun and

good humour. He had been twenty years in Samoa, and

was one of the best linguists I ever met with; was known
to every native in the group, and had been several trips

with Hayston to the north-west islands. He followed no
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known occupation, but devoted his time to idling and

attending native dances.

Many a merry evening we spent together while the

Leonora was recruiting, and I began to think Hayston was

the most entertaining man I had ever met. He made no

secret of some of his exploits, and in particular referred to

the way in which he had beaten a certain German firm in

the way of business, even breaking up their stations in the

Line Islands. At that time these merchants had acquired

a bad name for the underhand manner in which they had

treated English and American traders
;
and for any man to

gain an advantage over them was looked upon as a meri-

torious action.

By many people who cherished animosity against Hay-
ston I had been led at first to look upon him as a thorough-

going pirate and a bloodthirsty ruffian. Yet here I found

him, if not respected, at least deemed a fit associate for

respectable men. Moreover, his word was considered as

good security in business as another man's bond. I well

remember the days when he used to visit me at Leliepa,

and we amused ourselves with pistol practice. He was a

wonderful shot, and his skill excited the loud applause of

the native chiefs. One fat old fellow, known as Puluma-

kau (the bullock), begged him to spend a day now and then

in the lines with the native forces, and exercise his skill

upon the enemy.
One day he took me on board with him in order to show

me over the brig. He intended to leave in a few days, and

I remarked, as we were pulled on board, that I should

dearly like to have a trip with him some day.

He was silent for a minute, and then replied, "No! I

shall be glad enough of your company as my guest, as I

have taken a fancy to you; but it will be better for you to

keep clear of me."

When we got on board I was struck with the beautiful
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order in which the vessel was kept, aloft and below; there

was not a rope yarn out of place. Descending to the cabin

I found it splendidly furnished for a vessel of her size.

The Leonora was 250 tons register, and had been built

for the opium trade. During her career in Chinese seas

she acquired the reputation of being the fastest vessel on

the coast. She then carried eight guns. She had been

several times attacked by pirates, who were invariably

beaten off with loss. At the time of my visit she carried

but one gun, which stood on the main deck, Hayston hav-

ing sold two others of the same calibre to the natives. But

for this, as far as I could see, she had a most peaceful

appearance.

On the main deck, just abaft the foc'sle, was a deck-

house divided into compartments, forming the cook's galley

and boats' crews 7

quarters, together with those belonging

to the first and second mates. On the top of the house a

whale-boat was carried, leaving room for two sentries to

keep guard, a precaution which I afterwards found was, on

certain occasions, highly necessary for the vessel's safety.

The foc'sle was large, for she carried between twenty-five

and thirty men. The thing that struck me most, however,
was the bulkhead, which was loop-holed for rifles, so that

if any disturbance took place in the forehold, which was

sometimes filled with Kanaka labourers, the rebels could be

shot down with ease and accuracy.

The most noticeable things about the gear were the top-

sails she carried, Cunningham's patent, in which there

were no reef points. The topsail yards revolved, so that

you could reef as much as you liked, and all the work could

be done from the main deck by the down haul. Many cap-

tains dislike this patent, but it behaved splendidly on the

Leonora for all that.

The crew, or most of them, were ashore, and only the

second mate, the Chinese carpenter, the steward, and ship's
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boys were on board. The mate was a muscular Fijian half-

caste named Bill Hicks, known as a fighting man all over

Polynesia. A native girl, called Liva, was sitting on the

main hatch making a bowl of kava.

"Halloa! Liva," said the Captain, as we passed along the

deck, "I thought you were married to one of the Dutch

clerks at Goddeffroy's?"

"Avoe, lava, alii." "Quite true, Captain, but I've come

to stay with Bill for a week."

The Captain and second mate laughed, and next day I

learned that Bill had gone to the clerk's house at Matafele,

the German quarter of the town, and though there were

other Germans present, told Liva to pack up her clothes and

come with him. She, nothing loth, did as he told her, and

the Germans, seeing mischief in the half-caste's eye,

offered no opposition.

The departure of the Leonora took place a few days after-

wards, and I accepted the position of supercargo in a ketch

which the junior partner of one of the principal firms in

Samoa wished to send to the Marshalls to be sold. I

expressed my doubts of her sea-worthiness for so long a

voyage. However, he said there was no danger, as it would

be a fine weather passage all the way through, adding that

the king of Arnu, or Arrowsmith's Island, had commis-

sioned Captain Hayston to buy a vessel for him in Samoa.

I thought his proposition over, and next day stated my
willingness to undertake the venture, the owners promising
to put the vessel in repair as soon as possible. She was
hauled up to the beach in front of the British consulate,

where for the next few weeks carpenters were at work,

patching up and covering her rotten bottom with a thick

coating of chunam. Notwithstanding these precautions no

one except old Tapoleni, the Dutch skipper, could be in-

duced to take charge of her.

During the time she was on the beach I made a trip to
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the beautiful village of Tiavea, doing a week's trading and

pigeon shooting. On my return I found the town in a high

state of excitement owing to a succession of daring rob-

beries of the various stores. Strong suspicions were enter-

tained with respect to a herculean American negro, known

as Black Tom, who kept an extremely disorderly hotel

where seamen were known to be enticed and robbed.

The old vessel was launched at last, and, to the mani-

fest surprise of everybody, refrained from springing a leak.

Things might easily have been worse; for what with the

great age of her timber and the thickness of her hull the

carpenters were barely able to make the copper hold.

Next day we took in our stores. I was surprised at the

casks of beef, tins of biscuits, and quantities of other pro-

visions put on board, and thought the owners extremely
liberal. This favourable state of feeling lasted till we
were well at sea, when I discovered all the beef to be bad,

and the remainder of the stores unfit for any well-brought-

up pig. When' everything was aboard the owners gave me
the following document :

APIA, 3rd December, 187 .

Dear Sir, You will proceed to Mille"
, Mulgrave Island, for the

purpose of selling the ketch E. A. Wilson. You will find Captain

Hayston there waiting for you ;
so you will please consult with him,

as he is acquainted with the parties who wish to purchase her. Try
to obtain oil and copra to the amount of 500 for the vessel. Ship
whatever produce you may get on board the Leonora, and get Captain

Hayston to sign bills of lading. Do not sell the chronometer unless

you get a good price for it. Sell the few things you take to the best

advantage ;
none of the Samoans are to remain, but must come back

to Apia. Have the ketch painted on your arrival at Mille". Wishing

you a prosperous and speedy voyage. We are, etc.,

BASCOM & Co.

I quote this letter in extenso, for later on it plays an im-

portant part in my narrative. Having carefully read it

Mr. Bascom shook hands with me, wished me a pleasant
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voyage, and departed. I went aboard, the vessel being

already hove short, and, as I thought, only waiting my
arrival to sail.

Things looked much otherwise as I stepped on deck.

The skipper was drunk and helpless. The decks were

thronged with shore natives men and women nearly all

crying and half drunk, bidding farewell to one or other of

the crew.

The mate, Jim Knowles, was a Tongan half-caste, who

was afterwards hanged in Fiji for shooting Larsen, one of

the Messrs. Goddeffroy's captains, dead on his own ship.

He was the only sober man on board. He told me that one

of Tapoleni's friends had come on board, and that she had

been stowed away by that worthy, who swore that he would

not leave her behind. To this Maa Maa I had a particular

aversion, and always hated to see her come on board. She

was ugly enough in all conscience, and had always been

said to be the cause of quarrels and fights whenever the

skipper took her on a trip. Taking Knowles with me, we

lugged her on deck screaming and biting. As she refused

to get into a canoe, Knowles threw her overboard, where

some sympathising friends picked her up.

Just as this incident terminated I received a note from

the owners, telling me to delay the vessel's departure for

half-an-hour. Wondering what was in the wind, I set

about restoring order. I found a lot of liquor in the foc'sle,

which I took aft and locked up. Then with Knowles' aid

I succeeded in clearing the decks of the women and shore

loafers, who were lying about in all stages of intoxication.

At eleven o'clock we saw two boats pulling off from the

shore, and noticed armed Samoans among the crews. As

they came alongside I saw seated in one of them the figures

of Black Tom and his son Johnny, both heavily ironed.

In the stern sat his Samoan wife, a woman named Musia.

A number of white residents were in charge of the lot,
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and I was informed that at an impromptu mass meeting,

held that morning, it had been decided to expatriate Tom
and his family for the good of the country ; they had seized

this favourable opportunity of carrying their resolution

into effect.

This was a pretty state of affairs. I need scarcely explain

my indignation at having two such characters as Black

Tom and his son foisted on me as passengers. I was about

to get into a boat and let them carry their own prisoners

away, when I was told that I could land him and his family
at the first land we made. This would be Quiros Island,

bearing N.N.W. from Apia.

"All right, gentlemen," I replied, "and as everybody
here happens to be drunk, I'll feel obliged if you will be

good enough to lift the anchor and let us get away."
Tom and his family were accordingly put in the hold,

and the new-comers having got the anchor up bade me

farewell, chuckling at having rid themselves of Black Tom
so cleverly. Whereupon they got into the boats and pulled

ashore.

It was blowing stiffly as we ran through the passage, and

certainly we presented a pretty spectacle, with our running

gear all in disorder, and the crew drunk in the lee scup-

pers. I had the keys of the prisoners' irons, so giving the

tiller to Knowles, I went below and liberated them.

"Tom," I said, "my instructions are to keep you in irons

till we made the first land. Now, I've got nothing against

you, but I don't want your company, and I consider I was

served a shabby trick when they put you on board. I

mean to be even with them. They said the first land.

Now, I'll stand on this tack till midnight; then I'll put

about and land you on the coast."

The negro's bloodshot eyes showed blind fury when I

first approached him, but his look softened as I spoke. He

laughed, evidently enjoying my suggestion.
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"Thank you, sir, for taking the bracelets off us, but 1

don't care about landing in Samoa again, and I'll face the

voyage with you. You're the first man that's spoke a kind

word to me since I was rushed and tied in my own house

treated like a wild beast, and, by ! I'll do any mor-

tal thing in this world for you."
He then begged me not to land him at Quiros, but to let

him remain on board until we met Captain Hayston who,
he was sure, would give him a trading station. I promised
him this, and in return, being a splendid cook, he pro-

vided me during the remainder of the voyage with all sorts

of sea delicacies.

I will not speak of the dangers of that wearisome voy-

age ;
the drunkenness that I tried in vain to suppress ;

the

erratic course we made to our destination. The skipper
sobered up every two or three days, took the sun, worked

out the ship's position, and let me steer any course I liked.

Then he would fly to his bottle of "square-face," until I

thought it necessary to rouse him again in order to ascer-

tain our whereabouts. At last, after a forty-two days'

passage, we sighted the low-lying coral islands enclosing
the spacious lagoon of Mille.



CHAPTER V

THE BRIG LEONORA

THE island of Mille is situated in the Eadac or eastern

portion of the Marshall group, discovered by a captain of

that name in 1788. On the charts it bears the name of the

Mulgrave Lagoon, and the reason is not far to seek. For

the most part the islands of Polynesia are of volcanic ori-

gin, whilst the lagoons, which sometimes pass for islands,

are exclusively of coral formation. The minute insects

which form them build their submarine wall in a circle,

which growing for ages, until it rises at low water above

sea-level, gradually collects sand and debris, when it de-

composes and becomes a solid. Then comes a day when

wandering cocoa-nuts float to it and take up their abode on

its shores. Gradually a ring of land is formed, varying in

width, covered with a wreath of palms, sheltering within

its circumference a peaceful sea, into which access is attain-

able by scattered channels only.

The spot we had reached was of this description.

Day was breaking when we first sighted the tops of the

cocoa-palms, and putting the ketch dead before the wind

we ran down to the passage. On going aloft I was glad to

see the spars of a vessel showing about three miles distant.

As none of the crew had ever visited the place before, we

lay to and fired a gun. In about half-an-hour we saw a

boat pulling towards us, with a tall man standing up steer-

ing. It was Hayston. Jumping aboard he shook me
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warmly by the hand, and said, "So you see we've met

again! What sort of passage did you have? "

I recounted our misfortunes, adding the information that

the ketch leaked terribly.

"Oh! that's just like Bascom," he remarked. "He told

me that he'd send her down as sound as a bell. I never

had a chance of looking at her when she was on the beach

at Apia, and I certainly thought he would act squarely

with me. But we'll talk business by and by."

He now took command of the ketch, and brought us into

the lagoon, where we dropped anchor in ten fathoms along-

side the brig. I then formally handed over my vessel to

him, and wished the king of Arnu joy of his bargain.

After receiving full particulars of the voyage, he called the

skipper aft.

"Well, Captain Westendorf," he said, "you have most

fortunately reached here safely, but more through good
luck than good management. I know you to be an experi-

enced and capable navigator, so that had you attended to

your duty you would have made Mille ten or fifteen days
earlier. Now, you can go ashore and live with my trader

till you get a passage back to Samoa, for I'll be hanged if

I take you back. As for your crew, I don't want them

either
; you can take them with you or turn them adrift.

The ketch I intend to leave here until I return from Ascen-

sion; but mark this and you know me don't attempt to

board her during my absence
; good day !

"

I felt sorry at seeing the good-natured "Tapoleni" so

humiliated; for with the exception of that one failing

which has obscured brighter intellects, and which was the

cause of all his troubles, he was a thoroughly honest old

fellow.

Black Tom and his wife elected to remain at Mille until

they found a suitable island on which to open a trading
station. They parted from me with many professions of



THE BRIG LEONOEA 43

gratitude which I think were sincere. He afterwards be-

came a wealthy man such are fortune's vagaries in the

islands
;
his son Johnny earnestly begged me to intercede

with Captain Hayston on his account, and not to leave him

on shore at Mille. I made the request, and the Captain

told him to come aboard the Leonora.

During the afternoon Hayston and I went over the ketch

in order to inspect the stores, gear, etc., when he asked

me, now that my responsibility had ended, what were my
intentions as to future movements? I told him I proposed

to charter a native canoe for Arnu, there to await a passing

vessel and a passage to Samoa. From this course, how-

ever, he dissuaded me, pointing out that I might have to

stay there six months. He then offered me the position of

supercargo on his brig at a fair salary, pressing for an

immediate answer.

Thinking it better to be earning money than leading a

life of idleness among the natives, I consented. " I accept

your offer, Captain," I said; "but there is one thing I wish

you to understand, I am coming with you, not for the sake

of the pay, but because I don't want to loaf about the Mar-

shall group like a beach-comber, and, moreover, I should

like to visit the Carolines. I don't particularly want to

return to Samoa, and if I see a place I like I'll start trad-

ing. Now, I am willing to do duty as supercargo, even

without pay, but I won't lend a hand in any transaction

that I don't like the look of. So at our first difference you
can set me ashore."

Hayston looked me straight in the face and held out his

hand "
Well, now, that's a fair deal. I give you my

word that I won't ask you to join in anything doubtful.

The traders round here are the greatest scoundrels unhung,
and I have to treat them as they treat me. My books are

in a bad state, and you'll find work enough putting them

straight; but I'll be glad of your company aboard, even if
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you never do a hand's turn." So the bargain was closed.

I got my chest from the hold and sent it aboard the brig;

the steward receiving instructions that I was to occupy the

port side of the cabin. At dusk Hayston gave some of

the crew liberty, and sent the rest with the mates to haul

the ketch in and beach her as the tide was full. While he

stood watching her from the brig's deck, he suddenly re-

marked that they were making a mess of it, and calling two

boys to bring the dingey alongside, he was pulled into the

shore.

There was a number of young women on board, natives

of the Kingsmill group, good-looking, but wild in appear-

ance. I was on deck and they were below, where I heard

them laughing and talking, and saw they were seated on

the lounge that ran round the cabin. They all seemed

very merry over a game, much like "knucklebones," which

they were playing with shells. A large canoe was bearing
down on us from one of the islands in the lagoon, and just

as she ran up in the wind ahead of us, allowing the topsail

to drift down alongside, I heard a man's voice mingling
with the girls'.

I was going forward to have a close look at the canoe,

when I saw the Captain close alongside in the dingey. He
had sailed out to the brig, having let the two boys remain

on shore to assist at the ketch. Just as he stepped over

the sail, the owner of the voice I had heard ran out of the

cabin. Hayston gripped him by the arm, and I heard him

sing out, "What, would you knife me?" The next minute

the man was seized in the powerful arms, lifted high above

his head, and then dashed upon the deck, where he lay

perfectly still.

The Captain disappeared in the cabin, and running up I

lifted the man's head. His back and neck seemed broken,

and though I called loudly no one came from below. There

were a lot of Arunai natives in the hold sleeping and
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smoking, but they took no notice of my calls, which, as I

didn't know a word of their language, did not surprise me.

The canoe had now come alongside, and the Captain reap-

peared upon deck. The chief seemed pleased to see him,

and then a lot of natives clambered on board and carried

the wounded man aboard their barque.

Having given them eight or ten pounds of tobacco, Hay-
ston told them, partly in English and partly in the Mille

dialect, that the man was shamming dead, and if he woke

up on board they could chuck him overboard and let him

swim. Then they hoisted sail again and stood away.
I felt horrified, for, although the Captain was certainly

justified in defending himself from a man armed with a

knife, I was shocked at witnessing the result. He, how-

ever, insisted that the fellow was only "foxing," and so the

matter ended. When the boats returned from the ketch,

I heard the women remark to the sailors that Siake (Jack)
had run away in a canoe, because "

Kaptin
" had beat him.

At daylight next morning we got under weigh, and I was

astonished at the manner in which Hayston handled the

brig through the narrow passage. After accomplishing this

feat, we bore away for Ujillong, and the steward called us

to breakfast.

Our destination was the almost unknown chain of coral

islets forming Ujillong or Providence Island. Some fifteen

months previously, Hayston had discovered a passage

through the reef there, and sailed his brig in. He was

delighted with the security afforded by the magnificent

lagoon inside. The islets were covered with cocoa-nuts, and

he at once decided upon forming a principal trading station

there, making it a centre from whence he could work the

islands in the North Pacific. There were only thirty natives

on the whole lagoon, and with these he succeeded in estab-

lishing friendly relations, setting them to work in erecting

dwelling-houses and oil-sheds.
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We left in charge two white men named Jerry Jackson

and Whistling Bill, together with a number of Line Island

natives who were to assist in making oil. Hayston told me
he intended to settle there himself and cruise among the

Carolines and Marshalls, whilst Captain Peese, his col-

league, would run a small vessel to China, making Ujillong

his headquarters. On this occasion he expected to find that

a large quantity of oil had been made in his absence, and

was anxious to get there as quickly as possible.

During the day I had leisure to observe the crew, and

considering that none of them were white men, the way in

which the brig was worked was simply admirable. They
treated the officers with great freedom of manner, but before

the Captain they seemed absolutely to cower. There being

some thirty of them they were by no means over-worked.

They were allowed as much liquor as they chose to buy at

a dollar a bottle for gin, beer at fifty cents, and rum at a

dollar. With such license one would naturally think that

insubordination would be rife. It was not so. But though

they never broke out at sea, when once the brig anchored

they became fiends incarnate. Gambling and drinking then

commenced. The sounds of oaths, yells, and blows floated

up from the foc'sle, mingling with the screams of the

women, and the night was made horrible with their din.

Individual members of the crew of this strange vessel I

shall describe later on for the present place aux dames !

Every officer had a native wife, and the Chinese carpenter

two. Most of these women were natives of Arurai or Hope
Island, one of the Kingsmill group. They were darker in

complexion than the other Polynesians, and prone to violent

jealousy of their protectors. It was by no means uncommon
to see two of these girls fighting like demons on the main

deck with their national weapons, wooden daggers set round

with shark's teeth, while blood poured in streams from their

lacerated limbs and bodies. There were several girls from
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Ocean and Pleasant Island, near the equator. Very good-

looking were these last, and fair as to complexion. The

principal belle, whose name was Nellie, was a very hand-

some half-caste a native of Hope Island. Her father, a

deserter from a whaler, had acquired such influence with

the natives that they made him a war chief. He led them

when they cut off an American whaler and killed the whole

crew. Discarding civilised clothing, he became a native in

all but colour, and finally met his death in a skirmish with

a hostile tribe. This girl was his daughter, and had been

given as a present to Hayston by the king of Arurai. Along
with her beauty she had a violent and dangerous temper,

and was never backward in using her knife on any woman
that provoked her.

We had merely dropped Mille astern of us, when Hayston

changed his mind about going to Arurai, and bore away to

Pleasant Island. He told me that he had forgotten a

promise made to the traders there to bring them supplies,

but that he would call at Providence on our way back from

the Carolines.

Pleasant Island (or Naura) is generally considered one of

the Gilbert group, although it is far to the leeward, and the

natives, together with those of Ocean Island (or Paanup),
consider themselves a distinct people. The former island

is in latitude 0.25 S., longitude 167.5 E., and the latter in

latitude 0.505, longitude 169.30 E.
" We've got a bully breeze,

" said the Captain ;

" and there

is a straight run of five hundred miles before we sight the

cocoa-nuts on Pleasant Island. I'll show you what the

Leonora can do."

Our course was something about S.W. by W., the wind

increasing in strength as we put the helm up for Pleasant

Island, and during the afternoon, so quickly was the brig

slipping through the water, that Hayston said we should

do the distance four hundred and ninety-five miles in



48 A MODERN BUCCANEER

forty-eight hours. I was astonished at the rate we trav-

elled, and the Captain himself seemed pleased. Calling

the hands aft, he gave them a glass of grog all round, and

told the women to go on the main deck and dance. This

created considerable amusement, for as the brig was running
dead before the wind, and occasionally giving rolls, the

dancers losing their balance got some heavy falls into the

scuppers, while the others laughed and enjoyed their mis-

fortunes.

We ran up under the leeside of the island just forty-four

hours after leaving Mille, a trifle over eleven knots an hour.

In a few minutes we were boarded by the traders, of whom
there were six. They were certainly a rough lot. As each

man lived under the protection of a particular chief, the

island being divided into six districts, there was the keenest

business rivalry among them.

Hayston called them down below, when they were soon

pretty well drunk.

They had plenty of dollars, and bought largely of arms

and ammunition. I was employed, with the second mate,

in getting up the guns, principally Snider rifles, from the

lazarette. I called to them, one by one, to come and pick

what they wanted
;
however they seemed quite satisfied to

let me give them what I liked.

The brig was standing off and on, close into the land, in

charge of the boatswain, the mate being ill
; Hayston was

singing "The Zouave," and the traders were applauding

uproariously, whilst two were dancing with Nellie and Sara,

shouting and yelling like lunatics. The only one that was

sober was a fine young fellow who seemed ill, and was sup-

ported by a native. This young fellow paid me for the

arms bought by his comrades, saying,
"
They're all drunk

now, and as I don't go in for that kind of thing myself,

they've got me to do this business for them." The man
who was dancing with Sara had a bag of dollars in his hand,
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and as he waltzed round the cabin he kept swinging it

about and striking the woodwork of the cabin.

Carl, the sick man, called out to him,
" I say, Ned, let me

have that money now, I'm settling up for you." Swinging
the bag of dollars round, Ned sent it full at liberty, and

struck Carl in the chest, knocking him down. I picked him

up, and thought by the pallor of his face that he was either

killed or seriously injured.

The native who was with him called to some of his com-

rades, and a young woman came down and took his head in

her lap, while I got a decanter of water. After a while he

came round, and told me he was not much hurt, but that the

bag of money was heavy and had bruised his chest greatly.

"You dog,'
7 he said, getting up and walking over to the

other man, who was now sitting at the table talking to the

Captain,
"
as sure as my name's Carl I'll make you suffer

for this."

"Come, come," said Hayston, "it was only Ned's rough

play. I don't think he meant to hurt you. Besides, I don't

want to see white men fighting on board my ship."

"Look here, Captain," said he, pulling off his shirt, "look

at my body, and tell me if Ned thought me a fit subject for

a joke."

It makes me shudder now. There was an awful gash on

his back, extending from his right shoulder to below the

ribs on the right side. It was roughly sewn up here and

there, and seemed to be healing, but the blow on the chest

had made it bleed anew; a dark stream was soaking down
his leg to the ground.

"By heaven! that is a terrible cut," said the Captain;
"how in thunder did you get mauled like that?"

Carl, who was still very faint, told us that some time ago
he had a fight with a native, and licked him. One night,

as he was lying face downward on his mat, this man crept
into his hut and struck him with a shark tooth sword. His
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native wife, who was coming into the house at the time,

carrying two shells of toddy, dropped them, and flinging her

arms round the man's legs, tripped him up, and held him,

while Carl, all smothered in blood, shot him dead with his

revolver.

"Ned!" said the Captain gravely, when Carl's tale was

told,
" did you know this young fellow had this gash in his

back when you hove the bag at him?"

"Of course I did! why, d n him, can't he take a joke?

Naura's a rough shop for a man that can't stand a bit of

fun."
" Put up your hands, you cowardly dog !

" said the Cap-

tain, and in an instant the drunken traders cleared a space.

"I'll teach you to hurt a wounded man."

Ned was as big a man as the Captain, and seemed to be

the leading spirit of the gang. But the other traders,

though armed with navy revolvers and derringers, did not

seem inclined to interfere.

At the first round the big trader went down like a bullock,

and lay on the cabin floor apparently lifeless. Hayston was

like a mad animal when he tried to get him up, and the

man fell helpless. Picking him up in his arms like a child,

he carried him on deck, the rest of us following.
" Here ! Naura men, where's Ned's boat? " he called out.

It was towing astern, and some one having hauled it up,

Hayston dropped the man into it like a log of wood.

Then his good temper returned instantly, and he paid

Carl every attention, insisting on dressing his wound. We
remained out by Pleasant Island all day, and shipped a lot

of oil, for which Hayston paid the traders in arms and

ammunition; we then stood away for Ocean Island.

I learned that Carl had been a petty officer on board the

U.S. cruiser Wish-ton-wish, but had deserted and made his

way to Pleasant Island. He seemed superior to his com-

panions in every way, and I was glad to be able to give him

some books.
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He told me that he belonged to the New England States,

but that he could never return, and would put a bullet

through his head rather than be taken back a disgraced

man. I bade him farewell with regret, and learned two

years afterwards that, a month after I saw him, he had

blown his brains out, as the U.S. corvette Rowena touched

at the island. Poor Carl ! How many a tale of wasted life,

of reckless deeds, and early death, could every island of the

South Sea tell.

Although Hayston was an utterly reckless man in most

matters, he was by no means foolhardy where the lives of

others were concerned. During the time we spent at Pleas-

ant Island every precaution was taken against a surprise.

All the crew carried revolvers, and two men were posted
in the fore and main-tops armed with Winchesters. The

natives of this island had cut off many ships in past years,

and were now so well armed and determined that the ut-

most caution was needed.

It was here that I met an American named Maule

about as hard a specimen of an old style South Sea trader

as one could fall across. He was extremely anxious that

I should purchase two native girls from him. They were

under his charge. It seems their father had been killed,

and his own wife objected to their presence in his house.

I told him that I was supercargo, and therefore could not

speculate on my own account. Besides, that sort of traffic

was entirely out of my line. If he had curios, weapons, or

Kaura gods, I would deal, but there I drew the line.

"Well, blame my cats! if you ain't too disgustin' par-

tickler! Want to stuff yer cabin with kyurosities and

graven images, instead of dellikit young women. Now,
lookee hyar jest you take them two gals o' mine for thirty

dollars, and you'll jest double your money from king Abin-

oka. He's jest mad after Naura girls, and buys 'em up by
the dozen."
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Finding that I wouldn't invest, he tried the Captain,

telling him that the girls were anxious to get away from

Pleasant Island, as their father was dead, and having no

brothers, they could not get food enough from the people.

His wife was jealous too, and had beaten them.
"
Well, well !

" said the Captain,
"
bring them aboard, and

I'll give them a passage somewhere. I suppose by and by

you'll tell some man-of-war captain that I stole them." So

the trader sent them on board, and received in exchange
some boats' gear and a keg of molasses.

The girls went aft, and remained with the others in the

cabin for a few days. When we sighted Ocean Island,

Hayston called me on deck, and said,
" Come and see a bit

of fun."

Old Mary was told to bring up her flock. The two Pleas-

ant Island girls came up with the rest. They were about

fourteen and fifteen years of age, and, from their close sim-

ilarity, probably the children of the same mother a some-

what unusual thing in the Gilbert group. They seemed

frightened at being called up, and clung closely to Sara and

Nellie. Their hair, Pleasant Island fashion, hung down

straight upon their backs, and was carefully oiled and

combed. A girdle of Pandanus leaf was their only garment.

Speaking kindly to them, the Captain asked them if they
would like to go ashore there and live. I give the conver-

sation.

Captain. "Well, will you go ashore here?"

Girls.
" Are there plenty of cocoa-nuts and fish? "

Captain.
"
Pretty fair

;
but there are not always plenty.

"

Girls. "What chiefs will take us and give us food? "

Captain. "I don't know there are more women there

than men. All the young men have gone away in whale-

ships."

Girls. "That's bad; the Ocean Island women will soon

kill us strangers."
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Captain.
" Most likely. Would you like to stay on the

ship if I get you husbands? "

Girls.
" Yes ! where are they?

"

Captain.
"
Boatswain, send Sunday and boy George

here."

These were two boys who had been sailing with Hayston
for some years. Both were about sixteen. Of George I

will speak later on. Having come aft, the Captain, address-

ing them, said he was pleased at their steadiness, and as a

reward for their good conduct, he had at great expense pro-

cured them wives, whom he hoped they would treat well.

His speech was a humorous one, and the crew standing

round grinned approvingly Sunday and boy George being,

apparently, looked upon as lucky youths, for the girls were

undeniably good-looking. In fact, I never saw an ill-looking

Pleasant islander.

"Now, Terau and N'jilong, you must draw lots for first

pick. Carpenter, bring me two splinters of wood."

They were instructed by the other native girls how to

draw lots, the result being that Terau picked boy George,

and her sister took Sunday.
" Steward !

" commanded Hayston,
"
bring up a couple of

bottles of grog. And you, Sunday and boy George ! before

you begin your married life just listen to me! Call all

hands aft!"

The crew came aft, and the Captain, who now seemed

quite serious, said, "Now, boys, I have given these girls to

Sunday and boy George. Don't let me hear of any one

attempting to interfere with them, and if one of you puts

his head into the boys' house while the girls are there alone,

I'll make it warm for him. There's a couple of bottles of

grog for the watch to drink their healths, and the steward

has two more for the watch below. For'ard now, and you,

boys, go and ask the supercargo for some cloth to rig your

girls out with."
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The Leonora was certainly a very sociable and domesti-

cated ship.

We lay off and on at Ocean Island for a day or two, and

engaged twenty-seven natives to proceed to Ponape (Ascen-
sion Island) to work for Cappelle and Milne, a German
firm. Then we made an easterly course to Taputanea (or

Drummond Island), one of the Gilbert group, where Hay-
ston had a trader.

The Drummond islanders are notorious throughout the

Pacific for treachery and ferocity. They frequently cut off

vessels, and murder all hands, being led on these occasions

by renegade white men. When Commodore White's ships

visited this spot in 1842 they murdered one of his seamen.

A fight ensued, in which many were killed, and the town of

Utiroa was laid in ashes. But the lesson had no great

effect, and Hayston told me that they would not hesitate to

attempt the capture of any vessel that could not make a

good resistance.

We sighted the island at night-time, and lay off Utiroa

till daylight. Then after putting the brig in a state of

defence, and giving the command to the Fiji half-caste,

Bill, telling him also to shoot a certain native if he saw

him come alongside, Hayston had the longboat and whale-

boat lowered.

Into the former he put a great quantity of trade, princi-

pally gin, rum, and firearms, giving me charge of the latter

to cover him. I had six men with me, each armed with a

Vetterlich rifle, and I carried my own Winchester eigh-

teen shot. Hayston gave me full instructions how to act

if he was attacked
;
then we made for the town of Utiroa,

the boats keeping alongside of each other. As we were

pulling Hayston told me that he wished to get ashore

before the canoes left, in order to interview his trader Jim
in the presence of the people. This fellow, it appeared,
was a fighting man who had great influence over the Drum-
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mond Island natives, with whom bloodshed and murder

were acts of everyday occurrence. He always aided them

in their tribal fights, and evinced a partiality for taking life

that had won their warmest admiration. Hayston had

brought him from Ponape, where he was the terror of the

white men, swaggering about the ports of the island, and

using his pistol on any one that resented his conduct. But

he was a good trader for all that, and had been placed in

this trust because no other man could be found willing to

risk his life among such a treacherous race.

Jim had not been installed a week at Utiroa, when a

chief named Tabirau gave him one of his daughters for a

wife, and was paid for her in trade according to custom.

Shortly afterwards the girl ran home again, saying that the

white man had beaten her for spoiling a razor.

Jim took his rifle, went to his father-in-law's house, and

demanded the girl back. A number of natives followed up,

anticipating that he would be killed, for Tabirau was a

chief of note, not averse to the extermination of white men.

As they expected, he refused to give up the girl unless Jim

paid more trade, alleging that one of the muskets paid for

her was no good. Without a moment's hesitation the

trader shot him through the body, killing him instantly,

and then clubbed the girl to death with the butt end of his

rifle.

Instead of being murdered by the natives for this atro-

cious deed, he was looked upon as a hero, and all Tabirau's

land, canoes, and property were made over to him. The

people of Utiroa elected him to be their commercial ruler,

refusing to sell oil or produce to any ship without his

advice or consent. For a while his conduct had quite satis-

fied Hayston, until he learned that Jim had sold a lot of his

oil to a Californian trader, boasting, besides, that Hayston
dared not bring him to task for it.

It was now the Captain's intention to assert his authority,
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and break the trader's power over the natives. For this

purpose he determined to meet him on shore, and let the

natives see which was the better man.

As we approached the beach we saw fully five hundred

natives assembled; all were armed, and many dressed in

their thick armour of fibre, and wearing helmets of the

skin of the porcupine fish. There was great excitement

among them, though many of them seemed glad to see

Hayston, calling out "Tiaka po, Kaptin" (How do you do).

The main body, however, seemed ready to dispute our land

ing.

"Keep close up!" the Captain called out to me, "and

don't let any of them see your arms, but be ready to drop it

into them the first shot that is fired. But, for God's sake,

don't miss. That villain Jim, you see, isn't here, though;

those fellows mean mischief. However, land I must, and

will." He then told the crew to run the boat on the beach,

and standing up in the stern, called out to natives that he

knew, pretending to see nothing unusual in their manner.

At the moment that he stepped on the beach the whole body
of natives formed in solid line in front of him, while hun-

dreds of rifle muzzles were almost thrust in his face. He
looked steadily at them, and commenced to talk with his

hands in his trousers' pocket.

I forgot my instructions, and my crew seemed equally

excited at the Captain's danger, for, without being told, they

ran the whaleboat ashore and we all jumped out. The men
in the other boat were standing up rifle in hand, and they

followed us.

The Captain was speaking calmly to the natives, when he

turned and saw me. "For God's sake, go back to the

boats," he said, in a quiet tone; then raising his hand

threateningly and roaring like a lion, he repeated the order

in the Drummond Island dialect. I understood this hint,

so we ran back, but kept our arms ready. Hayston's order
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to me seemed to have a good effect, for the fierce looks of

the natives relaxed, and soon afterwards he called out that

it was all right, and told me to give him two muskets and

a box of tobacco out of the longboat. This was a present

for two of the principal chiefs, who now shook hands with

him, saying that Jim was in his house, and had told them

that if Captain Hayston put his foot inside he would shoot

him. Our former opponents seemed pretty equally divided

in their opinions. Half of them were eager to see the fight

between Jim and the Captain, and the others were ready to

massacre the whole of us if but a single act of hostility was

committed on either side.

Hayston ordered me then to come with him, and asked

the natives' permission to allow me to bring my Winchester,

as I was frightened of them. The boats were shoved out,

the crew being told to jump ashore if they heard any firing,

and fight their way to Jim's house. As I joined the Cap-
tain on the beach he told me that the natives thought he

meant to kill Jim, and that they had felt him all over to

see if he had concealed any arms, but that they seemed

satisfied when they found none. I was astonished at his

recklessness in not bringing weapons, and as we were

escorted along the road by the natives, I told him that I had

a derringer hidden among some tobacco in a canvas bag

slung round my waist.
"
No, no !

" he said.
"
It will never do to see you give it

to me now. Besides, I don't want any shooting if I can

help it. There are many of these natives who will be glad

to see Jim's power broken, and I want to get my hands on

him before he puts a bullet into me. The rest is easy

enough. If you see him taking a shot at me before I come

up to him, you can use that rifle; but don't kill him if you
can help it, and don't be alarmed about yourself. Take

hold of this old nigger's hand who is walking beside you
and you'll be all right. Just keep laughing and talking."
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After a long walk we got up to the trader's house, and

here the natives made a halt. I was beginning to feel

horribly scared, and wished we were on board the brig

again. Presently we were told that Jim was inside, and

would not come out because he was sick. Walking steadily

forward the Captain advanced to within a few feet of the

house, and called out,
"
Well, this is a nice sort of welcome,

Jim! Come out and show yourself."

The door opened, and I could see that the place was filled

with natives, all of whom carried guns and seemed much
excited.

Then Jim made his appearance and walked slowly up to

the Captain. He was a tall man, dressed in pyjamas, with

two navy revolvers in his belt. With his heavy red mous-

tache and bloodshot eyes, he looked his character well

that of an unscrupulous and remorseless ruffian. Hayston
had seated himself on a fallen cocoa-nut tree with his hands

full of papers.

"How d'ye do, Jim? " he said, extending his hand to the

trader and rising as he spoke. The moment the trader's

hand touched his, he seized him by the throat and shook

him like a dog shaking a rat; then spun him round vio-

lently and threw him against the stern of a canoe, where he

lay half stunned. The natives gave a roar, but the Captain
held up his hands the tide seemed to turn at once in our

favour, and one man went up to the trader, took away his

pistols, and gave them to Hayston. The Captain addressed

the principal chiefs, whom he told that Jim had robbed

him, and that after he had made presents to the people, he

intended to take the rest of the trade away.
We were moving into the house to take possession, when

the trader, who had now recovered himself, got up and ad-

dressed the natives. I did not understand what he said, but

Hayston evidently did. The effect of Jim's harangue was
to render the natives undecided as to what course to adopt.
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One man, who spoke good English and had a rifle with a

sword bayonet attached, said it did not matter if any one

was killed, but they thought their white man did not have

fair play.

"Jim," said the Captain, in his smoothest tones, "you say

you can whip any man in the Pacific in four rounds. Well!

now you have an opportunity to prove your words. If you
are a better man than I am, I will let you keep what trade

you have got, and shake hands afterwards."

Jim stripped to the waist, and called for one of his

women to bring him a pair of " taka " or " cinnet "
sandals,

as he was barefooted.

He was shaking with rage and excitement, while Hayston
showed no concern whatever. From the jump the trader

forced the fighting, but in less time than I describe it, both

of his eyes were nearly closed, and he had a terrific cut on

his cheekbone. Some women then ran in and begged the

Captain to desist. I believe he could have killed his man in

another five minutes. He asked Jim if he was satisfied and

would shake hands. But the trader would not answer, and

then the Captain's face grew dark. Seizing him again by
the throat he nearly strangled him, his eyes protruding hor-

ribly as he worked his arms in the air. When he let him

go he fell like a log.
"
Carry him down to the boats and

make him fast," he said to the interpreter.

We entered his house unmolested, and I took an inventory
of his goods. There was very little trade left, but the

natives said he had a lot of money given him by the skipper

of the Californian vessel. This we found in a large soup
and bouilli tin in his chest. It amounted to nearly seven

hundred dollars, mostly in U.S. half-dollar coins.

The natives begged the Captain not to close the station

up; if Jim was going away, they wished some one in his

place. He said he would consider their wish after he got

on board; but they must first help him to raft off twenty
casks of oil that were lying in Jim's oil-shed-
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We got off to the boats at last. The old man still kept
hold of my left hand. This, the Captain had told me, he

had done to protect me if any fighting took place ;
that if

fighting had resulted I would not have been killed, but

would have been regarded as the old man's prize. The
natives launched their canoes and followed the boats in

swarms when we set sail for the brig. As soon as we got

alongside, Hayston asked the second mate if the native he

had spoken of had shown up.

"No," said Bill; "he's gone away to Samoa, so they say
here."

Hayston seemed pleased at this news, telling me that this

man was a special enemy of his, into whom he meant to put
a bullet if he could drop across him. As he was gone away
he was saved an unpleasant task. Jim was taken forward,

and the carpenter was ordered to put him in irons
;
there-

upon he sulkily explained that he didn't intend to turn

rusty.

"All right, then, Jim," replied the Captain. "I'm glad

we're going to be friends again. But you can go ashore at

Makin and stay there."

He then called for a man among his crew to take Jim's

place on shore. After some hesitation a sturdy Eotumah
native said he didn't mind, if the Captain gave him a wife.

He couldn't speak the language, and if he took a Taputana
woman she might plot to kill him and he be none the wiser.

"
Boys !

"
called out the Captain,

"
is any one of you

willing to give Willie his wife? I'll make it up to him.

Besides, there'll be plenty more going through the Marshall

group."
No one appeared struck with the idea. So the Captain

called Sunday aft, and held brief conversation with him,
after which the boy went into the deckhouse and brought
out his wife and N'jilong. The poor girl shed a few tears

at first and clung to Sunday's neck, but he finally induced
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her to go with Willie. She had come aboard almost naked,

but went away with a well-filled chest and any amount of

finery.

She parted from her sister in an apathetic manner, but

her tears began to flow afresh when Sunday turned coolly

from her and pursued his duties on the deck. Savage

though she might be, she felt the parting from the hardened

young wretch whom she had come to look on as her partner.

However she lost nothing by the change. Her new husband

was a steady, good fellow who treated her kindly. Years

afterwards I met them both on one of the Ellice Islands and

received a warm welcome. Willie had legally married her

in Fiji, and they seemed a most affectionate couple, with

children in whom their chief pride in life was centred.



CHAPTER VI

CAPTAIN BEN PEESE

FOR the next few weeks we cruised about among the

islands of the Kingsmill and Gilbert groups, collectively

known as the Line Islands. The most southerly of them

is Arurai or Hope Island, in the latitude 2.41 S., longitude

177 E. the most northerly, Makin or Butaritu, in latitude

3.20, 45 N.

We did good business generally going through this group,

and steady going trade it was, varied only by the mad
drunken bouts and wild dances which took place when we

were at anchor these last beyond description.

Just then I was badly hurt fishing on shore one day. It

was peculiarly a South Sea accident. I was standing on a

jutting ledge of coral, holding my rod, when it suddenly
broke off, allowing me to fall downwards on sharp edges,

where I was terribly cut about the legs and body. The

green or live coral has the property of making a festering

wound whenever it pierces the true skin, and for weeks,

with my unhealed wounds, I was nearly mad with pain.

The Captain did all he could for me, having a netted ham-

mock slung on deck, where I could see all that was going on.

One day in a fit of pain I fell out and nearly cracked my
skull. All the native girls on board were most kind and

patient in nursing me. So the Captain said the least I

could do was to marry one, if only out of gratitude and to

brush away the flies.

Whatever some people might call these poor girls they
had at least one virtue, which, like charity, covereth a mul-
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titude of sins. Pity for any one in bodily pain they pos-

sessed in the highest degree. Many an hour did they sit

beside me, bathing my aching head with a sponge and salt

water this last the universal and infallible cure.

We called at Peru or Francis Island, where we obtained

nine natives five men and four young women. The

islanders here are rude and insulting to all strangers not

carrying arms, and almost as threatening as those of Tapu-
tana. I was, however, too ill to go on shore here.

After a two months' cruise through this group we bore

away for Strong's Island, distant some five hundred miles.

We had favourable winds, and the brig's speed was some-

thing wonderful. In thirty-eight hours we had covered a

distance of four hundred and ninety miles, when the lofty

hills of this gem of the North Pacific, covered with brightest

verdure, gladdened our eyes after the long, low-lying chains

of islets and atolls of the Marshall and Kingsmill groups.

The brave "
north-east trade " that had borne us so gal-

lantly along died away to a zephyr as we drew near the

land, and saw once more the huge rollers thundering on the

weather point of the island.

Calling first at Chabral harbour we did a little trading,

and then sailed down the coast close to the shore so deep
runs the water till we reached Utwe.

Here we found three American whalers put in for food

and water. Hayston seemed anxious to get away, so, after

exchanging courtesies with the skippers, we ran round to

Coc[uille harbour, where we lay several days trading and

painting ship. We cleared the harbour at daylight, with

the sea as smooth as glass and wind so light that the

Leonora could scarcely stem the strong easterly current.

Still keeping a north-west course, we sailed away over the

summer sea while scarce a ripple broke its glassy surface,
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until we sighted Pingelap or M'Askill's, a hundred and

fifty miles from Strong's Island.

These were discovered by Captain Musgrave, of the

American whaler Sugar Cane, in 1793. They are densely
covered with cocoa-palms, and though wholly of coral

formation, are a good height above sea-level.

The Captain had a trader here named Sam Biggs a

weak-kneed, gin-drinking cockney. How ever such a char-

acter could have found his way to these almost unknown
islands passed my comprehension ! We ran in close to the

village so near that, the wind being light, we nearly
drifted onto the beach, and lowered the starboard quarter

boat to tow out again.

Whilst waiting for the trader I had a good look at the

village, which I was surprised to hear contained 500 inhabi-

tants. As, however, these islands there are three of

them, Takai, Tugula, and Pingelap are wondrous fertile,

they support their populations easily.

Presently the trader came off in a canoe, and, shambling

along the deck, went down below to give in his report. He
said that things were very bad. A few months back the

American missionary brig Morning Star had called and

prevailed on the king to allow two teachers to be landed.

After making presents to the chiefs and principal men,

they had got their promise to accept Christianity and to

send the white man Biggs about his business. They had

also told the natives that Captain Hayston was coming
with the intention of carrying them off in bondage to work

on the plantations in Samoa. Also that Mr. Morland, the

chief missionary, was now in Honolulu, begging for a man-

of-war to come to Pingelap and fight Captain Hayston's

ship with his big guns and sink her.

All South Sea islanders are easily influenced. In a few

hours after the teachers landed the whole village declared

for Christianity, burned their idols, and renounced the devil
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and all his works, i.e. Captain Hayston and the brig

Leonora.

The Captain's face darkened as he listened; then he asked

the trader what he had done in the matter. The man,

blinking his watery eyes, said he had done nothing ;
that he

was afraid the natives would kill him, and asked to be

taken away.

Jumping up from the table, Hayston grasped him by the

collar, and asked me to look at him and say what he should

do with such a white-livered hound, who would let one of

the finest islands in the Pacific be handed over to the sanc-

timonious pack on board the Morning Star, and let the best

trading station he, Hayston, owned be ruined?

I suggested that he should be detained on board till we
met the Morning Star, and then be given to Mr. Morland to

keep.

"By ! just the thing! but just let me tell you, you
drunken hound, that when I picked you up a starving beach-

comber in Ponape, I thought you had at least enough sense

to know that I am not a man to be trifled with. I was the

first man to place a trader on Pingelap. I overcame the

natives' hostility, and made this one of the safest islands

in the group for whaleships to call at. Now I have lost

a thousand dollars by your cowardice. So take this to

remember it by."

Then, holding him by one hand, he shook him like a rag,

finally slinging him up the companion way, and telling the

men to tie him up.

"Lower away the longboat," he roared, "I'll teach the

Pingelap gentry how to dance." I went with him, as I

wanted to get some bananas and young cocoa-nuts. In five

minutes we drew up on the beach.

The head-men of the island now came forward to meet

the Captain, and to express their pleasure at seeing him.

But he was not to be mollified, and sternly bade them follow
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him to the largest house in the town where he would talk to

them.

The boy Sunday, who was a native of Pingelap, came

with us to act as interpreter. Behind the crowd of natives

were the two Hawaiian teachers, dressed in white linen

shirts and drill trousers. They had their wives with them,

dressed in mixed European and native costume.

None of us had arms, nor did we think them necessary.

Hitherto these people had been slavish admirers of Hayston,

and he assured me that he would reassert his former influ-

ence over them in ten minutes. The crowd swarmed into

the council-house and sat down on their mats. The Captain

remained standing.

His grand, imposing form, as he stood in the centre of

the house and held up his hands for silence, seemed to awe

them as would a demi-god, and murmurs of applause broke

from them involuntarily.

"Tell them, Sunday," he said, fixing his piercing blue

eyes on the cowering forms of the two missionary teachers,
" that I have come to talk peace, not to fight. Ask them

who it was years ago, when the hurricane came and de-

stroyed their houses and plantations when their little

ones were crying with hunger that brought them to his

ship and fed them? Have they forgotten who it was that

carried them to Ponape, and there let them live on his land

and fed them on his food till they grew tired of the strange

land, and then brought them back to their homes again?"

Sunday translated, and the silence was unbroken till the

Captain resumed, "Did not the men of Pingelap say then

that no man should be more to them than me that no one

else should place a white man here? And now a strange

ship comes, and the men of Pingelap have turned their

faces from me?"
A scene of wild excitement followed, the greater number

crowding round the Captain, while with outstretched hands

and bent heads they signified respect.
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The two teachers were walking quickly away with their

wives, when the Captain called them back, and in a pleasant

voice invited them to come on board and see if there was

anything there that they would like their wives to have for

a present.

Before returning on board Sunday told the Captain that

the chiefs and people desired to express their sorrow at

receiving the missionaries, and that they would be glad if

he took them away. Since the visit of the Morning Star

an epidemic had broken out resembling measles, which had

already carried off fifty or sixty of them. Already their

superstitious fears led them to regard the sickness as a

punishment for having broken their treaty with Hayston.
So they offered us six young women as a present; also

ten large turtles-, and humbly begged him to allow his

trader to remain.

The Captain made answer that he did not want six young
women there were plenty on board already; but he would

take two, with the ten turtles, and ten thousand cocoa-nuts.

The said presents were then cheerfully handed over; the

two girls and the turtles going off in the Captain's boat,

while the cocoa-nuts were formed into a raft and floated

alongside the ship.

While these weighty matters were being arranged I

walked round to the weather side of the island with Sun-

day, who wanted to show me a pool in which the natives

kept some captive turtle. On our way we came across some

young boys and girls catching fish with a seine. They

brought us some and lit a fire. We stayed about an hour

with them, having great fun bathing in the surf.

Happening to look out to sea, I saw a big ship coming
round the point under easy sail; from her rig and the num-

ber of boats she carried I knew her at once to be a whaler.

We ran ashore and dressed, and as two of the children

offered to show us a short cut through the forest to the vil-
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lage, we ran all the way and got opposite the brig just in

time to see the Captain leaving her side to board the whaler.

I hailed the brig, and they sent me the dingey, in which I

followed Hayston. She proved to be the Josephine, just out

from Honolulu a clean ship, not having taken a fish.

The captain was a queer-looking old fellow dressed like a

fisherman. He received us with civility, yet looked at the

Captain curiously. His crew were all under arms. Each

man had a musket, a lance, or a whaling spade these two

last very formidable weapons in his hand.

Captain Long was candid, and admitted that as soon as

he sighted our brig he had armed his men, for the wind

was so light that he would have no chance of getting away.

Hayston laughingly asked him if he thought the brig was a

pirate.

The whaler replied,
"
Why, certainly. Old Morland and

Captain Melton told me two years ago that you sailed a

brig with a crew of darned cut-throat niggers, and would

take a ship if you wanted her, so I made up my mind to

have a bit of shootin' if you boarded us."

"Well, Captain Long,
7 ' said Hayston, in his easy, pleas-

ant way,
" come over to my little vessel and see the pirate

at home."

The invitation was accepted, and as we pulled over amica-

bly, the skipper cast an admiring glance at the graceful

Leonora as she floated o'er the still, untroubled deep. As

we stepped over the ship's side we were met by Bill Hicks,

the second mate, whose savage countenance was illumined

by a broad smile as he silently pointed to the queer enter-

tainment before us.

" Great ancestral ghosts ! d'ye carry a troupe of ackeri-

bats aboard this hyar brig?
"

quoth the skipper, pointing

to four undraped figures capering about in the mad aban-

donment of a Hawaiian national dance.

The mate explained briefly that he had given the native
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teachers grog, after which nothing would satisfy them but

to show the crew how they used to dance in Lakaina in

the good old days. Their wives were also exhilarated, and

having thrown off their European clothes, were dancing with

more vigour than decorum to the music of an accordion and

a violin. The Hope Island girl, Nellie, was seated in a

boat we carried on deck playing the accordion, and

with her were the rest of the girls laughing and clapping

their hands at the antics of the dancers. The stalwart

Portuguese, Antonio, was perched on the water-tank

with his fiddle, and the rest of the crew who were not

at work getting the cocoa-nuts on board were standing

around encouraging the quartette by shouts and admiring
remarks.

As the whaling skipper gazed with astonishment at the

sight, Hayston said, "Ay, there you see the Honolulu

native teacher in his true colours. His Christianity is like

ours no better, no worse to be put on and off like a

garment. Once give a Sandwich Island missionary a taste

of grog and his true instincts appear in spite of himself.

There is nothing either of those men would not do now for a

dollar
;
and yet in a day or two they will put on their white

shirts, and begin to preach again to these natives who are

better men than themselves."

We went below, and after a glass of wine or two the

skipper was about to leave, after promising to sell us some

bolts of canvas, when the Chinese steward announced that

they were fighting on deck. We ran up and saw Antonio

and boy George struggling with knives in their hands.

The Captain caught Antonio a crack on the head, which

sent him down very decisively, and then pitched George

roughly into the boat with the girls, telling them to stop

their infernal din. The two teachers' wives were then
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placed in old Mary's care below, and told to lie down and

sleep. =*###:* :*::*:*=*
The two Pingelap girls who came on board were very

young, and seemed frightened at their surroundings, wail-

ing and moaning with fear, so Hayston gave them trinkets

and sent them back to the chiefs, getting two immense

turtles in exchange.

The wind now died away. All night the brig lay drift-

ing on the glassy sea. At breakfast-time we were almost

alongside of the whaler, and the two crews were exchang-

ing sailors' courtesies when five or six whales hove in sight.

All was changed in a moment. Four boats were lowered

as if by magic from the whaler, and the crews were pulling

like demons for the huge prizes.

The whales were travelling as quickly as the boats, but

towards the ships, and in another quarter of an hour three

of the boats got fast, the fourth boat also, but had to cut

away again.

Our crew cheered the boats, and as there was no wind for

the vessel to work up to the dead whales which were being
towed up, I took the brig's longboat and six men to help
the boats to get the whales alongside.

A breeze sprung up at noon, so after bidding good-bye to

the whaler, we stood away for Ponape", making W.N.W.
We were ten days out from Pingelap before we sighted

Ponape's cloud-capped peaks. The wind was very light for

the whole way, the brig having barely steerage way on her.

Hayston was anxious to reach the island, for there he ex-

pected to meet his partner, the notorious Captain Ben
Peese.

Here he told me that if things went well with them they
would make a fortune in a few years ;

that he had bought
Peese's schooner and sent him to Hong Kong with a load

of oil to sell, arranging to meet him in Jakoits harbour in
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Ponape* on a day named. They were then to proceed to

Providence Island, which was a dense grove of cocoa-nut

trees. He was sanguine of filling two hundred and fifty

casks now in the brig's hold with oil when we reached

there.

Twenty miles from shore we spoke an American whale-

ship from New London. She was "trying out," and sig-

nalled to send a boat. The Captain, taking me with him,

went on board, when we were met by a pleasant, white-

haired old man, Captain Allan.

His first words were, "Well, Captain Hayston, I have

bad news. Peese has turned against you. He returned to

Ponape* from China a week ago, and cleared out your two

stations of everything of value. He had a big schooner

called the Vittoria, and after gutting the stations, he told

the chiefs at Kiti harbour that you had sent him for the

cattle running there. He took them all away thirty-six

head."

The Captain said nothing. Turning away he looked at

the brig, as if in thought, then asked Allan if he knew

where Peese had gone.

"To Manila; Peese has made friends there, and engaged
with the Governor-General of the Philippines to supply
the garrison with forty head of cattle. I knew the cattle

were yours, and warned the chiefs not to let Peese take

them away. But he threatened them with a visit from a

Spanish man-of-war, and Miller backed him up. He had a

strong party with him to enforce his demands."
" Thank you, Allan !

"
Hayston said very deliberately

and calmly; "I was half afraid something like this would

happen, but I thought the man I took out of the slums of

Shanghai and helped like a brother was the last person to

have robbed me. It has shown me the folly of trusting

any one. You are busy, Allan! so will leave you."

Bidding adieu to the good skipper we stepped into our
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boat. Hayston was silent for ten minutes. Then he put
his hand on my knee, and looking into my face with the

expression I had never seen him wear since he fought the

trader at Drummond Island, said, "Hilary! did you ever

know me to say I would do a thing and not do it?"
" No ! but I have often wished you would not keep your

word so strictly. Some day you will regret it."

"
Perhaps so. But listen to me. This man this Peese

I found in Shanghai years ago, ill and starving. There

was something in his face which roused my interest; I took

him on board my vessel and treated him as a brother. I

was then high in favour with the Chinese authorities. Not
as I am now hunted from port to port forced to take

up this island life and associate with ruffians who would

shoot and rob me if they did not fear me. I went to a

mandarin a man who knew the stuff I was made of, and

what I had done in the Chinese service and asked for

preferment for Peese. It was done. In a week he was

put in command of a transport, and with his commission

in his hand he came aboard my ship and swore he would

never forget who it was that had saved him. He spoke
but the bare truth, for I tell you this man was dying

dying of starvation. Well! it was he who led me after-

wards, by his insidious advice and by collusion with Portu-

guese collie merchants, into risky dealings. At first all

went well. We so used our positions in the Imperial ser-

vice that we made over fifteen thousand dollars in three

months, exclusive of the money used in bribing Chinese

officials. The end came by and by, when I nearly lost my
head in rescuing Peese from a gunboat in which he lay a

prisoner. Anyhow I lost my rank, and the Viceroy issued

a proclamation in the usual flowing language, depriving me
of all honours previously conferred. We escaped, it is

true, but China was closed to me for ever. Since then I

have stood to Peese faithfully. Now, you see the result.
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He is a d d clever fellow, and a good sailor, no doubt

of that. But mind me when I say that I'll find him, if I

beggar myself to do it. And when I find him, he dies !

"

I said nothing. He could not well let such treachery

and ingratitude pass, and Peese would deserve his fate.

However, they never met. Peese, like Hayston, appeared
to have his hand against every man, as every man had his

hand against Peese.

He met his fate after this fashion :

A daring act of piracy seizing a Spanish revenue ves-

sel under the very guns of a fort and working her out to

sea with sweeps, outlawed him. Caught at one of his old

haunts in the Pelew Islands, he was heavily ironed and

put on board the cruiser Hernandez Pizarro, for conveyance
to Manila, to await trial.

One day he begged the officers of the corvette to allow

him on deck as the heat was stifling. He was brought up
and his leg-irons widened so that he could walk. Peese

was always an exceedingly polite man. He thanked the

officers for their courtesy, and begged for a cigar.

This was given him, and he slowly walked the decks,

dragging his clanking chains, but apparently enjoying the

flavour of his cigar. Standing against a gun, he took a

last look at the blue cloudless sky above him, and then

quietly dropped overboard. The weight of his irons, of

course, sank him "deeper than plummet lies" ... So,

and in such manner, was the appropriate and befitting end-

ing of Benjamin Peese, master mariner "
Requiescat in

pace !
"



CHAPTER VII

CRUISING AMONG THE CAROLINES

OUR first port of call at Ponape" was Jakoits harbour. It

was here we were to land some Line Islanders we had

brought from various places in the Gilbert group. Hayston
had brought them to the order of the firm of Johann Guld-

enstern and Sons of Hamburg, whose agents and managers
at Ponape* were Messrs. Capelle and Milne. Their trading

stations were at Jakoits Islands, where resided the manager
of the business. The senior partner of the firm a burly,

bullying Scot had for some time been carrying on a

rather heated correspondence with Hayston, whom he had

accused of kidnapping the firm's traders. He had not

as yet encountered the Captain, but had told various whal-

ing skippers and others that if half a dozen good men
would back him up, he would seize Hayston, and keep
him prisoner till H.M. warships Tuscarora or Jamestown

turned up.

Occasionally Hayston had by letter warned him to be-

ware, as he was not a man to be trifled with. Talk and

threats are easy when the enemy is distant; so Miller, dur-

ing his cruisings in the schooner Matauta, would exhibit to

various traders the particular pistol he intended to use on

Hayston. Representing a powerful firm, he had almost

unlimited influence in Ponape*. Hayston told me that he

believed Peese would never have dared to have looted his

trading stations and taken his cattle if Miller had not sided

with him.
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"Now," said the Captain, as we were slowly sailing into

Jakoits, "I'm in a bit of a fix. I must let Miller come

aboard and treat him civilly for a bit, or he will pretend
he knows nothing of this consignment of natives I have for

him. He lies easily, and may declare that he has received

no instructions from Kleber, the manager at Samoa, to

receive these niggers from me, much less pay for them.

But once I have the cash in hand, or his firm's draft, I

mean to bring him up with a round turn.'
7

We dropped anchor in the lovely harbour, almost under-

neath the precipitous Jakoits Islands, on which were the

trading stations. There were five whalers lying at anchor,

having run in according to custom to get wood, water, and

other necessaries. One of these was a brig, the Barneses

of Honolulu. Dismantled and deserted-looking in a

little secluded cove she had not a soul on board but the

captain, and he was mad. Of him and his vessel later on.

A Yankee beach-comber of a pilot, named Joe Kelman,
met us as we came in; not that his services were required,

but evidently for his own gratification, as he was bursting

with news. As he pulled alongside the Captain told me
that he was a creature of Miller's, and a thundering scoun-

drel on his own account as well. But he would settle it

with him and his principal also in a few days.

With a countenance expressive of the deepest sorrow the

beach-comber, as he sent glass after glass of grog down his

throat, told his doleful tale how Peese had come with

a crew of murdering Spaniards, and played h 1 with the

"Capting's" property; stole every hoof of his cattle, but

four which were now running at Kiti harbour; how Cap-

ting Miller had been real cut up at seeing Peese acting so

piratical, and said that though he and Captain Hayston
was sorter enemies, he thought Peese was " blamed down-

right ongrateful," etc.

"That's all right, Joe," answered the Captain with the
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pleasantest laugh, "that's only a stroke of bad luck for me.

I bear Captain Miller no ill will from the letters he has

written me, and for this part we are both hot-tempered

men, and may have felt ourselves injured by each other's

acts as he tried to save my property, I shall be glad to

meet him and thank him personally."

"Well, that's suthinlike," said the beach-comber, "I'd

be real sorry to see two such fine lookin' men shootin' bul-

lets into each other. Besides, pore Miller's sick. Guess

I'll cut ashore now, Captain. Kin I take any message?"

Hayston said he would give him a few lines, and, sitting

down, wrote a short but polite note to Miller, stating that

he had a number of labourers for him, which he would be

glad to have inspected and landed. He regretted his ill-

ness, but would come ashore as soon as he (Miller) was well

enough to receive him.

The beach-comber took the letter and went ashore. Hay-
ston turned to me with a laugh: "Do you see that? The

gin-drinking scoundrel is playing pilot-fish. He has come

to learn if I suspect anything of the game his master is

playing. Here's a canoe; you'll see I'll get the truth out

of these natives."

The canoe was paddled by a very old man and a boy.

There were also a lot of young girls. The Captain declined

to entertain visitors at present, there being too much work

to do, and cross-examined the old man as to Miller and his

men. He said there were no white men now at Jakoits;

furthermore, that when the Leonora was sighted, Miller

had gone off to the four whaleships and had a long talk

with the captains. He had taken two guns from the Sea-

breeze, and loaded them as soon as he got ashore. The

natives were told there were going to be a big fight; that

Captain Miller had got sixty natives in his house, and the

two guns placed in front of the landing-place. Hayston

gave the old man a present, and suggested that he should
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dispose of his cargo to one of the whaleships. The old

fellow shook his head sadly, saying he had come too

late.

Turning to me, the Captain said, "There's news for you;
Miller must have thought I meant to go for him as soon as

we met, and has his people ready to give me a warm recep-

tion. If I had not these Kanakas on board I'd give him

as much fighting as he cares for, and put a firestick in his

station to finish up with." A few minutes later we saw a

boat put off from Jakoits with a big burly man sitting in

the stern. At the same time one of the whalers' boats came

aboard, in which were the four captains. He greeted them

warmly, and we all trooped below.

One of them, a wizened little man with a wonderful

vocabulary of curses, said, looking at the others: "Well,

gentlemen, before we accept Captain Hayston's hospitality

we ought to tell him that we lent Captain Miller two guns
to sink this brig with."

"
Gentlemen,

" said Hayston, standing at the head of his

table, with his hands resting upon it,
" I know all about

that, but you are none the less welcome. Miller will be

here in a few minutes, and I must beg of you not to let

him know that I have been informed of the warm reception

he had prepared for me. Besides, they tell me he is ill."

"Oh, h 1! 111! That's curious; he was in powerful

good health an hour or two ago," and the skippers looked

at each other and winked. Presently we returned to the

deck, just as the bluff personage of whom we were talking

clambered up the ship's side and came aft.

The whaling captains and I watched the meeting with

intense interest. Miller was evidently ill at ease, but

seeing Hayston walking towards him with outstretched

hand and a smile on his face, he made a great effort at self-

command, and shook hands vigorously.
"
Well, we've met at last. Captain Hayston, and ye see
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I'm no feared to come aboard and speak up till ye like a

man."

"My dear sir," replied Hayston, grasping his hand with

a prolonged shake,
"
I was just telling these gentlemen how

I regretted to hear of your illness, for, although we have

carried on such a paper warfare, I'm convinced that we

only need to meet to become good friends."

Here one of the American captains came up, and, look-

ing the new-comer straight in the face, said,
"
Well, I am

surprised at meeting you here. Eeckon you can sick and

well quicker'n any man I ever come across."

No notice was taken by Miller of this and other sarcastic

remarks while he hurried on his business with Hayston.
Much grog was drunk, and then the Captain passed the

word for all hands to muster on deck the crew to star-

board, the Kanaka passengers on the port side.

The " labour " was then inspected, and passed by their

new proprietor, who, now very jovial and unsteady on his

pins, took them on shore without delay. He returned

shortly and paid for them in cash. Next morning several

traders came on board, and any amount of beach-combers,
for Ponape" is their paradise. Mr. Miller came with an

invitation to visit him on shore. Having business to

attend to I stayed on board, promising to follow later on.

As Hayston was leaving the brig, Miller said, in presence
of the traders,

"Eh, Captain Hayston, but ye're no siccan a terrible

crater as they mak' ye oot. Man, I hae my doots if ye
could pommel me so sevairly as ye've inseenuated."

"Mr. Miller," said the Captain, stopping dead, and tak-

ing him by the shoulder,
"
you are now on board my ship,

and I will say nothing further than that if you have any
doubt on the subject I am perfectly willing, as soon as we
reach your station, to convince you that you are mistaken."

The traders, who had hitherto backed up their colleague,
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applauded loudly, evidently expecting Miller to take up
the challenge. He, however, -preferred to treat it as a joke.

I knew that the Captain was labouring under suppressed

wrath because he was so cool and polite. I knew, by the

ring in his voice, that he meant mischief, and at any
moment looked to see the hot blood surging to his brow,

and his fierce nature assert itself.

About an hour later the mate of one of the whaleships
came on board to have dinner with me, and told me that

Hayston had given Miller a terrible thrashing in his own

house, in the presence of his backers and the American

captains. It seems that Hayston led the conversation up
to Captain Peese's recent visit, and then suddenly asked

Miller if he had not told the natives that Captain Peese

must take the cattle, and that he (Hayston) dared not show

up in Ponape again, or else he would long since have ap-

peared on the scene.

Possibly Miller thought his only chance was to brazen it

out, for, though he had a following of the lowest roughs
and beach-combers, who were at that moment loafing about

his house and grounds, and Hayston was unarmed, he

could see by the coolness of the American captains that he

could not count on their support. At last he said, with a

forced laugh,

"Come, let us have nae mair fule's talk. We can be

good friends pairsonally, if we would fain cut each other's

throats in business. I'll make no secret of it, I did say so,

and thocht I was playing a good joke on ye."

"So that's your idea of a joke, is it," said Hayston,

grimly, "but now I must have mine, and as it takes a

surgical operation to get one into a Scotchman's brain, I'll

begin at once."

He gave Miller a fearful knocking about there and then.

The captains picked him up senseless, with a head consid-

erably altered for the worse. After which Hayston washed
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his hands, and went on board one of the whaleships to

dinner.

He then sent for the chiefs of the various districts, tell-

ing them to meet him at Miller and Lapelle's station on a

certain day and hour. When they were all assembled, he

induced Miller to say that he sincerely regretted having
told them such lies, as he knew the cattle did belong to

Captain Hayston. Finally they shook hands, and swore to

be friends in future
; Hayston, in a tone of solicitude,

informing him that he would send him some arnica, as his

head appeared very bad still. The parting scene must have

been truly ludicrous. Shaking him warmly by the hand,

Hayston said, "Good-bye, old fellow; we've settled our little

difficulty, and will be better friends in future. If I've

lost cattle, I've gained a friend." Begging the favour of a

kiss from the women present he then departed, full of

honours and dignities ;
and in another hour we were sail-

ing round the coast to Metalauia harbour.

Here we bought a quantity of hawkbill turtle shell.

While it was being got on board, the Captain and I spent

two days on shore exploring the mysterious ruins and

ancient fortifications which render the island so deeply

interesting; wonderful in size, Cyclopean in structure.

It is a long-buried secret by whom and for what purpose

they were erected. None remain to tell.
" Their memo-

rial is perished with them."

In one of the smaller islands on which those ruins are

situated, Hayston told me that a Captain Williams, in

1836, had found over 10,000 worth of treasure. He him-

self believed that there were rich deposits in other locali-

ties not far distant.

To this end we explored a series of deathly cold dun-

geons, but found nothing except a heavy disc of a metal

resembling copper several feet under ground.

This was lying with its face to the stone wall of the
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subterranean chamber had lain there probably for cen-

turies.

Its weight was nearly that of fifty pounds. It had three

holes in the centre. We could form no idea as to its proba-

ble use or meaning. I was unwilling to part with it, how-

ever, and taking it on board, put it in my cabin.

While we were at Metalauia, Joe Keogh came on board,

bringing with him three native girls from the Andema

group, a cluster of large coral islands near the mainland,

belonging to the three chiefs of the Kite district. He
had gone forward, when the Captain saw him and called

him aft.

He at once accused Joe of being treacherous, telling him

that the whaling captains had given him a written state-

ment to the effect that he had taken a letter from Miller

to the Mortlock group, where an American cruiser was

surveying, asking the captain if he would take Hayston to

California, as he (Miller) and Keogh would engage to entice

him ashore and capture him if the cruiser was close at hand.

Not being able to deny the charge, Keogh was badly

beaten, and sent away without the girls, who were taken

aft. Like the Ponape* natives, they were very light-

coloured, wearing a quantity of feather head-dress and other

native finery. They agreed to remain on board during the

cruise through the Caroline group, and were then to be

landed at their own islands.

They were then sent to keep the steward company in the

cabin, and put to making hats and mats, in which they
excelled. At Kite* harbour we took on board the bull and

three cows which Peese had not succeeded in catching. On

returning to Jakoits harbour in a fortnight's time, I was

told that I might take up my quarters on shore, while the

cabin was redecorated. I therefore got a canoe and two

natives, with which I amused myself with visiting the

native village and pigeon-shooting.
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One day I fell across a deserted whaling brig. Her crew

had run away, and the ship having contracted debts, was

seized by Miller and Lapelle. The captain alone was left.

He was now ship-keeper, and his troubles had so preyed

on his mind that he had become insane.

I watched him. It was a strange and weird spectacle;

there lay the vessel, silent, solitary "a painted ship upon
a painted ocean."

Her brooding inmate would sometimes pace the deck for

hours with his arms folded; then would throw himself

into a cane lounge, and fixing his eyes upon the sky, mut-

ter and talk to himself.

At other times he would imagine that the ship was sur-

rounded by whales, and rush wildly about the decks, call-

ing on the officers to lower the boats. Not succeeding, he

would in despair peer down the dark, deserted foc'sle, beg-

ging the crew to be men, and get out the boats.

We cruised now for some weeks to and fro among the

lovely islands of the Caroline group, trading in turtle shell,

of which we bought great quantities. What a halcyon time

it was! There was a luxurious sense of dreamy repose,

which seemed unreal from its very completeness.

The gliding barque, the summer sea, the lulling breeze,

the careless, joyous children of nature among whom we

lived, all were fairy-like in combination.

When one thought of the hard and anxious toilers of

civilisation, from whom we had come out, I could fancy

that we had reached the lotus-land of the ancients, and

could well imagine a fixed unwillingness to return to a less

idyllic life. Hayston was apparently in no hurry.

At any particular island that pleased him he would lie at

anchor for days. Then we would explore the wondrous

woods, and have glorious shooting trips on shore.

We met some truly strange and original characters in

these waters white men as well as natives. The former,
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often men of birth and culture, were completely lost to the

world, to their former friends and kinsfolk.

Eeturn? not they ! Why should they go back? Here they

had all things which are wont to satisfy man here below.

A paradise of Eden-like beauty, amid which they wandered

day by day all unheeding of the morrow; food, houses,

honours, wives, friends, kinsfolk, all provided for them in

unstinted abundance, and certain continuity, by the guile-

less denizens of these fairy isles amid this charmed main.

Why why, indeed, should they leave the land of magical

delights for the cold climate and still more glacial moral

atmosphere of their native land, miscalled home?

Then, perhaps, in the former life beyond these crystal

seas where the boom of the surf upon the reef is not

heard, and the whispering palm leaves never talk at mid-

night some imprudence, some mistake at cards may have

occurred, who knows ! These things happen so easily.

The temptation of a moment a lack of resolve at the

fateful crisis and they are so deadly difficult of repara-

tion. Difficult nay impossible.

Where, then, can mortal find such an asylum for weary

body and restless soul as this land of Lethe? Where life is

one long dream of bliss, and where death comes as a linger-

ing friend rather than a swift executioner.

It added materially to my enjoyment of the whole adven-

ture, that wherever we went we were always honoured

personages, favoured guests. Everywhere the people had

the greatest admiration for Hayston's personal qualities

his strength, his fearlessness, his prompt determination in

the face of danger and difficulty. That his word was

invariably law to them was fully evident.

One day, however, as a kind of drawback to all these

satisfactions, I suddenly noticed that the girl Terau, who
had been given to boy George, appeared to be very ill, if

not dying. That young savage had obtained permission
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from the Captain to keep her on board, although she was

most anxious to get ashore at Ponape".

She would often get into one of the boats and sit there all

day sad and silent knitting a head-dress from the fibres

of the banana plant. Not being able to talk to her myself,

I got a native of Ocean Island, whose dialect resembled her

own, to ask her if she was ill.

The girl made no answer. She covered her face with her

hands. I then saw that every movement of her body gave

her pain. At length she murmured something to the Ocean

islander, slowly took from her shoulders the mat which

covered them, and looking at me, said, "Teorti fra mati

Terau" (George has nearly killed Terau). I was horrified

to see that the poor girl's back was cut and swelled dread-

fully. Her side, also, she said, was very bad, and it hurt

her to breathe.

We lifted her carefully out of the boat, and carried her

between us to the skylight, where we placed her in a com-

fortable position.

I found the Captain lying down, and asked him to come

on deck, where, lifting the mat from the girl's bruised

shoulders, I showed him the terrible state she was in.

" Do you mean to allow such brutality to be practised on

a poor girl? Why, I believe she is dying!
"

He said nothing, except
" Come below." Sitting down at

the table, he said, "I will not punish that boy. But I

would be glad if you will see him, and induce him to treat

the girl kindly."

I called George, who was in the deck-house playing cards,

and asked him what he would take for Terau.

The lad thought for a moment, and asked me if the Cap-

tain had told me to come to him about her?

I said, "Yes! he had." But that I wanted him either to

give or sell me the girl, adding that he had better be quick

about it, as Terau seemed sinking fast.
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" Oh ! if that is so, you give me what you like for her.

Don't want no dead girls 'bout me."

I called up three of the crew as witnesses, whereupon

George sold me the victim of his brutality for ten dollars

and a German concertina.

"Now, George," I said, "I am going to put Terau ashore,

and if you touch her again, or even speak to her, I'll knock

your infernal soul out of your black body."
He grinned, and replied that he was only too glad to get

rid of her
;
and returning into the deck-house, began at once

to play on the concertina.

A few days after this transaction we touched at Ngatik
or Los Valientes Island, and I was pleased to find here a

trader whose wife was a native of Pleasant Island.

I asked them if they would like to have Terau to live

with them, and the wife at once expressed her willingness

as well as joy at seeing one of her own countrywomen.

Eeturning on board, I inquired of Terau if she would not

like to go ashore and live with these people, who would

treat her kindly. During my ownership she had regained

her strength in great degree, Nellie having agreed to attend

on her, and the Chinese steward saw that she had nourishing

food.

She preferred to go ashore, being still afraid of George's

ill-treatment; I did not tell her of the trader's wife being
a countrywoman, trusting it would prove a joyful surprise.

I was not mistaken. The two women rushed into each

other's arms, and wept in their impulsive fashion. I felt

certain that here poor Terau would receive kind treatment.

Before returning on board the trader told me that Terau

had related her story to them, and that the Ngatik women,
who were in the house, told her to make the white man who

had been so kind to her "the present of poverty." This

ceremonial consisted in her cutting off her hair close to the

head, and, together with an empty cocoa-nut shell and a
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small fish, offering it to me. The trader said this was to

express her gratitude the empty shell and small fish

signifying poverty, while the gift of hair denoted that she

was a bondswoman to me for life.

I felt sorry that the poor child should have cut off her

beautiful hair, which was tied round the centre with a band

of pandanus leaf, and put in my hand; but I felt a glow of

pleasure at being able to place her with people who would

be good to her; and thanking her for the gift, to which she

added a thick plate of turtle shell, I said farewell, and

returned to the brig.

The Captain called me below, and shook my hand.

"Fm glad," he said, "that poor girl has left the ship;

but I must repay you the money you gave George for her."

This I refused to take. I felt well repaid by the unmis-

takable gratitude Terau had evinced towards me from the

moment the Ocean islander and I had carried her pain-

racked form below.



CHAPTER VIII

POISONED ARROWS

THE weather had changed, and been cloudy and dull for

several days. We were all rather in the doldrums too.

We had been bearing eastward on the line. Suddenly Hay-
ston said, "Suppose we put in at Santa Cruz. We want

the water casks filled. I'm not very fond of the island, for

all its name. Sacred names and bloodshed often go together

with Spaniards. However, I know the harbour well, and

the yams are first-rate." So at daylight we bore up, at

eight bells we entered the heads with both anchors bent

to the chains, and at noon were beating up the harbour.

By two o'clock we cast anchor in thirty fathoms. Out

came the canoes, and we soon began trading with the

natives.

We kept pretty strict watch, however. The men, to my
fancy, had a sullen expression, and the women, though not

bad-looking, seemed as if it cost them an effort to look

pleasant.

Our girls wouldn't have anything to say to them. Hope
Island Nellie, in particular, said she'd like to shoot half of

them; that they'd killed a cousin of hers, who was only
scratched with a poisoned arrow, and that it was one of the

Captain's mad tricks to go there at all.

However, Hayston, as usual, was spurred on by opposi-

tion to have his own way, and to do even more than he

originally intended. He told me afterwards that he only
wanted to get some yams in the harbour, and that the water
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would have held out longer until we got to a known safe

island.

So on Sunday we sent two boats on shore, and got the

casks filled with water immediately. Our provisions were

taken out and examined. Trading with the natives went

on merrily.

On Monday the weather was fine. We got a couple of

rafts out with water, and laid in yams enough to last for

the rest of our cruise. Hayston laughed, and said there

was nothing like showing natives that you were not afraid

of them. "
Eh, Nellie? What you think now? "

"Think Captain big fool," said Nellie, who was in a bad

temper that morning. "Ha! you see boat crew; by God!

man wounded I see them carry him along."

Sure enough, we could see the two boats' crews coming
down to the beach. They were carrying one man, while

two supported another, who seemed hardly able to walk.

"Get out the boats!" roared Hayston. "I'll teach the

scoundrels to touch a crew of mine."

All was now bustle and commotion. Every man on the

ship that could be spared, and Hope Island Nellie to boot,

who had begged to be allowed to go with the attacking

party, and whose ruffled temper was restored to equanimity

by the chance of having a shot at her foes, and avenging
her cousin's death. We left a boat's crew watch, and made

for the shore, Nellie sitting in the bow of the Captain's

boat with' a Winchester rifle across her knees, and her eyes

sparkling with a light I had never seen in a woman's face

before. It was the light of battle come down through the

veins of chiefs and warriors of her people for centuries

uncounted.

We left a couple of men in each boat, telling them to

keep on and off until we returned; the wounded men were

carefully laid on mats in one of their own boats
;
and forth

we went a light-hearted storming party, and attacked the
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town of the treacherous devils. Hayston was in a frightful

rage, cursing himself one moment for relaxing his usual

caution, and devoting the Santa Cruz natives in the next

to all the fiends of hell for their infernal causeless treachery.

He raged up again and again to the cluster of huts, thickly

built together with palisades here and there, which made ex-

cellent cover for shooting from, backed up by the green wall

of the primeval forest. I could not but admire him as he

stood there grand, colossal, fearless, as though he bore a

charmed life, while the deadly quivering arrows flew thick,

and more than one man was hit severely. Only that our fire

was quick and deadly with the terrible Winchester repeat-

ers, and that the savages bold at first were mowed down
so quickly that they had to retreat to a distance which ren-

dered their arrows powerless, we should have had a muster

roll with gaps in it of some seriousness. Hayston was a

splendid rifle shot, and for quick loading and firing had few

equals. Every native that showed himself within range
went down ere he could fit an arrow to his bowstring.

And there was Hope Island Nellie by his side, firing nearly
as fast, and laughing like a child at play whenever one of

her shots told.

Then the arrows grew fewer. Just before they ceased I

had fired at a tall native who had been conspicuous through
the fight. He fell on his face. Nellie gave a shout, and

loaded her own rifle on the chance of another shot, straining

her bright and eager eyes to see if another lurking form

was near enough for danger. Well for me was it that she

did so ! Staggering to his feet, a wounded native fitted an

arrow to his bow, and sent it straight for my breast before I

could raise my gun to my shoulder. Nellie made a snap
shot at him, and, either from exhaustion or the effect of her

bullet, he fell prone and motionless.

I felt a scratch on my arm bare to the shoulder as if

a forest twig had raised the skin. "Look!" said Nellie,
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and her face changed. As she spoke, she passed her finger

over the place, and showed it bloodstained. " The crawling
brute's arrow hit you there. Let me suck the poison. If

you don't " as I made a gesture of dissent "
you die,

twel' days."
" Don't be a fool !

" said Hayston.
" You're a dead man

if you don't. As it is, you must run your chance. Some
of these fellows will lose the number of their mess, I'm

sorry to say."

So the girl, who had been but the moment before thirst-

ing for blood, and firing into the mob of half-frightened,

yet ferocious savages, pressed her soft lips on my arm, like

a young mother soothing a babe, and with all womanly
tenderness bound up the injured place, which had now

begun to smart, and, to my excited imagination, commenced

to throb from wrist to shoulder.
"
Strange child, isn't she? "

laughed Hayston.
" If she'd

only been born white, and been to boarding-school down

east, what a sensation she'd have created in a ball-room! "

"Better as she is, perhaps," said I. "She has lived her

life with few limitations, and enjoyed most of it."

The excited crew rushed in and finished every wounded

man in a position to show fight. Nellie did not join in

this, but stood leaning on her rifle la belle sauvage, if ever

there was one brave, beautiful, with a new expression
like that of a roused lioness on her parted lips and blazing

eyes.

As for Hayston, he was a fatalist by constitution and

theory. "A man must die when his time comes," he had

often said to me. " Until the hour of fate he cannot die.

Why, then, should he waste his emotions by giving way to

the meanest of all attributes personal fear?"

He had none, at any rate. He would have walked up to

the block without haste or reluctance, had beheading been

the fashionable mode of execution in his day, chaffed his
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executioner, and with a bow and a smile for the hand-

somest woman among the spectators, quitted with easy

grace a world which had afforded him a fair share of its

rarest possessions.

By his order the town was fired and quickly reduced to

ashes, thus destroying a number of articles mats, uten-

sils, wearing apparel, weapons, etc. which, requiring, as

they do, considerable skill and expenditure of time, are

regarded as valuable effects by all savages.

The attack had been early in the day. We cut down as

many cocoa-nut trees as we could, and finally departed for

the ship, towing out with us a small fleet of canoes, to be

broken up when we got to the brig. The sick men were

sent below, and such remedies as we knew of were applied.

They were all but one silent and downhearted. They
knew by experience the sure and deadly effect of the

poison manufactured among the Line Islands. Subtle and

penetrating! But little hope of recovery remains.

About four o'clock next morning we began to heave at

the windlass, and got under weigh at eight. The wind was

light and variable, and our progress slow. As we got

abreast of the hostile village we gave them a broadside.

But the sullen devils of Santa Cruz were not cowed yet.

A second fleet of canoes swarmed around the ship. They
made signals of submission and a desire to trade, but when

they got near enough sent a cloud of arrows at the ship,

many of which stuck quivering in the masts, though luckily

no one was hit. Their yells and screams of wrath were like

the tumult of a hive of demons. We were luckily well

prepared, and we let them have the carronades over and

over again, sinking a dozen of their canoes, and doing good
execution among the crews when their black heads popped

up like corks as they swam for the nearest canoes. While

this took place we unbent the starboard chain, stowed it

and the anchor, and clearing the heads, bade adieu to the

inhospitable isle.
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On the next day all hands were engaged in cleaning our

armoury, which it certainly appeared necessary to keep in

good order. Hope Island Nellie polished her Winchester

rifle till it shone again, besides showing an acquaintance
with the machinery of the lock and repeating gear was

nothing new to her.

" You ought to make a notch in the stock for every man

you kill, Nellie," said Hayston, as we were lying on the

deck in the afternoon, while the Leonora was gliding on

her course like the fair ocean bird that she was.

Nellie frowned. "No like that talk," she answered.
"
Might have to put Another notch yet for Nellie who

knows?"

"Who knows, indeed, Nellie?" answered the Captain.

"None of us can foresee our fate," he added with a tinge

of sadness, which so often mingled with his apparently
most careless moments. "We don't even know who's going
to die from those arrow scratches yet."

Here the girl looked over at me. "How you feel,

Hil'ree?" she said, as her voice softened and lost its

jesting tone.

"Feel good," I said, "think getting better."

"You no know," she answered gravely. "You wait."

And she began to count. She went over the fingers of her

small, delicately-formed left hand, wonderful in shape
are the hands and feet of some of these Island girls, and

after counting from little finger to thumb twice, touched

the two first fingers, and looked up. "How many?" she

asked.

"Twelve," I said; I had followed the counts with care,

you may be sure.

"TweF day, you see," she said; "perhaps you all right

perhaps
" and here she gave a faint but accurate limi-

tation of the dreadful shudder which precedes the unspeak-
able agonies of tetanus.
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"Nellie 's right," said Hayston; "keep up your spirits,

for you won't know till then whether you're to go to sleep

in your hammock in blue water or not."

This was a cheerful prospect, but I had come through

many perils, and missed the grim veteran by so many close

shaves, that I had grown to be something of a fatalist like

Hayston.
"Well! if I go under it won't be your fault, Nellie! So,

Captain, remember I make over to her all the stuff in my
trade chest. Send any letters and papers to the address

you know in Sydney, and a bank draft for what you will

find in the dollar bag. Nellie will have some good dresses

anyhow."
" Dress be hanged !

"
quoth Nellie, who was emphatic in

her language sometimes. "You go home to mother yet;"
and she arose and left hurriedly. Poor Nellie !

In that day when we and others who have sinned, after

fullest knowledge of good and evil
" know the right and yet

the wrong pursue," shall be arraigned for deeds done in the

flesh, will the same doom be meted out to this frank, un-

taught child of Nature and her sisters? I trow not. I

must say that for a day or two before the fated twelfth

which Nellie so stoutly insisted upon, I felt slightly anx-

ious. What an end to all one's hopes, longings, and glori-

ous imaginings, to be racked with tortures indescribable

before dying like a poisoned hound, all because of the

instinctive, senseless act of a stupid savage !

To die young, too, with the world but opening before

me! Life with its thousand possibilities just unrolled!

One's friends, too, the weeping mother and sisters, whose

grief would never wholly abate this side of time
;
the old

man's fixed expression of sorrow. These thoughts passed

through my brain, with others arising from and mingled
with them, as I left my hammock early on the twelfth day.
I dressed quickly, and going on deck, that daily miracle

occurred "the glorious sun uprist."
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The dawnlight now began to infuse the pearly rim, which,

imperceptibly separating from the azure grey horizon,

deepened as it touched the edge of the vast ocean plain.

Faintly glimmering, how magically it transformed from a

dim, neutral-tinted waste to an opaline clarity of hue a

fuller crimson. Then the wondrous golden globe heaved

itself over the edge of our water-world all silently, and the

day, the 19th of October, began its course.

Should I live to see its close?

How strange if all this time the subtle poison should

have lurked in one's veins until the exact moment, when,
like a modern engine of devilry an infernal machine with

a clock and apparatus set to strike and detonate at a

given and calculated hour, the death-stroke should sound !

We had breakfasted, and were lying on the deck chatting

and reading, as the Leonora glided over the heaving bosom

of the main the sun shining the seabirds sailing

athwart our course with outstretched, moveless wings
the sparkling waters reflecting a thousand prismatic colours,

as the brig swiftly sped along her course all nature gaily

bright, joyous, and unheeding. Suddenly one of the

wounded men, Henry Stephens by name, raised himself

from his mat with a cry so wild and unearthly that half

the crew and people started to their feet.

" My God !

" he exclaimed, as he sank down again upon
his mat, "I'm a dead man those infernal arrows."

" Poor Harry !

" said Nellie, who by this time was bend-

ing over him,
" don't give in by and by better you get

down to bunk. Carry him down, you boys !

"

Two of the crew lifted the poor fellow, who even as they
raised him had another fearful paroxysm, drawing his

frame together almost double, so that the men could scarcely

retain their hold.
"
Carry him gently, boys !

" said Hayston ;

"
go to the stew-

ard for some brandy and laudanum, that will ease the pain."
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" And is there no cure no means of stopping this awful

agony?"
"Not when tetanus once sets in," said Hayston; "it's

not the first case I've seen."

The other man was quite a young fellow, and famed

among us for his entire want of fear upon each and every
occasion. He laughed and joked the whole time of the fight

with the Santa Cruz islanders, said that every bullet had

its billet, and that his time had not come. " He believed,
"

he said,
" also that half the talk about death by poisoned

arrows was fancy. Men got nervous, and frightened them-

selves to death." He was not one of that sort anyhow. He
had laughed and joked with both of us, and even now, when

poor Harry Stephens was carried below, and we could hear

his cries as the increasing torture of the paroxysms over-

came his courage and self-control, he joked still.

The day was a sad one. Still the brig glided on through
the azure waveless deep still the tropic birds hung
motionless above us still the breeze whispered through
our swelling sails, until the soft, brief twilight of the

tropic eve stole upon us, and the stars trembled one by one

in the dusky azure, so soon to be " thick inlaid with patines

of bright gold."

"Keckon I've euchred the bloodthirsty niggers this

time," said Dick, with a careless laugh, lighting his pipe

as he spoke.
" This is 'Twelfth night.

' That's the end of

the time the cussed poison takes to ripen, isn't it, Nellie?"

he laughed.
"
It regular puts me in mind of old Christmas

days in England, and us schoolboys counting the days after

the New Year! What a jolly time it was! Won't I be

glad to see the snow, and the bare hedges, and the holly

berries, and the village church again? Dashed if I don't

stay there next time I get a chance, and cut this darned

slaving, privateering life. I'll oh ! my God ah a h !

"

His voice, in spite of all his efforts, rose from a startled
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cry to a long piercing shriek, such as it curdled our blood

to hear.

Hayston came up from the cabin, followed by Nellie and

the other girls. All crowded round him in silence. They
knew well at the first cry he was a doomed man.

"
Carry him down, lads !

" he said, as he laid his hand

on his forehead and passed it quietly over his clustering

hair "
poor Dick ! poor fellow !

" At this moment another

frightful spasm shook the seaman's frame, and scarcely

could the men who had lifted him from the deck on which

he had been lying control his tortured limbs. As they
reached the lower deck another terrible cry reached our

ears, while the continuous groaning of the poor fellow first

attacked made a ghastly and awful accompaniment to the

screams of the latest victim.

As for me, I walked forward and sat as near as I could

get to the Leonora's bows, where I lit my pipe and awaited

the moment in which only too probably my own summons

would come in a like pang of excruciating agony. The

gleaming phosphorescent wavelets of that calm sea fell in

broken fire from the vessel's side, while the hissing, splash-

ing sound deadened the recurring shrieks of the doomed

sufferers, and soothed my excited nerves.

Now that death was so near, in such a truly awful shape,

I began seriously to reflect upon the imprudence, nay, more,

the inexcusable folly of continuing a life exposed to such

terrible hazards.

If my life was spared I would resolve, like poor Dick,

to stay at home in future. The resolution might avail me
as little as it had done in his case.

As I sat hour after hour gazing into the endless shadow

and gleam of the great deep, a strange feeling of peace and

resignation seemed to pass suddenly over my troubled

spirit. I felt almost tempted to plunge beneath the calm

bosom of the main, and so end for aye the doubt, the fear,
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the rapture, and despair of this mysterious human life.

All suddenly the moon rose, sending before her a brilliant

pathway, adown which, in my excited imagination, angels

might glide, bearing messages of pardon or reprieve. A
distinct sensation of hope arose in my mind. A dark form

glided to my side, and seated itself on the rail.

"You hear eight bell?" she said. "Listen now, you all

right no more poison he go away." She held my hand

the pulse was steady and regular. In spite of my efforts

at calmness and self-control, I was sensible of a strange

exaltation of spirit. The heaven above, the sea below,

seemed animate with messengers of pardon and peace.

Even poor Nellie, the untaught child of a lonely isle,

"placed far amid the melancholy main," seemed trans-

formed into a celestial visitant, and her large, dark eyes

glowed in the light of the mystic moon rays.

"You well, man Hil'ree!" she said in the foc'sle ver-

nacular. "No more go mate. Nellie so much glad," and

here her soft low tones were so instinct with deepest human

feeling that I took her in my arms and folded her in a warm
embrace.

"How's poor Dick?" I asked, as we walked aft to where

Hayston and the rest of the cabin party were seated.
" Poor Dick dead !

" she said
;

"
just die before me come

up."

The people we had brought for the big firm, mostly Line

Island natives, were quiet and easily controlled. Hayston
now and then executed orders of this sort, though he would

have scorned the idea of turning the Leonora into a labour

vessel. He was naturally too humane to permit any ill-

treatment of the recruits, and having his crew under full

control, always made matters as pleasant for these dark-

skinned "
passengers

"
as possible.

But there were voyages of very different kind, voyages
when the recruiting agents were thoroughly unscrupulous,
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caring only for the numbers by fair means or foul to

be made up. Sometimes dark deeds were done. Blood

was shed like water; partly from the fierce, intractable

nature of the islanders sometimes in pure self-defence.

But "strange things happen at sea." One labour cruise of

which Hayston told me he heard it from an English
trader who saw the affair was much of that complexion.
We had plenty of time for telling stories in the long calm

days which sometimes ran into weeks. And this was one

of them.

One day a white painted schooner, with gaff-headed

mainsail, and flying the German flag, anchored off Kaba-

kada, a populous village on the north coast of New Britain.

She was on a labour cruise for the German plantations in

Samoa.

Not being able to secure her full complement of "
boys

"

in the New Hebrides and Solomon groups, she had come

northward to fill up with recruits from the naked savages

of the northern coast of New Britain.

In those days the German flag had not been formally

hoisted over New Britain and New Ireland, and apart from

the German trading station at Matupi in Blanche Bay,
which faces the scarred and blackened sides of a smoulder-

ing volcano springing abruptly from the deep waters of the

bay, the trading stations were few and far between.

At Kabakada, where the vessel had anchored, there were

two traders. One was a noisy, vociferous German, who
had once kept a liquor saloon in Honolulu, but, moved by
tales of easily accumulated wealth in New Britain, he had

sold his business, and settled at his present location among
a horde of the most treacherous natives in the South Seas.

His rude good nature had been his safety; for although,

through ignorance of the native character, he was continu-

ally placing his life in danger, he was quick to make

amends, and being of a generous disposition and a man of
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means, enjoyed a prestige among the natives possessed by
no other white man.

His colleague or rather his opponent, for they traded

for opposition firms was a small, dark Frenchman, an

ex-bugler of the Chasseurs d'Afrique, who had spent some

years of enforced retirement at New Caledonia. His ad-

vent to New Britain had been made in the most private

manner, and his reminiscences of the voyage from the con-

vict colony with his four companions were not of a cheerful

nature.

Ten miles away, at the head of a narrow bay that split

the forest-clad mountains like a Norwegian fiord, lived

another trader, an English seaman. He had been on the

island about two years, and was well-nigh sickened of it.

Frequently recurring attacks of the deadly malarial fever

had weakened and depressed him, and he longed to return

to the open, breezy islands of eastern Polynesia, where he

had no need to start from his sleep at night, and, rifle in

hand, peer out into the darkness at the slightest noise.

The labour schooner anchored about a mile from the

German trader's house, and about two hours afterwards the

boat of the Englishman was seen pulling round Cape Luen,
and making for Charlie's station. This was because all

three traders, being on friendly terms, it would have been

considered "
playing it low down " for any one of them to

have boarded the schooner alone.

The day was swelteringly hot, and the sea between the

gloomy outlines of Mau Island and the long, curving, palm-
shaded beaches of New Britain shore was throwing off great

clouds of hot, steamy mist. As the Englishman's boat was

about half-way between the steep-wooded point of Cape
Luen and Kabakada, she altered her course and ran into

the beach, where, surrounded by a cluster of native huts,
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was the station of Pierre. This was to save the little

Frenchman the trouble of launching his clumsy boat.

Pierre, dressed in white pyjamas, with a heavy Lefaucheux

revolver in his belt and a Snider rifle in his hand, came

out of his house. Addressing his two wives in emphatic

language, and warning them to fire off guns if anything

happened during his absence on board the schooner, he

swaggered down the beach and into the boat.

"How are you, Pierre? " said the Englishman, languidly.
" I knew you and Hans Muller would expect me to board

the schooner with you, or else I wouldn't have come. Curse

the place, the people, the climate, and everything !

"

The little Frenchman grinned, "Yes, it ees ver' hot; but

nevare mind. Ven ve get to de 7ouse of de German we
shall drink some gin and feel bettare. Last veek he buy
four case of gin from a valeship, and now le bon Dieu send

this schooner, from vich we shall get more."
" What a drunken little beast you are !

" said the English-

man, sourly.
" But after all, I suppose you enjoy life more

than I do. I'd drink gin like water if I thought it would

kill me quick enough."
"My friend, it is but the fevare that now talks in you.

See me ! I am happy. I drink, I smoke, I laugh. I have

two wife to make my cafe and look aftare my house. Some

day I walk in the bush, then, whouff, a spear go through

me, and my two wife will weep ven they see me cut up for

rosUfj and perhaps eat a piece themselves."

The Englishman laughed. The picture Pierre drew was

likely to be a true one in one respect. Not a mile from

the spot where the boat was at that moment were the

graves of a trading captain, his mate, and two seamen, who
had been slaughtered by the natives under circumstances of

the most abominable treachery. And right before them,
on the white beach of Mau Island, a whaler's boat's crew

had been speared while filling their water casks, the natives
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who surrounded them appearing to be animated by the

greatest friendliness.

Such incidents were common enough in those days among
the islands to the westward of New Guinea, and the people

of New Britain were no worse than those of other islands.

They were simply treacherous, cowardly savages, and though

occasionally indulging in cannibalistic feasts upon the

bodies of people of their own race, they never killed white

men for that purpose. Many a white man has been speared

or shot there, but their bodies were spared that atrocity

so in that respect Pierre did his young wives an injustice.

They would, if occasion needed it, readily poison him, or

steal his cartridges and leave him to be slaughtered without

the chance of making resistance, but they wouldn't eat him.

"It's the Samoa," said the German, as he shook hands

with us. "And the skipper is a d d Dutchman, but a

good sort
"
(having once sailed in a Yankee timber ship,

trading between Sydney and the Pacific slope, Hans was

now an American),
" and as soon as it gets a bit cool, we'll

go off. I know the recruiter, he's a chap with one arm."

"What?" said the Englishman, "you don't mean Cap-
tain Kyte, do you?"

"That's the man. He's a terror. Guldensterns pay
him $200 a month regular to recruit for them, and he gets

a bonus of $10 each for every nigger as well. We must

try and get him a few here to fill up."
" You can,

" said the Englishman,
" but I won't. I'm not

going to tout for an infernal Dutch black-birder."

As soon as a breeze set in the three traders sailed off.

The schooner was a fine lump of a vessel of about 190 tons

register, and her decks were crowded with male and
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female recruits from the Solomon group. There were

about fifty in all thirty-five or forty men and about a

dozen women.

The captain of the schooner and his "
recruiter,

"
Captain

Kyte, received the traders with great cordiality. In a few

minutes the table was covered with bottles of beer, kum-

mel, and other liquor, and Hans was asserting with great

vehemence his ability to procure another thirty "boys."

Kyte, a thin man, with deep-set grey eyes, and a skin

tanned by twenty years' wanderings in the South Seas,

listened quietly to the trader's vapourings, and then said,
" All right, Hans ! I think, though, we can leave it till to-

morrow, and if you can manage to get me twenty 'boys,'

I'll give you five dollars a head for them, cash."

The traders remained on board for an hour or two, and

in the meanwhile the captain of the schooner sent a boat

ashore to fill water casks from the creek near the trader's

house. Six natives got in four of whom were seamen

from the schooner and two Solomon Island recruits
;
these

two recruits led to all the subsequent trouble.

Kyte was a wonderfully entertaining man, and although

his one arm was against him (he had lost the other one by
the bursting of a shell), he contrived to shoot very straight,

and could hold his own anywhere.
He was full of cynical humour, and the Englishman,

though suffering from latent fever, could not but be amused

at the disrespectful manner in which the American spoke

of his employers. The German firm which in a small way
was the H.E.I.C. of the Pacific; indeed, their actions in

many respects, when conducting trading arrangements with

the island chiefs, were very similar to those of the Great

East India Company they always had an armed force to

back them up.
" I should think you have natives enough on board as it

is, Captain Kyte," the Englishman was saying, "without

taking any more."
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"Well, so I have in one way. But these d d greedy
Dutchmen (looking the captain and mate of the schooner

full in the face) like to see me come into Apia harbour with

about 180 or 200 on board. The schooner is only fit to

carry about ninety. Of course the more 1 have the more

dollars I get. But it's mighty risky work, I can tell you.

I've got nearly sixty Solomon boys on board now, and I

could have filled down there, but came up along here in-

stead. You see, when we've got two or three different

mobs on board from islands widely apart they can't con-

coct any general scheme of treachery, and I can always

play one crowd off against the other. Now, these Solomon

Island niggers know me well, and they wouldn't try any

cutting off business away up here it's too far from home.

But I wouldn't trust them when we are beating back through
the Solomons on our way to Samoa that's the time I've

got a pull on them, by having New Britain niggers on

board."

"You don't let your crew carry arms on board, I see,"

said the Englishman.
"
No, I don't. There's no necessity for it, I reckon. If

we were anywhere about the Solomon Islands, and had a

lot of recruits on board, I take d d good care that every

man is armed then. But here, in New Britain, we could

safely give every rifle in the ship to the 'recruits
' them-

selves, and seeing armed men about them always irritates

them. As a matter of fact, these 'boys' now on board

would fight like h 1 for us if the New Britain niggers

tried to take the ship. Some men, however," and his eyes

rested on Pierre, Hans, and the captain,
"
like to carry a

small-arms factory slung around 'em. Have another drink,

gentlemen? Hallo, what the h 1 is that?" and he was

off up on deck, the other four white men after him.

The watering party had come back, but the two Solomon

islanders (the recruits) lay in the bottom of the boat, both
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dead, and with broken spears sticking all over their bodies.

The rest of the crew were wounded one badly.

In two minutes Captain Kyte had the story. They were

just filling the last cask when they were rushed, and the

two Solomon islanders speared and clubbed to death. The

rage of the attackers seemed specially directed against the

two recruits, and the crew who were natives of Likaiana

(Stewart's Island) said that after the first volley of

spears no attempt was made to prevent their escape.

The face of Captain Kyte had undergone a curious

change. It had turned to a dull leaden white, and his

dark grey eyes had a spark of fire in them as he turned to

the captain of the schooner.

"What business had you, you blundering, dunder-headed,

Dutch swab, to let two of my recruits go ashore in that

boat? Haven't you got enough sense to know that it was

certain death for them. Two of my best men, too. Bou-

gainville boys. By ! you'd better jump overboard.

You're no more fit for a labour schooner than I am to teach

dancing in a ladies' school."

The captain made no answer. He was clearly in fault.

As it was, no one of the boat's crew were killed, but that

was merely because their European clothing showed them

to be seamen. The matter was more serious for Kyte than

any one else on board. The countrymen of the murdered

boys looked upon him as the man chiefly responsible. He
knew only one way of placating them by paying some

of the dead boys' relations a heavy indemnity, and immedi-

ately began a consultation with five Solomon islanders who

came from the same island.

In the mean time the three traders returned to the shore,

and Hans, with his usual thick-headedness, immediately
"
put his foot in it,

"
by demanding a heavy compensation
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from the chief of the village for the killing of the two

men.

The chief argued, very reasonably from his point of view,

that the matter didn't concern him.

"I don't care what you think," wrathfully answered the

little trader,
" I want fifty coils, of fifty fathoms each, of

dewarra. If I don't get it
" here he touched his revolver.

Now, dewarra is the native money of New Britain; it is

formed of very small white shells of the cowrie species,

perforated with two small holes at each end, and threaded

upon thin strips of cane or the stalk of the cocoa-nut leaf.

A coil of dewarras would be worth in European money, or

its trade equivalent, about fifty dollars.

The chief wasn't long in giving his answer. His lips,

stained a hideous red by the betel nut juice, opened in a

derisive smile and revealed his blackened teeth.

"He will fight," he answered.

"You've done it now, Hans," said the Englishman, "you

might as well pack up and clear out in the schooner. You
have no more sense than a hog. By the time I get back to

my station I'll find 1 it burnt and all my trade gone. How-

ever, I don't care much
;
but I hope to see you get wiped

out first. You deserve it."

All that night the native village was in a state of turmoil,

and when daylight came it was deserted by the inhabitants,

who had retreated to their bush-houses
;
the French trader,

who had walked along the beach to his station, returned at

daylight and reported that not a native was in his town,

even his two wives had gone. Nothing, however, of his

trade had been touched.
" That's a good sign for you," said the Englishman.

"
If

I were you, Pierre, I would go quietly back, and start mend-

ing your fence or painting your boat as if nothing had

happened. They won't meddle with you."



106 A MODERN BUCCANEER

But this was strongly objected to by his fellow-trader,

and just then a strange sound reached them, the wild cries

and howls of chorus, in a tongue unknown to the three men.

It came from the sea, and going to the door they saw the

schooner's two whaleboats, packed as full of natives as they

could carry, close in to the shore. Instead of oars they

were propelled by canoe paddles, and at each stroke the

native rowers fairly made the boats leap and surge like

steam launches in a sea-way. But the most noticeable

thing to the eyes of the traders was the glitter of rifle

barrels that appeared between the double row of paddlers.

In another five minutes the leading boat was close enough

for the traders to see that the paddlers who lined the gun-

wales from stem to stern had their faces daubed with red

and blue, and their fighting ornaments on. In the body of

the boats, crouching on their hams, with elbows on knees,

and upright rifles, were the others, packed as tightly as

sardines.

"Mein Gott!" gasped Muller, "they have killed all

hands on the schooner and are coming for us. Look at the

rifles.'
7 He dashed into his trade-room and brought out

about half a dozen Sniders, and an Epsom salts box full of

cartridges.
" Come on, boys, load up as quick as you can."

" You thundering ass," said the Englishman,
" look again;

can't you see Kyte 's in one boat steering?"

In another minute, with a roar from the excited savages,

the first boat surged up on the beach, and a huge, light-

skinned savage seized Kyte in his arms as if he were a child

and placed him on the land. Then every man leaped out and

stood, rifle in hand, waiting for the other boat. Again the

same fierce cry as the second boat touched the shore; then

silence, as they watched with dilated eyes and gleaming

teeth the movements of the white man.

For one moment he stood facing them with outstretched

hand uplifted in warning to check their eager rush. Then

he turned to the traders -
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" The devils have broken loose. Have you fellows any
of your own natives that you don't want to get hurt? If

so, get them inside the house, and look mighty smart

about it."

"There's not a native on the beach," said the German,

"every mother's son of them has cleared into the bush,

except this man's boat's crew," pointing to the English

trader; "they're in the house all right. But look out,

Captain Kyte, those fellows in the bush mean fight. There's

two thousand people in this village, and many of them have

rifles Sniders and plenty cartridges. I know, because

it was I who sold them."

Kyte smiled grimly. There was a steely glitter of sup-

pressed excitement in his keen grey eyes. Then he again

held up his hand to his followers
" Blood for blood, my children. But heed well my words

kill not the women and children; now, GO! "

Like bloodhounds slipped from the leash, the brown

bodies and gleaming rifle barrels went by the white men
in one wild rush, and passed away out of sight into the

comparatively open forest that touched the edge of the

trader's clearing.

" There they go," said Kyte quietly, as he sat down on the

edge of the trader's verandah and lit a cigar, "and they'll

give those smart niggers of yours a dressing down that will

keep them quiet for the next five years (he was right, they

did). Well, I had to let them have their own way. They
told me that if I didn't let them have revenge for the two

men that I would be unlucky before I got to Samoa, a

polite way of saying that they would seize the schooner and

cut our throats on the way up. So to save unpleasantness,

I gave each man a Snider and twenty-five cartridges, and

told them to shoot as many pigs and fowls as they liked.
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You should have heard the beggars laugh. By the way, I

hope they do shoot some, we want pork badly."

"Hallo, they've got to Tubarigan's, the chief's bush-

house, and fired it !

" said Muller.

A column of black smoke arose from the side of the

mountain, and in another second or two loud yells and cries

of defiance mingled with the thundering reports of the

Sniders and the crackling of the flames.

The little Frenchman and Muller played nervously with

their rifles for a moment or two; then meeting the answer-

ing look in each other's eyes, they dashed into the trees and

up the jungle-clad mountain side in the direction of the

smoke and fighting.

The native houses in New Britain are built of cane, neatly

lashed together with coir cinnet, and the roofs thatched with

broad-leaved grass or sugar-cane leaves. They burn well,

and as the cane swells to the heat each joint bursts with a

crack like a pistol shot.

"Look now," said Kyte to his companion, pointing along
the tops of the hills. Clouds of black smoke and sheets of

flame were everywhere visible, and amidst the continuous

roar of the flames, the crackling of the burning cane-work

of the native houses, and the incessant reports of the

Sniders, came savage shouts and yells from the raiders, and

answering cries of defiance from the New Britain men, who
retreated slowly to the grassy hills of the interior, whence

they watched the total destruction of some four or five of

their villages. These bush-houses are constructed with

great care and skill by the natives, and are generally only
a short distance from the main village on the beach; every
bush-house stands surrounded by a growth of carefully-

tended crotons of extraordinary beauty and great variety of

colour, and in the immediate vicinity is the owner's planta-

tion of yams, taro, sugar-cane, bananas, and betel nuts.
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In the course of an hour or two the Solomon islanders

ceased firing, and then the two white men, looking out on

the beach, saw a number of the beaten villagers fleeing

down to the shore, about half a mile away, and endeavour-

ing to launch canoes.
"
By !

" exclaimed Kyte,
"
my fellows have out-

flanked them, and are driving them down to the beach. I

might get some after all for the schooner. Will you lend

me your boat's crew to head them off? They are going to

try and get to Mau Island."

"No," said the Englishman, "I won't. If Pierre and the

German are such idiots as to go shooting niggers in another

man's quarrel, that's no reason why I should take a hand

in it."

Kyte nodded good-humouredly, and seemed to abandon

the idea; but he went into the house after a while, and

came out again with a long Snider in his hand.

In a few minutes the Solomon islanders began to return

in parties of two or three, then came the two white men,
excited and panting with the lust of killing.

Kyte held a whispered consultation with one of his
"
boys,

" a huge fellow, whose body was reeking with per-

spiration and blood from the scratches received in the

thorny depths of the jungle, and then pointed to the

beach where four or five white-painted canoes had been

launched, and were making for an opening in the reef. To

reach this opening they would have to pass in front of the

trader's house, for which they now headed.

Kyte waited a moment or two till the leading canoe was

within four or five hundred yards, then he raised his rifle,

and placing it across the stump of his left arm, fired. The

ball plumped directly amidships, and two of the paddlers

fell. The rest threw away their paddles and spears, and

swam to the other canoes.

"Now we've got them," said Kyte, and taking about
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twenty of his boys, he manned his two boats and pulled

out, intercepting the canoes before they could get through
the reef into the open.

Then commenced an exciting chase. The refugees swam
and dived about in the shallow water like frightened fish,

but their pursuers were better men at that game than they,

and of superior physique. In twenty minutes they were all

captured, except one, who sprang over the edge of the reef

into deep water and was shot swimming.

There were about five-and-twenty prisoners, and when

they were brought back in the boats and taken on board the

schooner it was found that the chief was among them. It

may have occurred to him in the plantation life of the after

time that he had better have stayed quiet. The English-

man, disgusted with the whole affair, went off with the

other white men, leaving his boat's crew for safety in the

trader's house, for had the Solomon islanders seen them

they would have made quick work of them, or else Kyte, to

save their lives, would have offered to take them as recruits.

The two other traders decided to leave in the schooner.

They had made the locality too warm for themselves, and

urged the Englishman to follow their example.

"No," he said, "I've been a good while here now, and

I've never shot a nigger yet for the fun of the thing. I'll

take my chance with them for a bit longer. The chances

are you fellows will get your throats cut before I do."

However, the schooner arrived safely at Samoa with her

live cargo, but Kyte reported to his owners that it would

not be advisable to recruit in New Britain for a year or two.



CHAPTEE IX

HALCYON DAYS

WE were now bound for Arrecifos Island, Hayston's
central station, but had first to call at Pingelap and Strong's

Island, where we were to land our cattle and ship a few

tuns of oil.

Nine days after leaving Ponape, as the sun broke through
the tropic haze, the lookout reported smoke in sight. The

Captain and I at once went aloft, and with our glasses made
out a steamer a long distance off.

Hayston said he thought it was the Resacca, an American

cruiser. Possibly she might overhaul us and take us into

Ponape". Unless the breeze freshened we could not get

away from her.

We were heading N.IsT.E. close hauled, and the steamer

appeared to be making for Ponape. She was sure to see us

within an hour unless she changed her course.

The Leonora was kept away a couple of points, but the

wind was light, and we were only travelling about four

knots.

At breakfast time we could see the man-of-war's spars

from the deck, and the breeze was dying away. The Captain

and I went on the foreyard and watched her.

She had not as yet changed her course, but apparently

did not seem anxious to overtake us.

At length Hayston said with a laugh, as he took a long

look at her,
" All right, keep full, and by (to the man at the

wheel) ,
brace up the yards again, she doesn't want to
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stop us. It's that old Spanish gunboat from Manila, a
' side wheeler/ I was told she was coming down to Ponap6
from Guam to look after some escaped Tagalau prisoners.

She'd never catch us if she wanted to with anything like a

breeze."

That night the Captain seemed greatly relieved. He told

me that it would prove a bad business for him if an Ameri-

can cruiser took him
;
and although he did not anticipate

meeting with one in these parts, he gave me full instruc-

tions how to act in the event of his seizure. He placed in

my charge two bags of gold coin of two thousand dollars

each, and a draft for a thousand dollars on Goddefroys' in

Samoa.

After which he declared that the ship was getting dull

lately, and ordered the steward's boy to beat the gong and

call out the girls for a dance.

For the next hour or two wild merriment prevailed. An-

tonio, the Portuguese, with his violin, and the Captain with

his flute, furnished the music, while half a dozen of the

girls were soon dancing with some of the picturesque ruf-

fians of the foc'sle.

For days and days we had scarcely shifted tack or sheet,

so gentle and steady was the wind that filled our sails
;
but

the easterly equatorial counter current that prevails in these

calm seas was sweeping us steadily on towards Strong's

Island at the rate of two or three knots an hour.

On some days we would lower a floating target and prac-

tise with the long gun carried amidships, on others the Cap-

tain and I would pass away an hour or two shooting at

bottles with our rifles or revolvers.

Hayston was a splendid shot, and loud were the exclama-

tions from the crew when he made an especially clever

shot
;
at other times he would sit on the skylight, and with

the girls around him, sewing or card-playing, tell me anec-

dotes of his career when in the service of the Chinese Gov-

ernment.
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There were on board two children, a boy and girl Toby
and Kitty natives of Arurai or Hope Island. They were

the Captain's particular pets, in right of which he allowed

them full liberty to tease any one on the ship.

He was strongly attached to these children, and often

told me that he intended to provide for them.

Their father, who was one of his boat's crew, had fallen

at his side when the natives of the island had boarded the

vessel. On his next cruise he called at Arurai and took

them on board, the head chief freely giving his permission
to adopt them. I mention this boy and girl more partic-

ularly, because the American missionaries had often stated

in the Honolulu journals "that Hayston had kidnapped
them after having killed their father."

His story was that on his first visit to the Pelew Islands

with Captain Peese, the vessel they owned, a small brigan-

tine, was attacked by the natives in the most daring manner,

although the boarding nettings were up and every prepara-

tion made to repel them.

He had with him ten seamen mostly Japanese. Cap-

tain Peese was acting as first mate. An intelligent writer

has described these Pelew islanders, the countrymen of the

young Prince Lee Boo, whose death in England caused

genuine sorrow, as "delicate in their sentiments, friendly

in their disposition, and, in short, a people that do honour

to the human race."

The Captain's description of the undaunted manner in

which fifty of these noble islanders climbed up the side of

the brigantine, and slashed away at the nettings with their

heavy swords, was truly graphic. Stripped to the waist

they fought gallantly and unflinchingly, though twelve of

their number had been killed by the fire of musketry from

the brigantine. One of them had seized Captain Peese by
his beard, and, dragging him to the side, stabbed him in the

neck, and threw him into the prahu alongside, where his
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head would have soon left his body, when Hayston and a

Japanese sailor dashed over after him, and killed the two

natives that were holding him down, while another was

about to decapitate him. At this stage three of the brig-

antine's crew lay dead and nearly all were wounded, Hay-
ston having a fearful slash on the thigh.

There were seventeen islanders killed and many badly
wounded before they gave up the attempt to cut off the

vessel.

The father of Kitty and Toby was the steward. He had

been fighting all through like a demon, having for his weapon
a carpenter's squaring axe. He had cut one islander down

with a fearful blow on the shoulder, which severed the arm,

the limb falling on the deck, when he was attacked by three

others. One of these was shot by a Japanese sailor, and

another knocked down by the Captain, when the poor

steward was thrust through from behind and died in a few

minutes.

The Captain spoke highly of the courage and intelligence

of the Pelew islanders, and said that the cause of the attack

upon the vessel was that, being under the Portuguese

flag the brigantine was owned by merchants in Macao

the natives had sought to avenge the bombardment of one

of their principal towns by two Portuguese gunboats a year

previously.

Hayston afterwards established friendly relations with

these very people who had attacked him, and six months

afterwards slept ashore at their village alone and unarmed.

From that day his perfect safety was assured. He suc-

ceeded in gaining the friendship of the principal chiefs by

selling them a hundred breech-loading rifles and ten thou-

sand cartridges, giving them two years' time to pay for them.

He also gave nearly a thousand dollars' worth of powder and

cartridges to the relatives of the men killed in attempting

to cut off the brigantine.
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Such was one of the many romantic incidents in Hay-
ston's career in the wild islands still further to the north-

west. That he was a man of lion-like courage and marvellous

resolution under the most desperate circumstances was

known to all who ever sailed with him. Had not his reck-

lessness and uncontrollable passions hurried him on to the

commission of deeds that darkened for ever his good name,
his splendid qualities would have earned him fame and for-

tune in any of those national enterprises which have in all

ages transformed the adventurer into the hero.

One day, while we sat talking together, gazing upon the

unruffled deep, he had been explaining the theory of the

ocean currents, as well as the electrical phenomena of the

Caroline group, where thunder may be heard perhaps six

times a year, and lightning seen not once, I unthinkingly

asked him why he did not commit his observations to paper,

as I felt sure that the large amount of facts relating to the

meteorology of the Pacific, of which he was possessed, would

be most valuable, and as such secure fitting recognition by
the scientific world.

He smiled bitterly, then answered,
"
Hilary, my boy, it is

too late. I am an outlaw in fact, if not in name. The

world's doors are closed, and society has turned its back on

me. Out of ten professed friends nine are false, and would

betray me to-morrow. When I think of what I once was,

what I might have been, and to what I have now fallen, I

am weary of existence. So I take the world as it comes,

with neither hope nor fear for the morrow, knowing that if

I do not make blue shark's meat, I am doomed to leave my
bones on some coral islet."

And thus the days wore on. We still drifted under cloud-

less skies, over the unfretted surface of the blue Pacific,

the brig's sails ever and anon swelling out in answer to the

faint, mysterious breeze-whispers, to fall languidly back

against her spars and cordage.
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Passing the Nuknor or Monteverde Islands, discovered

by Don Juan Monteverde in 1806, in the Spanish frigate

La Pala, we sailed onward with the gentle N.E. trades to

Overluk, and then to Losap. Like the people of Nuknor,
the Losap islanders were a splendid race and most hospita-

ble. Then we made the Mortlock group, once so dreaded

by whaleships. These fierce and warlike islanders made

most determined efforts to cut off the whaleships Dolly

Primrose and Heavenly City. To us, however, they were

most amiable in demeanour, and loud cries of welcome

greeted the Captain from the crowd of canoes which

swarmed around the brig.

Then commenced one of the reckless orgies with which

the brig's crew were familiar. Glad to escape the scene, I

left the brig and wandered about in the silent depths of

the island forest.

The Captain here, as elsewhere, was evidently regarded

as a visitor of immense importance, for as I passed through

the thickly populated villages the people were cooking vast

quantities of pigs, poultry, and pigeons.

The women and girls were decorating their persons with

wreaths of flowers, and the warriors making preparations

for a big dance to take place at night. I had brought my
gun with me, and shot some of the magnificent pigeons

which throng the island woods, which I presented to the

native girls, a merry group of whom followed me with

offerings of cocoa-nuts, and a native dish made of baked

bananas, flavoured with the juice of the sugar-cane.

I could not have eaten a fiftieth part of what was

offered, but as declining would have been regarded as a

rudeness, I begged them to take it to the chiefs house

for me.

On my return a singular and characteristic scene pre-

sented itself. I could not help smiling as I thought what

a shock it would have given many of my steady-going
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friends and relatives in Sydney, most of whom, if untrav-

elled, resemble nothing so much as the inhabitants of Eng-
lish country towns, and are equally apt to be displeased

at any departure from the British standard of manners

and morals.

The Captain was seated on a mat in the great council-

house of the tribe, talking business with a white-headed

warrior, whom he introduced as the king of the Mortlock

group. The women had decorated the Captain's neck and

broad breast with wreaths two girls were seated a little

farther off, binding into his hat the tail-feathers of the

tropic bird. He seemed in a merry mood, and whispering

something to the old man, pointed to me.

In a moment a dozen young girls bounded up, and with

laughing eyes and lips, commenced to circle around me in

a measure, the native name of which means "a dance for

a husband."

They formed a pretty enough picture, with their waving
arms and flowing flower-crowned hair. I plead guilty to

applauding vociferously, and rewarding them with a quan-

tity of the small red beads which the Mortlock girls sew

into their head-dresses.

Thus, with but slight variations, our life flowed, if monot-

onously, pleasantly, even luxuriously on as we sailed to

and fro amid these charmed isles, from Namoluk to Truk,

thence to the wondrously beautiful Royalist Islands, inhab-

ited by a wild vigorous race. They also made much of us

and gave dances and games in honour of our visit.

And still we sailed and sailed. Days passed, and weeks.

Still glided we over the summer sea still gazed we at

a cloudless sky still felt we the languorous, sighing

breath of the soft South Pacific winds.

Day by day the same flock of predatory frigate birds

skimmed and swept o'er the glittering ocean plain, while

high overhead the wandering tropic birds hung motionless,
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with their scarlet tail-feathers floating like lance pennons
in relief against the bright blue heavens.

Now, the Captain had all a true seaman's dislike to see-

ing a sea-bird shot. One day, off Ocean Island, Jansen,

the mate, came out of the cabin with a long, smooth bore,

which he proceeded to load with buck shot, glancing the

while at two graceful tropic birds, which, with snow-white

wings outspread, were poised in air directly over the deck,

apparently looking down with wondering eye at the scene

below.

"What are you going to shoot, Jansen?" inquired the

Captain, in a mild voice.

The mate pointed to the birds, and remarked that his

girl wanted the feathers for a head-dress. He was bring-

ing the gun to his shoulder, when a quick
" Put down that

musket/
7

nearly caused him to drop it.

" Jansen !

" said the Captain,
"
please to remember this,

never let me see you or any other man shoot a sea-bird

from the deck of this ship. Your girl can live without the

feathers, I presume, and what is more to the point, I forbid

you to do it."

The mate growled something in an undertone, and was

turning away to his cabin, when Hayston sprang upon him

like a panther, and seizing him by the throat, held him

before him.
" By ! Jansen/' he said,

" don't tempt me too far.

I told you as civilly as possible not to shoot the birds

yet you turn away and mutter mutinously before my men.

Listen to me ! though you are no seaman, and a thorough
1

soldier/ I treat you well for peace' sake. But once give

me a sidelook, and as sure as God made me, I'll trice you

up to the mainmast, and let a nigger flog you."
He released his hold of the mate's throat after this warn-

ing. The cowed bully staggered off towards his cabin.

After which the Captain's mood changed with customary
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suddenness
;
he came aft, and began a game with Kitty and

her brother apparently having forgotten the very exist-

ence of Jansen.=***#**:*:*#
The calm, bright weather still prevailed the light air

hardly filling our sails the current doing all the work.

When one afternoon, taking a look from aloft, I descried

the loom of Kusaie or Strong's Island, on the farthest

horizon.

"Land ho!" The watch below, just turning out, take

up the cry as it goes from mouth to mouth on deck. Some
of them gaze longingly, making calculations as to the

amount of liberty they are likely to get, as well as the

work that lies before them.

Early next morning we had drifted twenty miles nearer,

whereupon the Captain decided to run round to the weather

side of the island first, and interview the king, before going
to Utwe or South harbour, where we proposed to do the

most of our trading.

Suddenly, after breakfast, a serious disturbance arose

between the Chinese carpenter and Bill Hicks, the fierce

Fijian half-caste, who was second mate. The carpenter's

provisional spouse was a handsome young woman from the

Gilbert group, who rejoiced in the name of Ni-a-bon (Shades
of Night). Of her, the carpenter, a tall, powerfully-built

Chinaman, who had sailed for years with Hayston in the

China Seas, was intensely jealous. So cunning, however,
was she in evading suspicion, that though every one on

board was aware of the state of affairs, her lawful protector

suspected nothing.

However, on this particular morning, Nellie, the Hope
Island girl, being reproved by the second mate for throw-

ing pine apple and banana peel into the ship's dingey, flew

into a violent rage, and told the carpenter that the second

mate was stealing Ni-a-bon and, moreover, had persuaded
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her to put something into his, the carpenter's, food, to make

him "
go mate/' i.e. sicken and die.

Seizing an axe, the Chinaman sallied on deck, and com-

menced to exact satisfaction by aiming a blow at Ni-a-bon,

who was playing cards with the other girls. The girl

Mila averted the blow, and the whole pack fled shrieking

to the Captain, who at once called upon Bill for explanation.

He did not deny the impeachment, and offered to fight

the carpenter for Ni-a-bon. The Captain decided this to be

eminently right and proper ;
but thought the carpenter was

hardly a match for the mate with fists. Bill promptly sug-

gested knives. This seemed to choke off the carpenter, as,

amid howls from the women, he stepped back into his

cabin, only to reappear in the doorway with a rifle, and to

send a bullet at the mate's head, which missed him.

"At him, Billy," cried the Captain, "give him a good

licking but don't hurt his arms; there's a lot of work to

be done to the bulwarks when we get the anchor down

again."

The second mate at once seized the carpenter, and drag-

ging him out of his cabin, in a few minutes had so knocked

his features about that he was hardly recognisable.

Ni-a-bon was then called up before the Captain and ques-

tioned as to her preference, when, with many smiles and

twisting about of her hands, she confessed to an ardent

attachment to the herculean Bill.

The Captain told Bill that he would have to pay the

carpenter for damages, which he assessed at ten dollars, the

amount being given, not for personal injury, but for the loss

sustained by his annexation of the fascinating M-a-bon.

At sunset we once more were off Chabral harbour, where

we ran in and anchored within fifty yards of the king's

house.



CHAPTER X

MURDER AND SHIPWRECK

WE found the island in a state of excitement. Two

whaleships had arrived, bringing half a dozen white men,
and who had a retinue of nearly a hundred natives from

Ocean and Pleasant Islands. The white men had to leave

Pleasant Island on account of a general engagement which

had taken place ;
had fled to the ships for safety, taking

with them their native wives, families, and adherents.

The other men were from Ocean Island, a famine having
set in from drought in that lovely isle. They had also

taken passage with their native following, to seek a more

temporarily favoured spot. The fertility of Kusaie (Strong's

Island) had decided them to remain.

Strange characters, in truth, were these same traders,

now all quartered at Chabral harbour! They were not

without means, and so far had conducted themselves de-

cently. But their retinue of savage warriors had struck

terror into the hearts of the milder natives of Kusaie.

Let me draw from the life one of the patriarchs of the

movement, on the occasion of his embarkation.

Ocean Island, lat. 50' south, long. 168 east.

A fantastic, lonely, forbidding-looking spot. Circular in

form, with rounded summit, and a cruel upheaved coral

coast, split up into ravines running deep into the land.

Here and there, on ledges overlooking the sea, are perched

tiny villages, inhabited by as fierce and intractable a race
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of Malayo-Polynesians as ever lacerated each other's bodies

with, sharks'-tooth daggers, after the mad drunkenness pro-

duced by sour toddy.

* * * # # =* # * *

Mister Robert Ridley, aged seventy, sitting on a case in

his house, on the south-west point of Paanopa, as its people

call Ocean Island, with a bottle of "square face" before

him, from which he refreshes himself, without the inter-

vention of a glass, is one of the few successful deserters

from the convict army of New South Wales. At the pres-

ent moment he is an ill-used man. For seven years he has

been the boss white man of Paanopa, ever since he left

the neighbouring Naura or Pleasant Island, after seeing

his comrades fall in the ranks one by one, slain by bullet

or the scarce less deadly drink demon. Now, solitary and

saturnine, he has to bow to Fate and quit his equatorial

cave of Adullam, because a mysterious Providence has

afflicted his island with a drought.

From out the open door he sees the Josephine, of New Bed-

ford, Captain Jos Long, awaiting the four whaleboats now
on the little beach below his house, which are engaged in

conveying on board his household goods and chattels, his

wives and his children, with their children, and a dusky
retinue of blood-relations and retainers

;
for the drought

had made food scarce. Blood had been shed over the

ownership of certain cocoa-nut trees
;
and old Bob Ridley

has decided to bid farewell to his island, and to make for

Ponape in the Carolines. So the old man sits alone and

awaits a call from the last boat. Perhaps he feels unusual

emotion stirring him, as the faint murmur of voices ascends

from the beach. He would be alone for awhile to conjure

up strange memories of the past, or because the gin bottle

is but half emptied.
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"The Josephine, of New Bedford!" he mutters, as a

grim smile passes over his bronzed, sin-wrinkled counte-

nance
;

"
why, t'other one was from New Bedford too. This

one's larger a six-boat ship and carries a big after-

guard. Still the job could be done agin. But what's

the good now ! If Joe, the Portuguese, was here with me
I'd say it could be done." Another gulp at the "

square

face." " Damn it ! I'm an old fool. There's too many
of these here cussed blubber-hunting Yankees about now.

Say we took the ship, we'd never get away with her.

Please God, I'll go to Ponape and live like a d d gentle-

man. There's some of the old crowd there now, and I

a'n't so old yet."

And here, maybe, the old renegade falls a thinking

afresh of " the other one " from New Bedford, that made

this very island on the evening of the 3rd of December

1852.

Out nearly two years, and working up from the Line

Islands towards Honolulu, the skipper had tried to make

Pleasant Island, to get a boat-load of pigs for his crew, but

light winds and strong currents had drifted him away, till,

at dawn, he saw the rounded summits of Ocean Island pen-

cilled faintly against the horizon, and stood away for it.

"We can get a few boat-loads of pigs and 'punkins
'

there,

anyhow," he said to the mate.

The mate had been there before, and didn't like going

again. That was in 1850. Sixteen white men lived there

then, ten of whom were runaway convicts from Sydney
or Norfolk Island. He told his captain that they were

part of a gang of twenty-seven who had at various times

been landed from whalers at Pleasant Island in 1845.

They had separated some going away in the Sallie

whaler, and others finding their way to Ocean Island.

Now, the /Sallie was never heard of again, the mate remarked.

The captain of the Inga looked grave, but he had set his
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heart upon the pigs and "
punkins." So at dusk the brig

hove to, close to the south-west point, and as no boats

came off the skipper went ashore.

There were nearly a thousand people on Ocean Island

then, and he felt a trifle queer as the boat was rushed

by the wild, long-haired crowd, and carried bodily on

shore.

Through the gathering darkness he saw the forms of

white men trying to push their way through the yellow

crowd of excited natives. Presently a voice called out,
" Don't be scared, mister ! Let the niggers have their way
and carry up the boat.

7 '

He let them, have their way, and after being glared at by
the red light of cocoa-nut torches borne by the women, he

was conducted to one of three houses occupied by the six

gentlemen who had arranged to leave the continent of

Australia without beat of drum.

Bob Ridley's house was the scene of rude and reckless

revelry that night. A jar of the Ingots rum had been sent

for, and seated around on the boxes that lined the side

of the room the six convicts drank the raw spirit like milk,

and plied the captain for news of the outer world two years

old. Surrounding the house was a throng of eager, curious

natives, no longer noisy, but strangely silent as their roll-

ing, gleaming eyes gloated over the stone jar on the table.

Presently a native, called " Jack "
by his white fellow res-

idents, comes to the door and makes a quick sign to Bob

and a man named Brady, who rose and followed him into

a shed used as a cook-house. Jack's story is soon told.

He had been to the brig. She had thirty-two hands, but

three men were sick. A strict watch was kept by the

mate, not more than ten natives were allowed on board at

once. In the port bow boats and the starboard quarter
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boats hanging on the davits there were two sailors armed

with muskets.

Another of the white men now slunk into the cook-house

where the three talked earnestly. Then Brady went back

and told the captain that the brig was getting into the set

of the outer currents, and would be out of sight of land by

daylight unless he made sail and worked in close again.

Upon which the captain shook hands all around, and was

escorted to his boat, promising to be back at daylight and

get his load of "
punkins."

Brady and two others went with the captain for com-

pany, and on the way out one of his new friends a tall,

ghastly creature, eternally twisting his long fingers and

squirting tobacco juice from his evil-seeming mouth told

the captain that he " orter let his men take a run ashore to

get some cocoa-nuts and have a skylark." When they got

aboard the captain told the mate to take the sentries out of

the boats, to make sail, and run in close out of the currents,

as it was all right. The captain and the guests went below

to open another jar, while the mate and cooper roused up the

hands who were lying about yarning and smoking, and told

them to make sail. In the house ashore Bob Kidley with

his two companions and Jack were planning how the job

was to be done.

Two boats came ashore at daylight, and in addition to

the crews there were ten or a dozen liberty men who had

leave till noon to have a run about the island. The cap-

tain still bent on his "punkins," took a boat-steerer and

two other hands to put the coveted vegetables into bags
and carry them down to the boats. The pumpkins, Kidley

said, grew on his own land quite close; the men could pick

them off the vines, and the natives carry them down. So

they set off up the hill until the pumpkin patch was

reached. Here old Bob suddenly felt ill, and thought he

would go back to take a swig at the rum jar and return, but
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if the captain wanted a good view from the top of the

island Jack would show him round. So leaving the men
to bag the pumpkins, the skipper and Jack climbed the

path winding through the cocoa-nuts to the top of the hill.

The sun was hot already, and the captain thirsty. Jack,

out of his hospitable heart, suggested a drink. There were

plenty of cocoa-nuts around growing on short, stumpy

trees, a couple of which he twisted off, and without husk-

ing one with his teeth, as is often done, cut a hole in the

green husk and presented it to the skipper to drink from.

The nut was a heavy one; taking it in both hands the

doomed sailor raised it to his lips and threw back his head.

That was his last sight of the summer sky that has smiled

down on so many a deed of blood and rapine. For Jack

at that moment lifted his right arm and drove the knife to

the hilt through his heart.

As Jack hurried back to be in good time for the "
grand

coup
" the cutting off of the brig he saw that the boat-

steerer and his two hands had finished gathering the pump-
kins. Two bags were filled and tied, while beside them

were the three bodies of the gatherers, each decently cov-

ered with a spreading cocoa-nut branch. The ten "
liberty

men " had been induced by a bevy of laughing island nymphs
to accompany them along the ledge of the steep coast cliff

to a place where, as Jack had told them, they would find

plenty of nuts a species of almond peculiar to Ocean and

Pleasant Islands. Half-an-hour's walk took them out of

sight and hearing of the Inga, and then the "
liberty men

"

saw that the girls had somehow dropped behind, and were

running with trembling feet into the maze of the under-

growth. The startled men found themselves in an amphi-
theatre of jagged rough coral boulders, covered over with

a dense verdure of creepers, when suddenly Brady and fifty
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other devils swept down upon them without a cry. It was

soon over. Then the blood-stained mob hurried back to the

little beach.

The mate of the Inga was a raw-boned Yankee from

Martha's Vineyard. Fearless, and yet watchful, he had

struck the tall renegade as "a chap as was agoin' to give

them trouble if they didn't stiffen him fust in the cabin."

It was then noon, and as eight bells struck the crew began

to get dinner. The mate, before he went below, took a look

at the shore and fancied he saw the boat shoving off with

the captain.
"
Yes," chimed in Wilkins, one of the guests, "that's him;

he's got a boat-load, and all the canoes comin' off 's a lot of

our own niggers bringin' off cocoa-nuts."

" Then let's get dinner right away," answered the mate,

who knew the captain would make sail as soon as ever he

found his "
punkins

" safe aboard.

Had he known that the captain was lying staring up at

the sun on the hilltop among the dwarf palms, he might
even then have made a fight of it, short of half the crew

as he was.

It was not to be.

They went below he and his guests, the third mate and

the carpenter ;
the cooper was left in charge of the ship.

The boats and canoes came alongside at once, pulling
hard. Suddenly the cooper heard a cry from a man in the

waist of the ship that chilled his blood, while over the bul-

warks swarmed the copper-skinned crowd, knife and club in

hand. As he rushed to the companion, the tall renegade
looked up and saw the time had come.

Then began the butchery. The ship's officers rushed on
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deck, leaving behind only the negro steward and a boy'with

the three convicts. Two shots were fired in the cabin, after

which the three demons hurried up to join in the melee.

In ten minutes there was not a man of the crew alive, ex-

cept the cooper in the maintop, with a bloody whale-spade

in his fast relaxing grasp. Brady and Bob were agreed
" to

give the old cove a chance to get eat up by the sharks," and

ironically advised him to take a header and swim ashore.

But the cooper, with his feet dangling over the futtocks

and his head sunk on his chest, made no sign. He fell back

as a streak of red ran slowly between the planking of the

maintop and trickled down the mast to the deck.

It was a disappointment when the white murderers gath-

ered in the cabin to find so small a quantity of rum in the

Inga's lazarette. But they were consoled by two bags of

Mexican dollars "
Money for the punkins," grinned Brady,

which would buy them twice as much as they wanted when

next ship came along. And then as the principal business

was over, the harmony began, and amidst rum and unholy

jesting, a division of the effects in the cabins was made,
while unto Jack and his myrmidons were abandoned all

and sundry that could be found for'rard.

When the heavy-laden boats had been sent again and

again to the shore, a fire was lighted in the cabin by the tall

renegade, and the white men pushed off. But it suddenly
occurred to Messrs. Eidley and Brady that " such a hell of a

blaze might be seen by some other blubber-hunters a long

way on a dark night," so the boat was put back and the brig

hurriedly scuttled. And you can drop a lead line close to

the edge of the reef anywhere about Ocean Island, and get

no soundings at forty fathoms.
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Soon after we anchored an urgent message was sent to

the Captain by King Tokusar and Queen Se, imploring him
to come ashore and advise them. The Captain had of late

seemed averse to going anywhere without my company, and
asked me to come with him. So, getting into the whale-

boat, we were pulled on shore, landing at a massively-built

stone wharf which formed part of the royal premises.
I may here mention that the headquarters of the American

Mission had been at Kusaie for many years. The people
were all Christians, and to a certain degree educated.

Their island took rank, therefore, as the most successful

result of missionary enterprise in the North Pacific.

A native college had been built, to which were brought
from outlying islands those natives who were destined for

the ministry. However, about a year previously the Board
of Mission had changed their headquarters to Ebon, an

island of the Marshall group, leaving but one native mis-

sionary on Kusaie in charge of the flock. His name was

Likiak Sa. There are coloured Chadbands as well as white

ones; and for pure, unmitigated hypocrisy the European

professor would have had but little show in a prize contest.

The head of the American Mission, Mr. Morland, had

built himself an exceedingly comfortable stone house in

Lele*. As he was away at present in the brig Morning Star,

his residence was occupied by his fellow-worker, Likiak Sa,

his wife, and an exceedingly pretty girl named Kitty of

Ebon, who acted as housekeeper to Mr. and Mrs. Morland

when at home.

The missionaries had tried hard to prevent the people of

Kusaie from selling produce to the whaleships, alleging that

their visits were fruitful of harm. The old king, however,

whose power had declined sensibly since the arrival of the

missionaries, withstood their orders; and finally insisted

upon the privilege of permitting them to visit the island,

and to purchase the pigs, poultry, and fruit from the
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islanders which would otherwise lie useless on their

hands.

This King Tokusar was a curious compound of shrewd-

ness, generosity, cant, and immorality, each alternately

gaining the upper hand.

On entering the "palace," which was exceedingly well

furnished, we found him seated in an armchair in his recep-

tion room. He was dressed in a black frock-coat and white

duck trousers : the latter somewhat of a military cut, falling

over patent leather shoes. On one side of the chair, lying

on its broad arm, was a ponderous copy of the Scriptures in

the Kusaie dialect. On the other arm was placed one of

the long clay pipes known as churchwardens.

Behind him, with her much bejewelled fingers clasping

the back of her consort's chair, was Queen Se, a pretty little

woman, with a pleasant, animated expression of counte-

nance. Further inside the apartment were the queen's

female attendants, sitting in the ungraceful manner peculiar

to the Pingelap and Kusaie women.

The king looked worn and ill, as he croaked out,
" How

you do, Captain? I glad to see you again. I thank God
he bin good to you give you. good voyage. How much

oil you bin buy at Ponape?"

Shaking hands warmly with the king, Hayston introduced

me in form, and then to Her Majesty, who smiled graciously,

tossing back her wavy black hair, so as to show her massive

gold ear-rings. Chairs were brought, when a truly amusing
conversation took place.

King.
"
Well, Captain ! you d d clever man. I want

you give me advice. You see all these men come to

Kusaie. Well me afraid, take my island altogether.

What you think? "

Captain.
" Oh no, king ! I'll see they do you no harm.

I think some of them go away in the Leonora."

King. (Much doubting)
" Oh ! thank you. I no want



MURDER AND SHIPWRECK 131

too many white men here no Christians like Kusaie men.

No believe God, no Jesus Christ." (Then with sudden

change of tone) "I say, Capt'n Hayston, one of you men
no pay my people when you here last no pay anybody."

Captain.
"
Very bad man, king, how much he cheat

people out of? "

King. (With inquiring look at queen)
" Oh ! about three

dollars."

Captain. "I'll attend to it, king I'll see it paid."

King.
" Thank you, Capt'n. What you say this young

gentleman's name?"

Captain. "His name is Hilary Telfer."

King. "You like Strong's Island, young gentleman?

Pretty girl, eh? Same as Captain?
" Here he gave a wheez-

ing laugh, and clapped his hands on the Captain's knees.

I told him I thought the Strong Island girls very pretty.

The queen communicated this to the attendants. After

which I was the recipient of various nods and winks and

wreathed smiles.

An enormous roasted hog was then carried in by two of the

king's cooks, after which a number of servitors appeared

carrying taro, yams, and other vegetables again yet more,

bearing quantities of fish. We seated ourselves at a small

table the Captain opposite the king, while the lively little

queen and I were vis-a-vis.

"Make up to her," whispered the Captain, "flatter her to

the masthead if you wish to be in clover for the rest of your

stay. Never mind old Tokusar."

Acting on this hint I got on famously with her South Sea

majesty, discovering in due course that she was a really

clever little woman, as well as an outrageous flirt.

Presently the boats came ashore again, and the steward

was ushered in, carrying a large box.

"King!" said the Captain, "I know you are sick, and

need something to make you strong. Pray accept a small
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present from my table." The present consisted of two

bottles of brandy, with the same quantity of gin, and a

dozen of beer.

"Oh! thank you, Capt'n you really very kind. By
George! I like you too much."

The queen cast a reproachful glance at Hayston. I could

see she did not appreciate the gift. Her lord soon had a

bottle of brandy opened, out of which he poured himself an

able seaman's dose. The Captain took a little, and I for

once in my life shared a bottle of Tennant's bitter beer

with a real queen.

The king rose up, with a broad smile illumining his

wrinkled face, and said, with his glass to his lips,
"
Capt'n,

and Capt'n's friend, I glad to see you." Presently, how-

ever, with a scared face, he said something to his consort at

which she seemed disconcerted, and then told us they had

forgotten to say grace.

This, in a solemn manner, Hayston requested me to do,

and, as I was bending my head and muttering the half-

forgotten formula, the king leaned over and whispered to

him,
" I say, Capt'n, how many labour boys you want take

away in brig?"
This made me collapse entirely, and I indulged in a

hearty laugh. The Captain and the queen followed suit,

and, at some distance, the king's cackling merriment.

It certainly was a jolly dinner. The king was growing
madder ever minute, alternately quoting Scripture and

swearing atrociously. After which he told me that he

liked to be good friends with Mr. Morland, and that he had

given up all his bad habits. But, changing his mood again,

he confided to me that he wished he was young again, and

concluded by expressing a decided opinion as to the beauty
of Kitty of Ebon, Mrs. Morland' s housekeeper.

The queen now rose from the table and asked me to

smoke a cigar. She produced a work-box in which were
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cigarettes and some Manila cheroots. Most graciously she

lighted one for me,

The king was now more than half-seas over. He laughed

hilariously at the Captain's stories, and, with some double-

barrelled oaths, announced his determination to return to

the worship of the heathen gods and to increase the number

of his wives.

Queen Se smiled, and blowing out the smoke from

between her pouting red lips, said, "Hear the old fool

talk!"*********
That night there was high revel on board the Leonora

after we had taken our farewell of the king and queen.

Hayston decided to take advantage of the land breeze,

and so get away to South harbour at once, as we had busi-

ness to do there. Chabral harbour was a difficult place to

get out of, though easy enough to get into.

The trade winds blow steadily here for seven months out

of the twelve. Now, though the largest ship afloat may
run in easily through the deep and narrow passage, there is

not room enough to beat out against the north-east wind.

Neither can she tow out, as the^re is always a heavy swell

rolling in through the passage, wind or no wind. Kedging
out is also simply impossible, owing to the extraordinary

depth of water.

In 1836, the Falcon of London, a whaleship, lay in Chabral

harbour for 120 days. She had ventured in for wood and

water. On making a fifth attempt to tow out with her five

boats, she touched and went to pieces on the reef.

Hayston, however, had run in, knowing that at this

season of the year from January to March the winds

were variable, a land breeze generally springing up at dusk.

I stated that there was revelry on board the brig that

night. The fact was that the Captain, in the presence of

the king, queen, and myself, had made agreement with the
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refugee traders to take them to whatever island they pre-

ferred. The king was strongly averse to their retinue of

excitable natives being domiciled among the peaceful Kusaie

people. Inspired with courage by the presence of Hayston,
he had told the traders that he wished them to vacate Lele".

If they did arrange to leave in the Leonora, he told them

that they could establish themselves at Utwe (South har-

bour), and there remain until they got away in a passing

whaler or China-bound ship.

After conferring with Hayston, most of the traders

decided to take his offer of conveying them and their fol-

lowing to Ujilong (Providence Island), which was his own

property, and there enter into engagement with him to

make oil for five years. Two others agreed to proceed to

the sparsely populated but beautiful Eniwetok (or Brown's

group), where were vast quantities of cocoa-nuts, and only

thirty natives. These two men had a following of thirty

Ocean islanders, and were in high delight at the prospect

of having an island to themselves and securing a fortune

after a few years of oil-making.

As the merry clink of the windlass pauls echoed amidst

the verdurous glens and crags of the mountains that sur-

round Lele", the traders, with their wives, families, and

followers, pulled off in their whaleboats and came aboard.

What a picture did the brig make as she spread her

snowy canvas to the land-breeze ! Laden with the perfume
of a thousand flowers, cooled by its passage through the

primeval forest, it swept us along towards the passage,

upon the right steering through which so much depended.

The traders had half a dozen whaleboats
; these, with two

belonging to the Leonora, were towing astern, with a native

in each.

The passage, as I have said before, was deep but narrow.

As the traders gazed on either side and watched the immense

green rollers dashing with resistless force past the brig's
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side, they looked apprehensively at the Captain and then at

their boats astern.

Eight in the centre an enormous billow came careering

along at the speed of an express train. Though it had no
"
breaking curl " on its towering crest, I instinctively placed

my hands in the starboard boat davits, expecting to see the

vast volume of water sweep our decks. Some of the traders

sprang into the main rigging just as the brig lifted to the

sea, to plunge downward with a swift and graceful motion,

never losing her way for a moment. No man of our crew

took the least notice. They knew what the brig could do,

they knew the Captain, and no more anticipated a disaster

than a mutiny.
We made open water safely. Then the Captain descended

from the fore-yard, whence he had been conning the ship.

"Well, gentlemen," he said, "here we are, all on board the

Leonora! I hope you think well of her."

The traders emphatically asserted that she was a wonder.

Then, as we did not intend to enter Utwe' harbour till the

morning, we shortened sail. The brig was placed under

her topsails only, and we glided slowly and smoothly down

the coast. Still the reef surge was thundering on the star-

board hand.

The light of the native villages for the sudden night

of the tropics was upon us glimmered through the groves

of cocoa-nuts and bread-fruit trees that fringed the snowy
beeches. A shadowy, dreamy landscape, blurred and indis-

tinct at times, while ever and anon the back-borne spume
of the breakers fell in rain-mist over all, as they reared

and raved, only to dash themselves in mad turmoil on the

javelins of jagged coral.

It was a strange scene. Yet stranger still were the

dramatis personse the wild band of traders that clustered

around the giant form of the Captain, as he lay smoking
his cigar on the skylight, in friendly converse with all.
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Foremost in position and seniority comes old Harry

Terry, a stalwart, grizzled veteran, brown-cheeked and

bright-eyed still. Full of yarns of his cruise with Captain

Waldegrave of H.M. Seringapatan, and Captain Thomas

Thompson in the Talbot frigate, on the coast of South

America. Clear and honest is his eye, yet he has a worn

and saddened look, as from a sorrow, long past, half-

forgotten, yet never to be wholly erased from memory's
tablet. A deserter of course. Yet had he a true Briton's

love for the flag which he had once sailed and fought under.

By his side stand four stalwart half-caste sons, hearkening
with glistening eyes to the Captain's tales of lands they had

never seen, scarcely heard of, of polar bears, icebergs,

dog sledges, Esquimaux, reindeer, far amid the solitudes of

the frozen North.

Close by old Harry sits a tall, red-bearded man, with a

look of latent humour in his countenance, which proclaims
his nationality even if the richness of his brogue were not

in evidence. This is Pleasant Island Bill, a merry good-

for-nothing, with a warm heart and unlimited capacity for

whisky. In his belt he carries perhaps from force of

habit a heavy navy revolver, before which many a fierce

Pleasant islander has gone down in the bloody emeutes so

common in that wild spot. Behind Bill is his wife Tiaro

a fair-skinned native of Taputanea (Drummond's Island).

She is certainly the "
savage woman

" of the poet's fancy
handsome withal, as, with her hand on her husband's

shoulder, she gazes admiringly at the herculean figure of

the far-famed Eover of the South Seas, the dreaded Captain
of the Leonora. Near to or behind Tiaro are the other

traders' wives, with their wild-eyed, graceful children.

Beside me, sitting upon a bundle of sleeping mats, is a

bronzed and handsome young fellow, Charlie Wilder by

name, a veritable Adonis of the South Seas. With clear-

cut features and bright brown curling locks, contrasting
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well with a dark, drooping moustache, he lolls languidly on

the mats, gazing dreamily at times at the animated forms

and faces around him. He was the ideal sea rover much

untrammelled by the canons of more civilised life. To

each of his four young wives he appeared equally devoted.

Though a blase, exquisite in manner, he was a man who

simply laughed at wounds and death. A dangerous antago-

nist, too, as some of his fellow-traders had good reason to

know.

There was yet another trader a tall young American,

who had run away at Pleasant Island from the whaleship

Seagull a difference of opinion with the captain having
resulted in Seth's being put in irons.

Besides Dick Mills the boat-steerer, who had deserted

also from a whaler, there was another well-known trader,

a true type of the old-time escaped convict. Burnt browner

than a coffee berry is old Bob Kidley, scarred, weather-

beaten, and, in accordance with the fashion of runaway
sailors in the early days, tattooed like a Marquesas islander.

Very "dour" and dangerous was this veteran thinking

no more of settling a difference with his ever-ready revol-

ver than of filling his ancient clay pipe. He had with him

two sons and three daughters, all married save the youngest

girl. Sons and daughters alike had intermarried with

natives, and the old man himself his first wife being
dead had possessed himself of a girl of tender years but

unyielding character. A native of Eapa-nui or Easter

Island, she possessed in a high degree the personal beauty
for which her race is famed throughout Polynesia. The

old trader, it seems, had lately visited Tahiti, and there

had dropped across the beautiful Lalia, and rescued her

from the streets of Papeite. When he returned to Pleasant

Island she accompanied him. She was a clever damsel, and

having once been an inmate of the military camp at Tahiti,

gave herself great airs over her step-children, though she
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was the junior of the youngest girl. Amongst other accom-

plishments Lalia could swear fluently both in French and

English, having besides a thorough command of whaleship
oaths which, I may observe, are unique in their way, and

never seen in print.

Singing and dancing were kept up until the galley fire

was lit and coffee served out. Then as the tropic sea-mist

was dispelled by the first sun rays, we saw, at no great

distance, the verdurous hills that enclose with emerald walls

the harbour of Utwe. Far back, yet seeming but a cable's

length from the brig, rose the rugged coast, two thousand

feet in air, of Mount Crozier.

The inner shore of the harbour, sheltered by the reef from

the fury of the terrific rollers, is surrounded by a broad belt

of darkest green mangroves and hibiscus, forming a dense

barrier, monotonous in colouring, but blending harmoni-

ously with sea and sky. A well-nigh impassable forest

coloured the landscape from sea to mountain top. Only
near the shore were groves of cocoa-palms waving their

plumy banners to the soft trade breezes. Interspersed at

intervals one descried plantations of bananas and sugar-

cane, yams and taro. The humidity of the climate shows

itself in the surpassing richness of the vegetation. Moun-

tain torrents foam and "rivulets dance their wayward
round " in many a sequestered glen. Cane thickets spring-

ing densely from the deep alluvial mould form a safe retreat

for the wild boar, while the stately purple plumaged pigeons

preen themselves in the green gloom of this paradisal wild.

The Captain walked the quarter-deck, giving orders to

make sail on the brig, glancing in a half amused, yet con-

temptuous manner at the recumbent figures of the traders

who, overcome by their potations, lay slumbering on the deck.

Utwe is but a small harbour, so that the Captain felt vexed

when daylight broke and revealed four whalers lying at

anchor in the little port, allowing us no room. But one of
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them had his canvas loosed, and we caught the strains of
" Shenandoah "

as the crew lifted the anchor. We backed

our main-yard and lay to, while she sailed out. A fine sight

it was, as the whaler stood out through the narrow passage !

The huge rollers dashing swiftly past her weather-beaten

sides, made her roll so heavily that the boats on the davits

nearly touched the water with their keels. She came close

under our stern. Her captain stood up in one of the boats

and took off his hat.

"How air you, Capt'n?" he drawled
5
"that's a beautiful

brig of yours. I've heard a deal of the Leonora and Cap-
tain Hayston. I'm real sorry I haven't time to board you
and have a chat. There's another blubber-hunter coming
out after me, so you'd better wait awhile."

Hayston answered him politely, and the Marathon soon

ran round the lee side of the island. In a quarter of an

hour she was followed by another ship, after which we filled

again and ran in, anchoring between the mangroves and the

Europa and St. George, New Bedford whaleships.
Our first care was to land the cattle, and here the traders

and whalers were treated to a lively scene. The mate

Jansen, of whom I have before spoken, had been knocked

off duty by the Captain, who told him that he was no sea-

man, and a cowardly dog besides, as he was always ready to

ill treat the native crew, but would not stand up to him.

An incident, in which I was an actor, goes to show the

savage nature of the brute. One day, during our stay at

Ponape", I happened to require a pair of steelyards that lay
in his cabin

;
on going for them he used insulting language,

and dared me to enter. He was lying in his bunk, and his

bloodshot eyes glared with rage as he took a pistol from

under his pillow. Keeping one eye on the pistol I went in

and took the steelyards. He leaped out, and a struggle

began. We fell on the deck his whole weight upon me
but I managed to get hold of the pistol, which I threw over-
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board. As lie freed himself and rose, he gave me a savage

kick on the knee which lamed me for a week. But I drew

back and landed him a left-hander, which catching him fair

in the face, sent him down senseless, while a stream of

blood poured from his mouth and ears.

" Malie ! malie !

" shouted Black Johnny in Samoan (the

equivalent to "habet"), and the crew took up the cry in

tones of deep approval.

We never spoke again after this encounter.

However, just before we made ready to land the cattle,

he came aft and begged the Captain to reinstate him.

"Mr. Jansen!" said Hayston, "I cannot permit you to

resume duty as mate of this brig. I have given the position

to Fiji Bill, as you are not fit for it. However, I will see

how you behave for the future, and may give you another

chance. Go on deck and assist to get these cattle into the

water."

The traders and whalers were watching the operation

with great interest. The longboat, in charge of Fiji Billy,

was ready to tow the cattle on shore as soon as they were

lowered into the water. The first beast was swung safely

out of the main hold and over the side, when the tackle

parted aloft and the animal plunged into the sea, just miss-

ing the boat. For a moment there was silence. We all ran

to the side, where we saw the bullock reappear and strike

bravely out for the mangroves, which he reached in safety.

The Captain walked slowly over to Jansen, who was

engaged in bullying the boatswain.

"Who rigged that tackle?" he asked in his most un-

ruffled tones
5
but I could see the colour mounting to his

forehead, as the laughter of the whaling crews fell upon
his ear.

"I did," growled Jansen (edging towards his cabin, in

which he always kept loaded firearms), his sullen face

showing fear and hatred combined.
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"Keep to the deck, sir," broke forth the Captain, who

had foreseen this movement; the harsh, severe tones I

knew foretold disaster. "D n you, sir, you are neither

good enough for an officer nor man before the mast. There

is not a kanaka on board this brig but could have rigged

that tackle in a seaman-like manner. Boy George, or even

one of the girls, could have made a better fist of it. You
have disgraced the brig in the presence of other ships. Go
to your bunk till after breakfast."

And now Jansen brought immediate punishment on him-

self. With one hand on the door of the deckhouse, he

turned round and muttered, "Why didn't you let the

women do it, then? "

The next moment both men were struggling fiercely on

the deck, Jansen making frantic efforts to fire a pistol he

had concealed in the bosom of his shirt; but the hand

which held it was gripped by the Captain, and the muzzle

pointed upwards.
Jansen was an extremely powerful man, and, amid the

babel of tongues that were let loose, I heard one trader

say, "By ! he's got the best of the Captain."

But I noticed that while Jansen was almost spent, and

was breathing stertorously, the Captain had not yet put

forth the tremendous strength which, on sea or shore, I

never saw equalled. He was still holding Jansen' s hand

with a vice-like grasp, when the pistol fell to the deck.

Suddenly freeing himself, he stepped back and dealt two

blows with wonderful quickness on the mate's face, cutting

his forehead and cheek to the bone. The man staggered

wildly his features streaming with blood then fell

senseless against one of the crew, who darted aside and let

him drop on the deck. A murmur of applause, mingled
with cries of pity from the women, arose from the specta-

tors, while the whaler crews rent the air with cheers for

"Bully Hayston."
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The Captain drew forth his handkerchief, with which he

removed a slight stain upon his face, then said in a mild

and pleasant voice, as if nothing had occurred, "Steward!

bring me a glass of water. Bill (to the Fijian) get these

other beasts up and put them ashore. Antonio! get Jan-

sen's traps together, and put them and him into the boat.

The man that points a pistol at me on board of this brig

only does it once. As I don't wish to hurt him again, I

must get rid of him."

The cattle were soon landed and eating their fill on the

rich tract of littoral between Utwe and Coquille.

That day I bought various articles of trade including
ten tons of yams for Arrecifos. The Captain never inter-

fered with my dealings with the natives; so when Likiak

Sa the missionary went to him, and in a whining tone com-

plained of my paying them in trade, he got the following

answer :

" Don't want your people to be paid in trade, don't

you? Precisely so! you white chokered schemer you
whited sepulchre! you want to see these hard-working
slaves of natives paid in cash, so that you and your breth-

ren may rob the poor devils of every dollar for church

tithes. The supercargo has my fullest confidence, and will

not rob any native of a cent. Go and talk to him."

The missionary came to the trade-room, where I was sell-

ing pigeon shot and powder to a man named Sree, and said

that he wished the natives paid in cash. Every Strong's

islander can speak English. So I turned to those present

and asked if I had suggested their taking trade instead of

dollars. On receiving this answer in the negative I told

him to clear out. He disregarded me, upon which I assisted

him to leave the cabin, while Lalia and Kitty covered him

with flour from the pantry.

This provided me with a persistent and bitter enemy.
About six o'clock the Captain went below, but rather

hastily returned, casting an anxious look to seaward. " The
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glass is falling fast," he said,
"
I can't make it out. I have

never known it to blow hard here at this time of year.

Still it is banking up to the westward."

He hailed the whaleships, and saw that they had also

noticed the glass falling. In a few minutes the two cap-

tains boarded us to have a consultation. The heavy, lower-

ing cloud to seaward had deepened in gloom, and the three

captains gazed anxiously at it.

" Gentlemen !

" said Hayston,
" we are in a bad place if

it comes on to blow. The land-breeze has died away, and

that it is going to blow from the sou 7-west I am convinced.

We cannot tow out in the face of such a swell, even if

we had daylight to try it. To beat out by night would be

madness."

The faces of the Yankee skippers lengthened visibly as

they begged Hayston to make a suggestion.
"
Well,

" he said at length,
"
your ships may ride out a

blow, for you've room to swing in, and if you send down

your light spars and be quick about it, and your cables

don't part, you'll see daylight. But with me it is differ-

ent. I cannot give the brig a fathom more cable; there

are coral boulders all around us, and the first one she

touches will knock a hole in her bottom. But now every
man must look to himself. I have two hundred people on

board, and my decks are lumbered up with them. Adios!

gentlemen, go on board and get your spars down for God's

sake."

Then the Captain turned all his attention to getting the

brig ready for the storm that was even then close upon us.

In the shortest time our royal and topgallant yards were

down, the decks cleared of lumber, the native passengers
sent below, and five fathoms of cable hove in. Hayston
knew the brig would swing round with her head to the pas-

sage as soon as the gale struck her, and unless he hove in

cable, must strike on one of the boulders he had spoken of.
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As yet there was not a breath of air, for after the last

whisper of the land-breeze had died away, the atmosphere

became surcharged with electricity, and the rollers com-

menced to sound a ceaseless thunder, as they dashed them-

selves upon the reef, such as I had never heard before. A
pall of darkness settled over us, and though the whale-

ships were so near that the voices of their crews sounded

strange and ghostlike in our ears, we could see nothing

except the dull glow of the lamps alight in the cabins

showing through the ports.

Then we heard the voice of Captain Grant of the St.

George,
" Stand by, Captain Hayston, it's coming along as

solid as a wall."

A fierce gust whistled through the cordage, and then a

great white cloud of rain, salt spume, and spray enveloped

the brig, as with a shrill, humming drone, like a thousand

bagpipes in full blast, the full force of the gale struck us.

The brig heeled over, then swung quickly round to her

anchor, while the crew, every man at his station, sought

through the inky blackness that followed the rain squall to

see how the whaleships fared.

But now the darkness deepened, if such were possible.

No star shone through the funereal gloom j
while the enor-

mous rollers, impelled by the increasing force of the wind,

swept in quickest succession through the narrow passage.

The three ships rolled heavily.
"
Harry !

" called out the Captain to the oldest trader,
" take your boats and land as many of the people as you
can. The sea is getting up fast in half-an-hour it will

be breaking aboard the brig."

The traders' boats were made fast to the ship's stern,

except two on deck.

These were now hauled alongside, and old Harry, with

his four stalwart sons splendid fellows they were physi-

cally manned one, and taking about fifty of their follow-
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ers, who sprang over the side and were hauled into the boat,

the sons gave a wild shout and disappeared into the dark-

ness.

The other boat was equally lucky in not being stove in.

Pleasant Island Bill was in charge, and in a lull of the

wind I heard him call out to those on deck to throw the

women overboard and he would pick them up.

Five or six of them leaped overboard and, swimming like

otters, gained the boat; many others naturally held back.

Standing on the deck clinging to the Captain's knees were

the two children, Toby and Kitty. Seizing Kitty in his

arms the Captain tossed her into the black waters close to

the boat, where one of the crew caught her by the hair and

pulled her in. Toby gave a yell of alarm and tried to dart

below, but I caught him and slung him over after Kitty.

Bill nearly missed catching him as he rose to the surface,

but he was taken in. Then the boat headed for the shore,

now only discernible by the white line of foam breaking

into the mangroves.
And now our troubles recommenced. The waters of the

harbour, generally placid as a mill-pond, were now running

mountains high, so quickly had the sea got up. The Cap-

tain, who was standing at the stern sounding, and appar-

ently as cool as if he were trout fishing, beckoned me to

him, and placing his mouth to my ear, shouted
" Four fathoms under our stern little enough if the sea

gets worse. But if the wind hauls another point we'll

touch that big coral mushroom on the port quarter, and then

it's good-bye to the Leonora!"

The words had hardly left his lips when a strange and

awful lull of the wind occurred, rendering more intense the

enshrouding darkness, more dread and distinct the seeth-

ing wash and roar of the seas that broke on the weather

reef.

The Captain sprang into the main rigging and held up
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his hand to feel if the wind was coming from a new quar-

ter. For some minutes the brig rolled so madly that it was

all he could do to hold on.

Then his strong, fearless voice sounded out: "Men!
who will man a boat to take a line to the Europa ? If I

can get a hawser to the whaler to keep the brig's stern from

this boulder under our port quarter, it may save the ship.

If not, we must strike. There's a lull now, and a boat

could get away."
After a momentary hesitation, Antonio the Portuguese,

Johnny Tilton, and two natives volunteered.
" Good lads !

"
cried the Captain ;

" stand by, men, to

lower away the whaleboat." In a few minutes she was in

the water, and a whale-line made fast to a stout hawser

was coiled away in the bow, as with an encouraging cheer

from those on deck, the men gave way, and passing under

our stern made for the Europa.
After twenty minutes of anxiety, for we could see noth-

ing, nor tell whether the boat had reached the Europa

safely or been stove in alongside, we saw her dart past the

stern again, and Antonio called out, "All right, Captain,

heave away on the hawser, the end 's fast to the Europa.
"

"Well done, lads!" cried the Captain; "but stay where

you are, and I'll get some more women on shore."

The strange lull still continued, but a lurid glare showed

me the glass still falling steadily ;
when I told the Captain

this he sighed, for he knew that our best chance of safety

was gone. But he was a man of action.
" Go below, Hilary !

" he said quietly,
" and get all the

papers, letters, and articles of value together I'll send

them on shore with the women."
In the cabin were eight or ten women

; they gazed at me
with terror-stricken faces.

" On deck, Mary !

" I said.

" On deck all of you ! there's a boat alongside, and some of

you can get ashore."



MURDER AND SHIPWRECK 147

Five of them, with old Mary, at once left the cabin, and

I heard their wild cries and screams of alarm as they were

seized by the Captain and crew, and thrown overboard to

be picked up by the boat.

Lalia and the others remained in the cabin, clinging to

each other and sobbing with fear.

I picked up a heavy trade chest, and laying mats and

rugs along the bottom and sides, stowed into it the chro-

nometers, a couple of sextants, charts, and what gold and

silver coin was in the Captain's secretary; also as many
Winchester carbines and cartridges as it would hold.

"Here, girls! help me carry this on deck," I said in

Samoan to Lalia, who understood the language. We
dragged the heavy box on deck, and, by wonderful good

luck, it was lowered into the boat, which was now under

the ship's quarter, and in imminent danger of being

stove in.

The Captain desired me to go ashore in the longboat and

take charge of the boat. I was just about to jump when
the brig gave a fearful plunge, and before she could re-

cover, a heavy roller crashed over the waist and nearly

smothered me. By clinging to the iron boat davits near

me, I managed to save myself from being carried over-

board with the debris of spars and timber that swept aft.

When I regained my breath I could see nothing of the boat.

She had, however, been swept ashore, and all in her landed

safely except Bill, who was knocked overboard, but washed

up into the mangroves.
I felt the Captain's hand on my shoulder, as he asked

me if I thought the boat had gone under.

"I think not, or we should have heard some of them

calling out; they can all swim."

"Well, perhaps so," he replied, "but I fear not. I

don't care a cent about the loss of the dollars, but Bill is a

good fellow."
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Lalia had clung to the davits with me when the sea

struck us, and was now almost exhausted. So with the

Captain's help I carried her below into the now deserted

cabin, for the other women were gone; had, I supposed,

been washed overboard, for they were standing with us

when we lowered the chest.

The Captain then hastened on deck, telling me that the

wind was coming away from the south. He had scarcely

left me when I heard the dismal drone of the gale again,

and his voice shouting to the carpenter to stand by and cut

away the masts, for the seas were now breaking clean over

the bows, and sweeping along the decks with resistless force.

Being almost hove short, the ship could not rise quickly

enough to the seas, and was besides rolling so much that she

threatened to turn turtle every minute. It was impossible

for any one to cross the deck, so madly was the brig roll-

ing, and so fiercely were the seas sweeping her decks in

quick succession; and so for a while all hands waited till a

better chance offered to cut away.
In the mean time I had dragged out another trade chest,

and first securing my own papers and placing them in the

bottom, I filled it with such articles as I thought would

prove valuable if we did not save the ship.

Lalia rendered me great assistance now. I filled a wine-

glass of brandy from the decanter, and made her drink it,

for her teeth were chattering, and her lips blue with cold

and terror combined.

Together we managed to get the chest half-way up the

companion, when another plunge made me slip, and the

heavy box jammed the girl's feet against the side of

the companion lining. I called loudly for help, as I could

not extricate her from under the box. Fortunately, four

native seamen heard me, and lifted the chest off her legs.

Then I heard the Captain's voice calling out, "Well

done, boys ! Rotumah men, brave fellows, in a boat !

"
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Carrying the girl below again, I dropped her in the stew-

ard's cabin, told her to stay there till I came back, and ran

on deck.

The Captain met me, and, pointing to a dark, indistinct

mass, rising and falling near the ship's stern, said,
" There's

real grit for you !

"

It was one of the trader's whaleboats, manned by four

Eotumah men and a native of Danger Island. Two of

these brave fellows had been washed ashore in the second

sea that had struck us, and with three others, who had

reached the mangroves in another boat, had put out again
to return to the brig and save their shipmates.

The Captain now called out to those who were left on

board, and told them that there was a chance of some of

them getting ashore, by jumping over as the boat approached
and getting into her. As for himself, if three or four good
men would stand by him, he would attempt to cut away the

masts, and perhaps save the ship as the hawser was made
fast to the Europa.

It was a new one, and might not part; but if it did,

nothing could help the brig from sticking on the detached

coral boulders that lay so close under the stern.

Seizing her child in her arms, a powerfully-built Ocean

Island woman sprang into the seething foam-caldron, and

disregarding our cries to make for the boat, struck out for

the nearest point of the mangroves. Next morning the

child was found unharmed on a small beach, more than a

mile away, and the body of the mother lying dead beside

her, with a fearful gash on her temple and one foot miss-

ing, the poor babe gazing at the cold face, and wondering

why she did not wake when she called to her. Then others

followed the women, some getting into the boat, and others

letting the sea take them in the direction of the shore.

"Where is the second mate? " shouted the Captain to the

coxswain of the rescuing boat.
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"On shore with the traders, sir; all the boats but one

are stove in on the beach, and he can't get out again."

"All right, lads, don't attempt to come out again; but

wait a minute." Then turning to me, "You must go

ashore now in this boat. She has not many in her; and if

her head is kept right into the break between the moun-

tains she'll run up into the mangroves."

But I said I would take my chance with the ship. 1 was

a good swimmer, and in that time of danger, even despair,

I could not leave the Captain.

He pressed my hand silently, then called out,
" All right,

men, give way, the supercargo stays with me and the ship
"

;

one dash of the oars, a wailing cry, a shout which out-

toned it, and the boat disappeared, as if swallowed up by
the darkness or the deep.

We were not clustered together aft. Those of the crew

that had stood by the ship were hanging on to the main

rigging. The Captain, who had hitherto intended cutting

away both masts at once, told me he fancied the ship was

straining and plunging less, and that he would only cut

away as a last resource.

Suddenly he bent his glance at the hawser that was made

fast to the Europa, and then pointed over to the seething

water under our stern. I saw we were almost over a huge

coral boulder, which every now and then showed itself bare.

"
By ! those fellows on board the Europa are paying

out the hawser. We were fifty feet from that rock when

the hawser was made fast and had a strain on it, and now

it's right under her stern. Can any of you see the whaler's

cabin lights?"

The men looked through the blinding mists of spray that

flew in our faces, and stung like whip-lashes when the brig

was lifted high on a towering sea. The hawser tightened

like an iron bar, but suddenly fell as if it had parted or

been cast off.
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" The cursed dogs !

" said the Captain, opening and shut-

ting his hands spasmodically, "they are paying out, and

letting us go to the devil !

"

And now a tremendous sea swept along and broke just as

it reached abreast the mainmast. We felt the brig strike.

Sea after sea tumbled in over the bulwarks, and a solid

sheet of water broke over us in the main rigging, sweeping
three or four men overboard.

When I cleared my throat of the water I had swallowed,

I saw the Captain with a rifle in his hand, and then fol-

lowed the flash as he fired in the direction of the Europa.

"Captain," I cried, "what good will that do? She may
be ashore herself in as bad a fix as we are."

He pushed me aside as I placed my hand on his arm.
" Stand clear, Hilary ! I tell you these cowardly hounds

are deliberately wrecking me. That ship is in a safe place,

and could ride out a heavier gale than this."

"Captain," I began, when another sea lifted the brig's

bow high in the air; then, with a dull crash, we struck

stern on, and I saw the hawser had either parted or been

cut away. The rudder had been torn from the stern-post,

and ripped its way through the timbers with a fearful tear-

ing sound. Again the Captain's face showed itself to me
almost as white as the hell of boiling foam around us.

"
My ship is dearer to me than my life !

" he said, as he

cast the rifle from him and stood gazing out into the howl-

ing storm, amid which all the voices of earth and air seemed

to be contending.

Suddenly, with a pang of pity, I remembered that Lalia

was in the steward's cabin. I dashed down below. Al-

ready the water was running into the hold, and as I gained
the cabin the ship once more struck violently under my
feet.

"Lalia! Lalia!" I called, "come with me. Can you
walk?"
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The girl was sitting up in the bunk, her hair unloosed,

her eyes dilated with terror, as she gazed into the dimly-

lighted cabin, and saw the water washing around it.

She could hardly stand with the pain in her bruised feet,

but I lifted her out. Then she tore off her dress, stripped

to the waist, and, hand in hand, we succeeded in gaining

the companion-way just as a torrent of water filled the

cabin and put out the lamps.

I felt the Captain's hand grasp me round the waist as we

stumbled out on deck, and heard him say,
" Hold on to me,

Hilary ! hold on like grim death, my girl !

" as we were

swept along by a sea against the bulwarks on the starboard

side.

Some of the men had clung to a boat that we carried on

top of the deck-house, which had been washed over the

side. They had no oars, but the backwater from the reef

dashed her up against the ship, and I have an indistinct

remembrance of the Captain dragging us along with him,

and attempting to lift the girl up, when a towering wave

struck us right amidships and drove us all over together

on top of the boat, which was already stove in.

I should have gone under then but for Lalia, for I had

got a blow on the side from a piece of wreckage. Any-

how, what followed I cannot remember, for when I came

to my senses it was daylight, and I was lying under some

cocoa-nut trees with Lalia, and one of Harry Skilling's

native retainers named Karta, bathing my back with fresh

water. i*********
My first inquiry was for the Captain, and I was relieved

to hear from Lalia that he was visible at that moment,

directing the crew to save wreckage from the brig. The

two whaleships had ridden out the gale in safety, and the

Europa was already under weigh. I thought it just as well

it was so, for Hayston would, I am sure, have attempted

to seize her.
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Lalia told me that we clung to the boat till she struck a

coral rock and went to pieces. Then every one was sepa-

rated. She had been seized by Karta, and, still keeping
hold of me, the three of us had come ashore together. She

said also that my back was badly cut with the coral. The

poor girl had a terrible gash on her arm, and this she had

neglected to attend to me. I had a deep wound on my face,

which caused me great pain, as a piece of tough coral had

broken off in it.

Lalia was almost nude, and I had only the remnants of

a pair of duck trousers. We did not feel cold, however, as

the storm had ceased, and the sun was now shining brightly.

The wind had gone down, and the harbour was nearly as

smooth as a mountain lake. The only visible sign of the

disaster of the night was the maintopmast of the Leonora,

showing where she had gone down.

From the bank of mangroves on which we were located

there was no access to the village of Utwe, where the rest

of the ship's company were. Deep channels separated the

two portions of the harbour. Karta was about to swim

over to tell the Captain where I was, when Lalia caught
him by the arm and pointed to the water. I have read a

good many tall yarns about sharks, but never till now
could I believe in their being as numerous as a shoal of

minnows.

The channels were simply alive with the brutes dashing
to and fro, lashing the water into foam, and contesting

with each other for dark objects floating near the surface.

I shuddered instinctively, but Lalia laughed, and explained

that the dead bodies were those of pigs washed overboard

from the brig.

Presently the tall figure of Karta attracted the notice of

some of the people on the other side, and Lalia said the

"ariki vaka" was coming over to us in one of the traders'

whaleboats.
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The Captain sprang out of the boat, and seeing me lying

down with my head in the girl's lap thought I was dead.

"My dear boy, "he said, taking both my hands and press-

ing them, "are you badly hurt?"

I showed him my back, and said 1 felt most pain in my
side, and whereupon I suffered ten excruciating pains in

one as he extracted the piece of flat coral from my face.

He then called one of the boat's crew, and told him to take

off his shirt, one sleeve of which he tore off and bound up
Lalia's arm. He then gave her the mutilated garment to

cover her bare body, saying in his old cheerful manner that

her husband was all right, and was out searching the

beaches for her. She made a gesture of indifference, and

then fainted away. As soon as she revived she was lifted

into the boat, and we pushed off for the village.

The Captain kept pressing my hand all the way over, and

told me that since daylight he had been looking among the

wreckage coming ashore and searching the beach for me,

when some one saw our three figures in the cocoa-nut grove,

and said two were white. Hayston knew this must be

Lalia and myself, as she had a very fair skin. He was

sincerely pleased at my escape, and no words need express

my relief at his safety.

He took us forthwith to one of the villagers' houses, and

told the people to attend to us, and see that we wanted for

nothing. He further insisted that I should not attempt to

render him any assistance until I was perfectly recovered.

I could only nod acquiescence, as my side was paining me

terribly.

A warm grasp of my hand and a kind look to Lalia and

he was gone.

One of the Kusaie women in the house told us that a

message had gone up to the king, and that a native doctor

named Srulik would soon come down and cure my back with

leaves in the island fashion. She also informed Lalia that
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her husband had gone away in a canoe to look for her

body, with two natives, but that he had come across a case

of gin, and was now dead drunk on the opposite side of

Utwe. It is hardly to be expected that a young girl could

feel love for a man of her husband's years; but tears of

humiliation coursed down her cheeks when the woman
added that he had already asked an Ocean Island girl to be

wife to him.

About four o'clock in the afternoon messengers arrived

from Lele with a message of regret from the king to Cap-
tain Hayston, and an invitation for me to Chabral harbour,

so that I could get better quickly ;
and he could send his

own boat for me. But I did not want to be separated from

the Captain, and said I would come and visit him when I

got permission.

Queen Se sent me a large basket of cooked pigeons and

fruit. Taking out a few for myself and Lalia, I sent the

rest to the Captain, who was glad of them for his weary
and hungry men.

For the next few days I suffered fearfully with the pain
in my side, and though the Captain visited me twice a day,

and tried all he could to cheer me up, I fell into a hopeless

state of despondency. All the time Lalia had remained in

the house, her husband, not having finished the case of

gin, never coming near her. Her stepsons and daughters
disliked her, and therefore avoided the house where we
were staying.

The Captain told me that her arm was cut to the bone,

and that the trade chest that had fallen against her had in-

jured one foot badly. Never as long as I live shall I forget

the unwearied attention and kindness which the poor girl

showed me during our stay in the village. Though lame,
and with only the use of one arm, she never left my side,

and strove by every means in her power to allay the agony
I endured answering to my petulance and irritability

only with smiles and kind words.
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The Captain told me that he had saved a good many arti-

cles from the wreck; that the big trade chest had come

ashore, and that the money and firearms were in a safe

place. A quantity of liquor had also been saved, and

already some fierce fights had taken place, but the traders

had in most instances behaved well, and assisted him to

maintain order. He told me also that Lalia's husband had

taken away a lot of liquor into the impassable forest that

lines the north side of Utwe, and, with two of his sons and

several women, was having a big carouse.

"The virtuous and Christian Strong's islanders had," he

said,
" stolen about a thousand dollars' worth of trade that

had been washed ashore. But," he added quietly, "I'll

talk to them like a father as soon as I get a house built,

and knock the devil out of those Pleasant islanders besides.

They seem disposed to cut all our throats."

A couple of days after this, Hayston came to me with a

letter from Lalia's husband, which he handed to me. I

don't know whether amusement or indignation predomi-

nated as I read it, written as it was on a piece of account

paper.

STRONG'S ISLAND, March J.Jth.

Supercargo Leonora Brig.

DEAR FRIEND. I heer my wife have took up with you, and say

she do'ent want anny mo-ar truck with her lawful husban. Captin

Hayston say No, but she must be cotton strong to you, not to come

to me when I look for her neerly one week amung two thousan sharks,

as I can prove, but I bare you no ill-wil, for I got anuther wife, but

you must give me the three rings she ware, and I warn you I'm not

responsble. I remane, your true and sincere friend.

P. 8. Lai can read as well as me, and you can let her read this.

She is a good girl, and I bear no ill-wil.

The Captain laughed when I read out this precious docu-

ment, and told me not to take matters so seriously. He
then sat down and chatted for half-an-hour, saying that
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as soon as he had finished saving the wreckage, he had

called the traders together, and laid certain proposals be-

fore them to which they had agreed.

These were that the traders and their followers would

consider themselves under his direction, in which case he

would engage to provide food for them during their stay

on the island. They were not to have any commercial

dealings with the people of Strong's Island, and their

natives were to assist the crew of the Leonora in erecting

houses for their joint accommodation. After which he

would endeavour to charter a vessel, probably a passing

whaleship, to take the whole lot of us to Providence Island.

Should no vessel call in six months' time, he would take a

boat's crew and make for Mille Lagoon, six hundred miles

distant. If the ketch I had brought down from Samoa was

still afloat, he would bring her back, and take the people in

detachments to Providence Island. He feared, however,

that no more whalers would be calling in for ten months,

as the St. George and Europa were the last of the fleet

which was making, via Japan, for the Siberian coast,

"right whaling."

He left us then, saying he had established a little repub-

lic on the narrow strip of land that lay on the sea-side of

Utwe village.

Then I gave Lalia the letter I had received from her

reprobate husband. She read it in silence and returned it

to me, but I could see that the heartless old scoundrel's

words had wounded her deeply. She took off some rings

from her fingers, and sent them to the Captain to hand to

the old man. "Do you think," she said, "that I can ever

get back to Eapa-nui?" (Easter Island.)

Her father, she went on to say, was dead, and her mother

had been among those unfortunate people who in 1866 were

seized by three Peruvian slavers and taken to work the

guano deposits on the Chincha Islands. She, when about
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fourteen, had married one of the captains of one of the

ships owned by the great firm of Brander of Tahiti. The

tales she told me of his brutality and ill-usage during his

drunken fits of passion moved me to sincere pity. The

unmitigated rascal deliberately sold his child wife to an

American (or a man who called himself one), and by him

she was taken to San Francisco and delivered into yet more

hopeless slavery. Here she made the acquaintance of a

Tahitian half-caste. She and this girl succeeded in escap-

ing and paying their passages to Tahiti, where they landed

penniless and starving.

From Tahiti she was taken by her present husband.



CHAPTER XI

A KING AND QUEEN

ON the next day I walked to the new village in course of

formation, when I received from whites and natives alike

a most flattering reception. Outside of the sandy spit a

solid sea-wall of coral had been built, the ground had been

levelled, and an enormous dwelling-house erected. This

was the work of the Ocean and Pleasant islanders. It was

the Captain's house, and from a hole in the gable floated

the starry banner of the great Republic. This flag had

been the joint work of Nellie and Mila. It was composed
of strips of white calico, navy blue and Turkey red. At
the further end of the sea-wall stood the traders' houses;

opposite the captains' were those of their people. Every
one seemed busy, and the greatest animation pervaded the

scene, while a number of Strong's islanders, squatted down
in front of the big house, surveyed the operations with dis-

may. They dreaded, and with good reason, the fierce and

intractable natives of Pleasant Island, who would have

been only too pleased to have cut their throats and taken

possession of their beautiful home altogether.

I was received by the Captain at the door of his house,

and although the girls had frequently been to visit me,
and bring fruit and fish from the Captain when I was sick,

I was made as much of as if I had been dead and buried

and come to life again. The Captain's merry blue eyes

looked searchingly into mine, as I seated myself in an easy

chair, "You see what it is to be Vami du maison."
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I acknowledged the compliment, and then turned to shake

hands with little Toby, who with a number of other chil-

dren were being entertained by a sort of pig and yam tea-

party by the Captain, each youngster having in his hand a

junk of yam and piece of pork.

Those of the crew who were in the vicinity now came in,

and I had quite a levee. Black Johnny nearly wrung my
hand off. I was glad to see the Captain looking so bright,

and evidently on such good terms with those around him.

I could not but be struck with the way in which the traders,

resolute and determined men themselves, deferred to his

slightest wish.

For a few minutes he walked up and down the long matted

floor, apparently lost in thought, while I sat and talked

with the light-hearted, merry creatures around me. Sud-

denly stopping, he came up, and placed his hand on my
shoulder.

"Hilary! I like this island so well, that as Henry the

Fifth said in France, when the French queen asked him

how he liked her country: I mean to keep it."

"Captain," 1 said, startled and alarmed, "are you seri-

ous?"
" Yes and no ! If I cannot get a ship to take us to Provi-

dence Island within six months I will upset the mission-

aries' apple-cart and take possession of the island. If a

ship does call here, and I can charter her, I am bound in

honour to fulfil my promise to these traders."

"Captain," I said, "there are two hundred and fifty men
on Strong's Island; surely you would not dispossess them?

Besides, they will fight."

"So much the better," he said, with a smile of contempt,

"once let a quarrel break out between them and these

Ocean and Pleasant islanders, and every native of Kusaie

will have his throat cut in twenty-four hours."

I turned the subject, for I saw by his stern expression
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that he meant what he said, and that any trifling incident

would perhaps bring matters to an issue.

Presently he began again.
"
Yes, these Pleasant islanders,

who two weeks ago were all attached to these traders, are

now heart and soul devoted to me. They know I am a

better man, according to their ideas, than all the traders put

together, and if I stepped out of the house now and told

them I would lead them, they would follow me and burn

old Tokusar's town over his head, cut off a passing ship, or

do any other devilry such as their bloody instincts revel in."

I tried to turn his thoughts into another channel, and

succeeded so far that when I rose to return he was laughing

and joking in his usual manner. He pointed out to me a

separate part of the house, and told me that as soon as I

liked to take possession he would be glad to see me in it.

I explained to him that for the present I had better remain

in the native house, as the king daily sent me food, and

considered me his guest. In this he concurred, as he said

if the king took a liking to a white man he would live in

clover. He advised me to go and see him as soon as I was

strong, or else his dignity would be touched. Also that I

would find it well to keep good friends with Queen Se.

When I returned to the native house, however, I felt

"sick unto death," and cast myself down on the mats in

despair. The hurt I had received in the side seemed to have

also affected my chest, as I could hardly breathe without

suffering agonies. Happily I became unconscious
;
when I

opened my eyes I found the Captain beside my mat, and

during the whole night he remained with me and encouraged

my sinking spirits. When daylight came he examined me

carefully, after which he told me, that from the darkening
colour of my skin, and the agony I felt from the slightest

pressure, he thought I had received internal injury. He
therefore insisted upon my coming over to his village, so

that I might be under his immediate control. To this I
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consented at last, although young Harry (as we called Harry

Waters) was eager that I should come and live with him on

the north side of Utwe", where Hayston had formed a sub-

station to make oil and given him charge.

I liked Harry very much; he was the only one of the

traders whose age approached my own. His bearing and

behaviour, too, contrasted favourably with those of his

drunken and dissolute colleagues. However, I had to

decline his kind offer, although, to my amusement, he

emphatically asserted that I would be no trouble to him,

as he had four wives, and Eosa, the youngest of them, was

a clever nurse. I paid the Strong islanders who had

attended on me, and then inquired of Lalia what she

intended to do? She had, of course, no money to pay the

people for keeping her, and the old custom of extending

hospitality to strangers had naturally died out since the

coming of the missionaries.

I had no other way of showing my gratitude than by

offering her money. This she refused, but said she would

be glad to get some clothes or material to make them. I

gave a native money, and sent him up to Lele*, where he

bought several dresses from Kitty of Ebon, and as she was

the same height and figure as Lalia, they fitted her capitally.

A couple of days after I had taken up my quarters with

the Captain she came to see me, and say good-bye. She

told me she was going to live at a village near Lele*, and

teach the Strong's Island women hat-making, at which she

was clever. She would stay there till she got tired of it.

I was sincerely sorry, and was not ashamed to show it,

"being weak from my wound," and hardly able to refrain

from tears. I felt quite pleased when the Captain came up
and shook her little hand warmly, telling her that she

really ought not to leave us. ''Mind, Lalia, come to me if

you are in any trouble, and I will see you righted," he said

in parting.
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"I know that, Captain! very well," she answered, looking

up with a strange, sorrowful look in her large bright eyes,
" but I must go now." Whereupon she walked slowly down

the beach, and getting into a canoe with two Kusaie

women, waved her hand and was soon out of sight.

I recovered slowly, but after a while was able to get about

and to take an inventory of the property saved, while the

Captain amused himself by overlooking the building of a

large oil-store. He had demanded an immediate payment
of two hundred and fifty thousand cocoa-nuts from the king,

as part indemnity for the property stolen by the natives

from the wreck. The king dared not refuse, and now a

huge pile of cocoa-nuts was accumulating near the oil-shed,

where the Pleasant islanders were daily scraping the nuts

and making oil. A number of butts had come ashore, which

were utilised for the oil, so that the village had already

gained a settled look. About this time the Captain gave

way to occasional bursts of passion, inflicting severe beat-

ings upon two of the traders, who had got drunk and were

careering about with rifles in their hands, threatening to

shoot any one that interfered with them.

He also accused' old Harry Terry of plotting with the

king, and a violent scene ensued. Some of the natives still

sided with their old master, and with knives and shark-tooth

daggers surrounded him, uttering cries of defiance at the

Captain.

I was in the big house when the row commenced, and saw

the excited savages running up to where the Captain and

old Harry stood. An encounter seemed imminent.

Boy George, with Nellie and the other women, now
rushed in and demanded of me to give them the Winchester

and Snider rifles, which stood ready loaded in a corner of

the house. But, knowing that the Captain was ready to

assert his authority without arms, I refused, and locking

them up in a trade chest sat down upon it. I knew that
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the first shot would be followed by a scene of bloodshed

and murder. George was persistent, saying the Captain

would be killed, but changed his tone when he walked in

unharmed, but with his fingers bleeding. Harry had given

in when he saw the Captain dart in amongst the natives

surrounding him, and knock two of the ringleaders down,
but denied that he had been plotting to usurp Hayston's

authority. A hollow reconciliation then took place, but

there was bad blood between them from that time. He told

me that I had done wisely in locking up the arms, and gave

me the key to keep, as I had, he confessed, shown more

prudence than himself. Then he sat down and began to

sing like a schoolboy on a holiday.

One day we took the boat and went up a creek flowing

into the harbour. We were the only men, as the crew

consisted of Ocean Island women and some of the girls from

the brig.

We were going to land them across the creek, where they

intended to construct a fish weir, as the harbour was a bad

place to fish in on account of the swarms of fierce and

daring sharks.

Among the girls in the boat were two from Ocean Island,

being of the party landed from the whaleships at Chabral

harbour. One of these was the new wife of the old convict

trader. She had come down on a visit, and kept us amused

with her descriptions of the orgies and drunken freaks of

the fierce old man, whose conduct had frightened no easy

matter all who came into contact with him.

As we crossed over the in-shore reef and got into the

channel of the creek, I saw a canoe with three figures in it

ahead of us, and told the Captain that I thought I recog-

nised Lalia. He said it was hardly possible, as she lived

six miles away on the coast, and was not likely to come

down here. At this mention of Lalia her successor looked

frightened, and said she would like to go back, but was
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overruled by the others, who laughed at her fears. After

rowing up the creek as far as the boat would go, the girls

got out, and the Captain and I took our rifles and started up
a spur in the mountain on the chance of getting a shot at

the wild pigs.

We struck into the dense woodland, and in a few minutes

the voices of the laughing girls sounded subdued and far

away. The gloom of the primeval forest seemed to be

deepened by the vast structure and domelike tops of the

mighty trees, whose thick branches formed an almost perfect

canopy, while underneath our footsteps fell soundless on the

thick carpet of rotting leaves.

Here the Captain and I took different routes, agreeing

to meet on the summit of the spur. As I walked along the

silence that enshrouded all things seemed to weigh heavily ;

the darkening gloom of the forest began to fill me with

childish fancies and misgivings. My nerves became strung
to such a pitch that the harsh croak of some brooding

frigate bird, or the sudden booming note of a wood pigeon,

set my heart bumping against my ribs with that strange,

undefined feeling which, if it be not premonition, is nearly

akin to it.

I had ascended half-way to the spur when I heard a shot.

Its prolonged and tumultuous echoes startled the denizens

of the forest, winged and quadrupedal, and as they died

away a wild chorus of shrieks and growls seemed to elec-

trify me into life. Waiting till silence resumed sway I

called aloud to the Captain. Far down below I heard his

answering call. Then he queried, "Have you shot any-

thing?"

"No, I have not fired."

"Quick," he shouted, "come down there's mischief

among the women."

Eushing down the leaf-strewn spur I soon joined him.

We ran together till we reached the boat. There a tragedy
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had been enacted. The girls were huddled up in the boat,

which was drifting about from bank to bank. As we
dashed through the scrub they pointed to a patch of green-

sward amongst the cocoa-nut trees, saying, "She is killed."

There, lying on her face quite dead, was the Ocean

Island girl with a bullet through her breast. The ball had

passed completely through her body, and though her limbs

were still quivering with muscular action, she must have

died in a few seconds after she was struck.

The girls told us that while they were making the weir

she had gone up to a pool of fresh water among the rocks

to look for fresh-water shrimps. A few minutes after they
heard a shot

;
she staggered forward and fell on her face

dead.

The Captain and I looked at one another. Each read the

thoughts that passed through the other's mind Lalia had

fired the shot ! But, calling the women out of the boat, the

Captain sternly forbade them to mention Lalia's name in

connection with the matter, and said that they must all keep
silence. A grave was hastily dug in the soft alluvial of

the shadowy forest glade, where the body of the poor girl,

wrapped in garments of her companions, was hastily buried.

I did not understand the meaning of the secrecy which

was evidently considered necessary, until the Captain told

me that as the girl was in his charge at the time of her

death, he would be held responsible, and that the uncertain

temper of her countrymen might at any time cause an

outbreak.

We returned to the boat, and the women, as we neared

the village, were instructed by the Captain to answer all

inquiries for the dead girl by saying she had disappeared.
Her countrymen took her departure very quietly, and came

to the conclusion that the evil spirits of the mountain had

carried her away, and their superstition forbade search.
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I cannot, even after the time that has elapsed, recall

without a pang of regret the total change in the Captain's

demeanour and conduct at this time. Some demon ap-

peared to have taken possession of him. His terrific bursts

of violence drove every soul away at times, none daring to

venture near him until he had cooled down except myself,

to whom he never addressed a harsh or angry word. One

day he declared that the men of the Leonora and some of

the Pleasant islanders were concocting a meeting, and I

was sickened and horrified at seeing three of each lashed

to cocoa-nut trees, while the huge figure of Antonio, the

black Portuguese, towered above the crowd as he flogged

them. The Captain stood by with a pistol in each hand

as, with a countenance blanched and disturbed with passion,

he ordered Antonio to lay it on well.

I went into the house and, sitting down, tried to think

out a course for myself. The Captain came in after a while

and, drawing a seat to the window, gazed moodily out upon
the sparkling, breeze-rippled sea. Then I knew that the

dark hour had passed, and that he would listen to reason.

"Captain," I said, "I can stay here no longer with you.
I am sick of seeing men flogged till their backs are like

raw meat, even though they are mutinous. If I thought

any words of mine would do good, I would earnestly beg
of you to adopt milder measures. Every day that passes

you run the gauntlet, so to speak, of these men's deadly

hatred, I know
;
for how can I avoid hearing the mutter-

ings and seeing the fierce glances of the people that you
are surrounded with foes, and that any moment may be

your last."

He placed his hand on my shoulder in his old way.

"True, my lad, true; but if they are dangerous to meddle

with, so am I. The white men, young Harry excepted,

would gladly see me lying out there on the sand with a

bullet hole in my skull; but, by ,
I'll shoot every
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mother's son of them if I detect any treachery. . . . And
so you wish to leave me?"

I considered a moment and then answered,
"
Sorry am I

to say it, but I do."
" Come out to the beach, my lad, and talk to me there.

This house is stifling; another month of this life would

send me mad."

We walked along the weather side for about a mile, then

seating ourselves on a huge flat rock, watched the rollers

tumbling in over the reef and hissing along the sand at our

feet. Hayston then spoke freely to me of his troubles, his

hopes, and disappointments, begging me to remain with

him going, indeed, the length of a half promise to use

gentler methods of correction in future.

I yielded for a time, but after another week the fights

and floggings, followed by threats of vengeance, com-

menced anew. Two incidents also, following close upon
one another, led me to sever my connection with the Cap-
tain finally, though in a friendly spirit.

The first was an attack single-handed upon the Kusaie

village of Utwe, driving the men before him like a flock of

sheep. Some who ventured to resist were felled by blows

of his fist. Then he picked out half a dozen of the young-
est women, and drove them to the men's quarters, telling

them to keep them till the husbands and families ransomed

them.

This was all because he had been told that Likiak Sa

had been to the village, and urged the natives to remove

to Lele, where a man-of-war wa.s expected to arrive

from Honolulu, and that Hayston dared not follow them

there.

The next matter that went wrong was that he desired me
to bring the trade books, and go over the various traders'

accounts with him.

One of these books was missing, although I remembered
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placing the whole bundle in the big chest with the charts

and chronometers. He declared that the loss of this book,

with some important accounts of his trading stations in

the Line and Marshall Islands, rendered the others value-

I felt aggrieved at the imputation of carelessness, and

having never since first I knew him felt any fear of ex-

pressing myself clearly, told him that he must have lost it,

or it would have been with the others.

Starting from his seat with his face livid with rage, he

passionately denied having lost it. Then he strode into

his room, and with savage oaths drove out the women,

cursing them as the cause of the brig's loss and all his

misfortunes.

The next moment he appeared with his arms full of

chronometers, and, standing in the doorway, tore the costly

instruments from their cases and dashed them to pieces on

the coral flagstones at his feet. Then, swearing he would

fire the station and roast every one in it, with his hands

beating and clutching at the air, his face working with

passion, he walked, staggering like a drunken man, to the

beach, and threw himself down on a boulder.

Three hours after, taking little Kitty and Toby with me,
I found him still there, resting his head on his hand and

gazing out upon the sea.

"Captain," I said, "I have come to say farewell."

He slowly raised his head, and with sorrow depicted on

his countenance, gave me his hand.

I pressed it and turned away. I packed up my belong-

ings, and then calling to Nellie, told her to give the Cap-
tain a note which I left on his table, and with a handshake

to each of the wondering girls, made my way through the

village, and thence to the bank of a lagoon that runs paral-

lel to the southern coast of Strong's Island. I knew that

I could walk to Coquille harbour in about a day, and
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thither I decided to go, as at the village of Mout dwelt a

man named Kusis, who had several times pressed me to

visit him.

It was a bright moonlight night, so that I had no diffi-

culty in making my way along the lonely coast. The

lagoon, solemnly still and silver-gleaming, lay between me
and the mainland. The narrow strip on the ocean side was

not more than half a mile wide
;
on the lagoon border was

a thicket well-nigh impassable.

The mood of melancholy that impressed me at parting

with a man to whom, in spite of his faults, I was sincerely

attached, weighed heavily. The deep silence of the night,

unbroken save by the murmuring plumes of the cocoa-nut

palms as they swayed to the breath of the trade-wind, and

the ceaseless plaints of the unresting surge, completed the

feeling of loneliness and desolation.

At length I reached the end of the narrow spit that ran

parallel to the lofty mainland, and found that I had to

cross over the reef that connected it to the main, this reef

forming the southern end of the lagoon.

The country was entirely new to me, but once I gained

the white beach that fringed the leeside of the island, I

knew that I need only follow it along till I reached the

village of Mout, about four miles distant from the end of

the lagoon. I hung my bundle across my Winchester and

commenced the crossing. The tide was out and the reef

bare, but here and there were deep pools through which I

had to pick my steps carefully, being confused besides by
the lines of dazzling moon-rays.
When nearly across, and walking up to my waist through

a channel that led between the coral patches, I saw a

strange, dark shape moving quickly towards me. "A
shark!" I thought, but the next minute the black mass
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darted past me at an angle, when I saw it was an innocent

turtle that was doubtless more frightened than I. After

this adventure I gained the white beach, which lay shining
like a silver girdle under the moon-rays, and flung myself
down on the safe yielding sand. The spot was silent as

the grave. The murmurous rhythm of the surf sounded

miles distant, and but rose to the faintest lulling sound, as

I made a pillow of my worldly goods and sank into dream-

less sleep.

It was the earliest dawn when the chill breath of the

land-breeze touched my cheek, and sent a shiver through

my somewhat exhausted frame. I arose, and looking

round found that I was not wholly alone: several huge
turtle had been keeping me company during the night,

having come ashore to lay their eggs. As soon as I stood

up they scrambled and floundered away in dire fright. I

felt badly in need of a smoke, but having no matches,

decided to eat something instead. I had not far to seek

for a breakfast. Picking up a couple of sprouting cocoa-

nuts from the ground, I husked them by beating them

against a tree-trunk, and made a much needed meal from

the sweet kernels.

Although I was still far from well, and the pain in my
side had returned with tenfold vigour, I felt a new-born

elasticity of spirit. The glow of the tropic sun lighted up
the slumberous main spread out in azure vastness before

me.

Shouldering my bundle and rifle, my sole worldly posses-

sions, except utterly valueless money and papers in the

Captain's care, I descended to the beach and walked along

in the hard sand. At about six o'clock I came abreast of

two lovely verdure-clad islets, rising from the shallow

waters which lay between the outer reefs and the mainland,

and I knew I must be near Mout.

Then I saw a canoe shoot out from the land about a quar-
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ter of a mile distant, with the native in it standing up
poling it along. The next bend of the beach brought me
in full view of the picturesque village. A loud cry of

wonder greeted me. The next moment I was surrounded

by smiling villagers. I felt a thrill of pride at the thought
that of all those who had been cast away in the Leonora,
none would have been welcomed so warmly as I was now

by those simple, kind-hearted people.
" Kusis' friend, Kusis' friend has come !

" the men
called aloud. Crowding around, and taking my rifle and

bundle from me, I was escorted to the farther end of the

village, where out of a pretty little house embowered in a

grove of palms, a man sprang out and fairly hugged me.

This was Kusis, in whose frank and open countenance

nothing but joyous welcome and boundless hospitality

could be read. Taking me by the hand, he led me inside.

My cares were over for the present, evidently.

Words of mine can but faintly describe the generosity
and kindness of these people to me during my lengthened

sojourn among them. The memory of the peaceful days
which I passed in that unknown, lovely village can never

be effaced.

Kusis, it seems, had often been to see me when I lay
sick at Utwe", and was unconscious of his presence. The

Captain and Lalia had told me of how he would come softly

into the house, bringing a present of fruit or fish for " the

sick white boy," as he called me. He would sit by my
side and gaze anxiously at me for hours at a time, always

questioning the Captain concerning me. When I got better

I had long chats with him, and to his inexpressible de-

light, gave him a shot gun which I had bought from the

carpenter for a pound of tobacco. He had no shot, but he

told me he could make some from strips of lead, and as

there was plenty of that from the wreckage that came

ashore, the Captain gave him as much as he could carry in
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the canoe, besides a large tin of powder and plenty of

caps.

He was a tall, large-framed man for a Strong's islander

magnificently built, and with a heart in proportion. His

wife Tulpe, and his only daughter, a little girl named

Kinie, made up the family. He evidently wished to com-

plete it by making me his son, for his sole aim in life

seemed to be to keep me with him.

Unlike the people of Utwe", the villagers of Mout were

utterly unsophisticated, besides being free from the cant

and hypocrisy that nearly always attaches to the native

character when they profess Christianity. No doubt this

was the result of their village being so distant from Lele",

where the natives were for ever chanting psalms and

hymns, and keeping the letter of the law, while at the

same time they departed as widely from the spirit as their

heathen forefathers had ever done.

After a while I received a letter from Captain Hayston,
and with it a large parcel. The letter ran as follows :

MY DEAR BOY. Have you entirely deserted me ? I hope not.

Come and see me again, even if you only stop a day : I miss you

greatly, and the evenings are very dull without you to talk to. I gave

that fellow Miles, the boatswain, a bad beating, and he has cleared

out to the mountains with the Pleasant islanders. Had you been here

you would have got him off. As it is, I have lost three men. Accept
the things I send. (The hat was made for you by a friend.) They
will do for presents for your Kusaie friends. Let me know when you
can come up, and I will send the whaleboat. Yours sincerely,

W. H. HAYSTON.

I sent back my thanks, saying that I would come and see

him, but should come overland, as the messenger was re-

turning in a canoe. Kusis put in two turtle as
"
present

for Captin."
I opened the parcel, which I found contained all sorts of

articles likely to be useful to me, with ten pounds of to-
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bacco, and a bag of small scarlet and white beads, the

delight of a Strong's Island girl's heart. Boiled up in a

native sash was a beautifully-made Panama hat. This

latter was a gift from Lalia, and at once excited the ad-

miration of Kusis and Tulpe, when they examined its tex-

ture. The childish delight of Kinie, when I gave her the

beads, gave me the greatest pleasure, and although her

father and mother looked with glistening eyes at the other

articles which I wished them to take, they firmly refused

the offered gifts, Kusis only taking a few sticks of to-

bacco, and his wife a silk handkerchief with some needles

and thread.

I was rapidly regaining my strength, now felt in much

higher spirits as I accompanied Kusis on his shooting and

fishing trips, returning home to the bright faces and wel-

coming smiles of his wife and daughter. After another

week Kusis and I set out to visit the Captain, who, though
I was thoroughly happy and contented with my new

friends, was never absent from my thoughts. He received

us with unaffected pleasure, and, calling his steward and

making us sit down to lunch, he gave me an account of

what had been doing since I had left.

The village had now a settled appearance, and the people

were all busy making 'oil, another two hundred and fifty

thousand cocoa-nuts having been paid by the king. The

Captain asked me if there were not a vast quantity of cocoa-

nuts at Coquille harbour, and on my assenting, said he

would send a gang of Pleasant islanders under Fiji Bill and

Antonio to live there, and collect the third part of the

indemnity another two hundred and fifty thousand cocoa-

nuts.

This I begged him not to do, pointing out the injustice

of such an action, inasmuch as the people of Coquille had

no hand in stealing the property from the brig, and it

would be cruel to make them pay for the misdoings of
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others. I told him also that at Coquille were situated the

largest taro and yam plantations, with the best turtle fish-

eries, that I was sure the natives would destroy the plan-

tations and abandon the villages if they had the savage

Pleasant islanders quartered upon them. Besides, we

might have to remain another eight or nine months on the

island before the whaling fleet called here again, and that

it was absolutely indispensable that he should be able to

command a supply of food to subsist nearly a hundred and

fifty people.

Kusis, who was seated on the mats near us, eagerly

watched the Captain. At length a look of content over-

spread his face as the Captain said he would not touch the

cocoa-nuts in Coquille harbour. To Kusis he said, "Tell

your people to have no fear as long as the king continues

to pay up, but once let me see any
'

soldiering,
7 or desire

to avoid paying the fine, I'll strip the island from Mount

Crozier to the reef."

Then we strolled to and fro on the Plaza, as we called

the local esplanade in front of the big house, and the Cap-
tain told me to come and look at his turtle pond, in which

were a number of green turtle, and also the two hawkbills

sent by Kusis.

I found that several of the traders had now openly broken

with him, and leaving their native following, had retired

to Lele, where they were under the protection of the king.

The number of girls in the big house had now increased to

nine or ten. At the time of my visit some were engaged
in weaving an immense mat to cover the whole floor, others

were drying and picking tobacco leaves for making cigars.

Two of the new arrivals, I could see, were native girls.

I asked the Captain what they were doing there. He an-

swered somewhat testily,
" Did I think they came to teach

Sunday-school?
"

I remained that night, and we spent a merry evening.
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In the morning, after a breakfast of turtle eggs and roast

pig, Kusis and I prepared to return.

The Captain urged me to go by way of Chabral harbour,

and pay my promised visit to the king.
" In that case I might let him know how his Majesty was

taking matters." Kusis also urged me to see the king,

who was anxious that I should spend a week with him.

We got a canoe to carry us across to the north arm of

the harbour, where I remained an hour or two with young

Harry, who had established quite a small village.

When we entered the fence surrounding his place, we
found him lying in a hammock, slung between two pan-

danus-trees, smoking his morning pipe, and having his hair

combed by two pretty little witches named Eosa and Taloe.

This was Harry's idea of island luxury. He always

alleged that sleeping gave him a headache, and that having
his hair brushed drove it away, particularly if the combing
was performed by the soft hands of one of his four houris.

He sprang up and welcomed me heartily, urging me to

stay all night. But I was anxious to get on. However,
I said I should be glad to see him at Mout, when he could

bring his family with him, and give them a week's feast

on pork and turtle.

Harry presently took me into a small room, saying,

"Look here!" The place was closely packed with liquor

in small kegs. These had been washed ashore, and he had

found them, only a few days since, high up in the man-

groves. The Captain told him to store it, as it was dan-

gerous stuff to bring to Utwe". The Pleasant islanders are

very fond of liquor, after imbibing which they always want

to fight and kill some one, and generally do.

We had a glass of grog together, after which I said good-

bye to the good-natured, handsome young trader and his

wives, whom he used to call the " Three Graces, with an-

other thrown in."
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Kusis and I reached the south side of Chabral harbour

about sunset. I was freshly enchanted with the loveliness

of the scene, accustomed as I had become to this paradisal

quarter of the globe. The trade-wind had died away, the

transparent waters of the harbour reflected in their blue

depths the tall shadows of the towering mountains that

overhung the harbour on three sides.

A canoe put across from the king's wharf when I fired a

shot to attract attention. So wonderfully clear was the

atmosphere, so unbroken the silence of the lonely bay,

that the quick
"
tweep, tweep

" of the paddle, as it struck

the water, reached our ears as distinctly as if the canoe

was but a few yards distant, instead of nearly half a

mile.

The old king received me graciously, but soon com-

menced a string of complaints, interlarded with Scripture

quotations rounded off by quaint oaths. He feared the

Captain greatly, and yet was anxious to keep up his

authority. Then, with every grievance that was laid be-

fore me, he drank a stiff glass of grog to wash it down

with, and insisted on my keeping him company.

Queen Se now came in, saying in her prettiest English,
" Oh ! you naughty boy ! Why you no come see king, see

me? Long time promise, but never come out. How you
bad pain side ? How many Strong's Island girl Captain

got now ? I never see man like that. Debil, I believe.

You got any wife yet ? "

I told the queen I was still unmarried, and thought I

should remain so.

" Oh ! no, you say so now. By and by get like Captain.

But don't you steal girl like him. You come to me ! I

pick you out nice girl. Cook, sew, make pyjamas ; very

pretty face too."

By this time old Tokusar was asleep, with his head on

the table, his inevitable Bible open at the*Psalms of David
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(printed in the Kusaie dialect) in the leaf of his armchair,

and the half-emptied gin bottle encircled by his left arm.

Queen Se was a tiny little creature very good-looking,

even at this time of her life being about five-and-twenty,

which is considered the passee period in Polynesia. She

was extremely vain, but had a quick perception of humour.

She and the Captain always got on famously together.

Drawing our chairs up to a side table, she brought me
a number of bound volumes of Leslie's Illustrated Paper,

sent to her by the queen of Hawaii.

While I looked at the pictures she plied me with ques-

tions, principally at random, about Captain Hayston, who,
I was not long in discovering, had been a former admirer.

Going into a side room, she unlocked a small box, and

brought me out a photo of a gentleman wearing a post-

captain's uniform in her Britannic Majesty's navy. "What
do you think of him ?

" she asked. "
Very, oh ! very hand-

some man that Captain Darner. Oh! that long time

ago. I love him; he love me too" and then, pointing

to poor old Tokusar,
"
King know all about it. He don't

like me to talk about Captain Darner. But, oh ! such hand-

some man ! He tell me I loveliest girl in all the world.

What you think yourself? What Captain tell you; he

think me pretty too ?
"

Her Majesty was an expert angler for flattery. I was

not indisposed to humour a pretty woman, and a queen,

and was evidently rising in her estimation. I resolved to

turn my good fortune to account, by inducing her to effect

a reconciliation between the king and the Captain, who
wanted the king to visit him at Utw, to see the wonderful

change he had effected there. He felt certain that, when
the king saw the magnitude of the station, knowing that

it must, sooner or later, come into his possession when he,

Hayston, left the island, he would forgive all that had

passed.



A KING AND QUEEN 179

Once the subject was broached I became an ardent advo-

cate for the Captain, and told the queen how anxious he

was to be on good terms with the king again. In fact, so

eloquent did I become, partly through the potency of the

schnapps of which I had partaken, that I represented the

Captain as devoured with grief at losing the king's and

her friendship.

The queen listened gravely, and then extending her

shapely hand, caught me by the ear, and laughed,
" Oh !

you bad boy! Captain Hayston think Tokusar old fool;

told me so plenty time. Well, never mind, I try make

everything all right."

The queen, as beseemed her, had a number of young
women with her, sitting round the sides of the great room.

Some were making the girdles that the Kusaie natives of

both sexes wear round the waist under their other gar-

ments. They are woven on an ingeniously constructed

loom, the banana fibres which form the material being
stained in various bright colours. These girls were sitting

in the manner peculiar to the Strong's Island women, with

their eyes cast down it being considered a boldness to

look at either the king or queen. When speaking to either

their eyes were always bent on the ground.

The king, being carefully placed on a cane lounge, a

meal was brought in. Both Kusis and I were presented
with food enough to last for a month. As the queen bade

me good-night she passed her arm round me, and tenderly

inquired,
" How my poor side feel ?

"
adding that I was

a very good boy, because I was kind to Strong's Island

man. She also informed me that I could kiss her, which

I did. Then putting the post-captain's photo in her bosom

she went to bed, finally telling me that she "will make

king friend once more with Captain."
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For the next six months I lived with the kind-hearted

Kusis, his wife, and little daughter. Except for an

occasional visit to the Captain or the king, nothing dis-

turbed the pleasing monotony of my existence.

Why Kusis should have taken such a violent and wholly
unreasonable attachment to me is a mystery I never could

unravel. Yet such is island life. And how strange it is,

and hard of comprehension ! Women take their fancies

here, as in other worlds (surely this is a world in itself,

distinct, mystic, unreal), but the extraordinary point in

the social system is, that men will, as a matter of mere

caprice, conceive the most ardent friendship for an utter

stranger. In pursuance of which passion they will enter-

tain him for any time which he likes to stay ;
will guide,

help, and defend him, risking, and indeed sacrificing their

lives for him in the most reckless and devoted manner.

Such was the deep and sudden affection of Kusis for me.

How he acquired it I don't in the least know. All my
personal property seemed to be mixed up with his. As

the weather was not favourable for attention to detail, I

preferred to leave things as they were. My life at this

time was chiefly uneventful. Yet it was not always so.

I was fishing one day near the end of the lagoon which

extends from Utwe" to the lee side of the island. After I

had anchored my canoe a very strange incident indeed

occurred.

The sun had just set, and I had cast out my hooks, and

was able to fill my pipe, when I saw two boatsful of Pleasant

islanders land on the narrow fringe of the north side of the

lagoon. There were about twenty men and seven or eight

women. I saw that they had with them a small keg, doubt-

less one of the kegs of rum which had been washed ashore,

and which they had discovered in the mangroves. A fire

was lit. The women began to sing and the men to dance
;

and as the fiery spirit was passed round in cocoa-nut shells
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to the men for the women touched none a wild orgie

began.

Suddenly bright flashes appeared from out the darkness

in the surrounding grove, and the reverberating echoes of

gun-shots pealed over the water, and ran far back, from

mountain, crag, and cave.

Three of the dancers fell, either killed or wounded.

Then the dark forms of their previously unseen enemies

appeared through the firelight. The white shells worn in

strings round their necks told me that they were Ocean

islanders, between whom and the Pleasant islanders feuds

were of common occurrence. Then began a bloody hand-to-

hand fight, the twilight silence being broken by yells of

rage and screams of mortal agony. When the Ocean

islanders were beaten off seven or eight bodies lay motion-

less on the ground.

I quietly pulled up the anchor, and let the canoe drift

towards the mainland. I did not care about visiting the

scene of the fight as I had no arms with me, and learnt by

experience the folly of meddling with the Pleasant islanders

when they were sober. When they were drunk I knew
that they would as soon cut my throat as not.

I mentioned this matter to the Captain on my next visit.

He told me with a grim smile that he knew there had been

a fight up the lagoon ;
so much the better, as he found the

Pleasant islanders harder to manage every day, and the

sooner their number was reduced the better.

One day, when Kusis and I were coming across the

lagoon with some pigeons I had shot, we met the Pingelap

girl, Peloa, paddling a canoe furiously, her plump face

showing great excitement. "She had been sent for us,"

she said, "by the Captain. There was a sail in sight.

I was to hasten back to Mout, where I would find a boat

outside the reef which he had sent down for me. I was to

try and board the ship, in case he could not do so from



182 A MODERN BUCCANEER

Utwe, and tell the master that a shipwrecked crew were

on the island."

Peloa hauled her canoe up on a little beach, and got in

with us. We three then paddled along till we got abreast

of the two islets near Mout. We then saw a whaleboat

coming round the point with a lug sail. She soon ran in

for me, and I found she was manned by Pleasant islanders,

who told me that the ship was coming round the point,

about three miles off the land.

There was a strong breeze, and we slipped through the

water at a great rate so as to meet the ship. As soon as

we cleared the point I saw her coming down before the

wind about two miles distant.

She was a large ship, and was running straight for us

with her yards squared. At first I thought she had seen

us, but she kept steadily on her course. Then I saw her

take in her light sails and heave to. Standing up in the

boat, I could distinguish a whaleboat under a fore and aft

sail close to her. Behind this boat were two others, which,

from their black paint and peculiarly-cut sails, I knew to

be those the Captain had at Utwe.

The ship lay to till the first whaleboat boarded her, and

then, to my great surprise, the yards were swung round, the

light sails again set, and she stood on her course, but kept

the wind more on her quarter so as to make the most of

the breeze.

By this time I had got almost within hailing distance of

the ship. She was deep in the water, and was, I supposed,

some coal-laden ship bound from New South Wales to

China, which had taken the outside or easier route to her

destination. When the whaleboat lowered her sail and ran

alongside, I saw that she was the king's new boat, and con-

tained but two men. These, my crew said, looked like the

two deserters from the St. George. As soon as they got on

board the boat was hoisted in without delay, and, as I have

said, the ship kept on her course.
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It was of no use attempting to overtake her, as she was

travelling now about twelve knots, so I signalled for the

other two boats, and they ran down after us till we got

under the lee of the land again in smooth water.

The men in these boats told me the following tale:

About daylight that morning the king's whaleboat, which

was anchored in Utwe harbour, was found to be missing.

The two deserters from the St. George were also gone.

Captain Hayston instantly offered to send his boat in pur-

suit of the runaways, and curiously, just as they were

being launched, there came a cry of " Sail ho." The Cap-
tain then saw the ship a long way off, and told the crews

to try and board her, and get her to run in close to the land,

and that he would then come off himself. In the mean
time he manned one of the trader's whaleboats with a

native crew, and sent her round to Coquille to pick me up,

as he fancied the ship would be easier boarded from there

than from Utwe'. The three boats left together, two stand-

ing right out to sea, and the other running down the coast

to pick me up.

When the two boats were within three miles of the ship,

they noticed the fore and aft sail of the king's whaleboat

showing up now and then as she rose and sunk again in

the heavy swell, and noticed that she was also heading to

meet the ship. The rest I had observed myself.
I suspected something from the manner of the coxswain

in charge of the king's two boats, but did not question him,
and telling him to give the Captain full particulars of our

endeavour to board the ship, I got ashore in a smooth part
of the reef, and walked back to Mout, where I found the

villagers in a great state of excitement, under the impres-
sion that I had gone away in the ship.

Hayston afterwards admitted that he had supplied the

deserters with sextant, compass, and chart, had also given
them provisions, and fifty dollars in money. They prom-
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ised him to make straight for Ponape", and wait there till

some Californian ship called, which they would endeavour

to charter, on the part of Hayston, to beat up to Strong's

Island, and take us all away to Providence Island. Barney
was a good navigator, and could he only have kept fairly

sober would have long since had a ship of his own. He

eagerly accepted the Captain's offer, and the next morning
the crew of the king's whaleboat found she had disappeared;

then followed the strange series of events by which Barney
and his mate got on board the ship and evaded pursuit.

Barney was a highly intelligent individual, as the sequel

will show, and was capable of making a rapid calculation

of probabilities. He afterwards visited Samoa, and gave

this account of his escape.

He said that when the Captain provided him with "a

jewel of a whaleboat," he honestly intended to fulfil his

promises. He lost some time in trying to persuade a native

girl named Luta to share his fortunes, but she was afraid

of a long voyage in a small boat. His pleadings, moreover,

were cut short by the Captain, who told him to hurry up,

and get out of the harbour before daylight.

As soon, then, as Barney sighted the ship a plan sug-

gested itself to him. Once on deck he introduced himself

to the Captain as "
Captain Casey," and said,

" For heaven's

sake, sir, don't delay another moment. There are two boat-

loads of bloody, cut-throat pirates coming after me, and they

mane to take the ship ! Have you never heard of <

Bully

Hayston'?"
The skipper had heard of him, things true, and untrue

likewise. Then Barney told him a tale of how the Leonora

had been wrecked on the island, and that ever since the

fierce Captain and crew had planned to cut off the first ship

that touched at the island that he (Barney) and his mate

had owned a small trading cutter, which Hayston had seized

two days ago but that he had managed to escape with
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one of his men, and thanked God that he was able to reach

the ship in time, and save every one's throat from being

cut.

The ship's captain took all this in; Barney's boat was

hoisted in, and the ship kept away. The two boats, with

their crews of excited natives yelling and shouting, gave
colour to Barney's narrative, and when he pointed to my
boat, and said,

"
Holy saints ! there's another of the vil-

lains coming out under the lee side with a boat-load of

pirates too," the captain's funk was complete. He landed

Barney and his companion at Ponape, and, purely out of

compassion, bought the king's whaleboat and her contents

for a hundred dollars, so that Mr. Barney landed there with

a hundred and fifty dollars in his pocket, and got a free

passage later on to Manila as a distressed American sea-

man.

The Captain took matters philosophically when the boats

returned, saying that he never had expected to see Barney

again. After which he resumed his oil-making and the

government of his "
kingdom by the sea " as usual.

As for me, my life was a quiet, deeply enjoyable one. I

began at times to doubt whether I should ever wish to

change it. But against this phase of lotus-eating content-

ment arose from time to time a haunting dread, lest by evil

chance I should ever sink down into the position of those

renegades from civilisation, whom I had known, in the

strange world of " The Islands," and as often pitied or de-

spised. In this Eobinson Crusoe existence I even felt a

mild interest in the three cattle that we had landed at

Utwe.

They had found their way over to the lee side of the

island, and made their way along the beach to Mout.

One day little Kinie met them, and, with hair flying loose

and eyes dilated in an agony of terror, fled wildly home.

She explained to me incoherently "that she had met three
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huge pigs, with long teeth growing out of their heads and

eyes as big as cocoa-nuts."

Kusis and I, with some natives, went out and found them

walking slowly along the beach. At the sound of my voice

they stopped and let me come up to them, smelling me all

over. I had only a mat round my waist, for my European
clothes were only worn on great occasions

;
but they evi-

dently knew me for a different being to those around them.

We drove them to a rich piece of meadow land, where they
remained during the rest of my stay on the island fat,

quiet, and contented.

Early one morning I made ready for a start back to Co-

quille harbour, and found Kusis awaiting me in the king's

courtyard.

Shortly after the queen came out and told me that I must

wait for breakfast, or the king would be offended. Old

Tokusar then appeared, none the worse for the night's

potations, and we sat down to a very good breakfast.

He told me that he had intended to go and see the Cap-
tain's village at Utwe", but that Likiak Sa had dissuaded him

by telling him that Hayston would seize and imprison him.

I assured the king that this was a pure invention, upon
which both he and the queen said they would take my word

before that of Likiak Sa, and from the kindness of the king
and his subjects at Chabral harbour, I felt certain that my
intercession with Hayston on behalf of the villages at

Coquille had placed me high in their regard.

The queen pointed to a pile of beautiful mats, quantities

of cooked fowls, pigeons, pork, fish, and fruit, which were

being carried in and deposited in the courtyard, telling me
that they were presents from the king and herself, and

would be taken down to Mout for me by native carriers.

As I was bidding my royal friends good-bye, promising



A KING AND QUEEN 187

to come and see them whenever I got tired of Mout, Kitty
of Ebon came in, and quite bore out the description Hay-
ston had given me of her remarkable beauty. She seemed

a very intelligent girl, and was much admired by the king,

who kept nudging me, and saying in his wheezy, croaking

voice,
"
Urn, ah! What you tink girl like that? "

He then fell into moody silence, upon which Queen Se

gave him a scornful glance, exclaiming, "For shame! old

man like you, sick all the time, look so much at young girl

like Kitty Ebon! Captain Hayston teach you all that."

I learnt from Kitty that Lalia was then at her house on

a visit, and, telling the king and queen of her kindness to

me when I was ill at Utwe", said I should like to go and see

her, as Kitty's house lay in the direction Kusis and I were

taking. The queen generously gave me a small work-box,
with the necessary fittings, which she said I could give to

Lalia. It was quite a handsome affair, and had been given
to the queen by a ship captain ;

but she had never used it.

Shaking hands with Tokusar and Queen Se, we set out on

our journey, Kusis leading the way, Kitty of Ebon and I

following, and the carriers in the rear.

Kitty was very lively, and startlingly simple in manner.

She made me laugh at her description of the flirtations of

Captain Hayston and the queen when he had visited

Strong's Island three years before in company with Captain
Ben Peese. For a missionary's housekeeper Kitty of Ebon

was something unique, and her lively sallies kept me
amused in her excellent English all the way. I was

pleased to see Lalia, who was looking as beautiful as

ever. Indeed, it was hard to say which was the hand-

somer, she or the hostess.

I gave her the work-box, which seemed to please her very
much. Then Kitty proposed a game of cards, saying it was

all right, as we need not play for money, and no one would

tell Mr. Morland. But I had to decline, and, saying good-
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bye to them with some regrets, I rejoined Kusis, much

wondering inwardly whether Lalia, with her sad, bright

eyes, soft voice, and gentle manner, could really have been

the perpetrator of the cruel deed in the mountain forest

of Utwe".



CHAPTER XII

"MY LORDS OF THE ADMIRALTY"

IN October I received another letter from the Captain,

asking me to meet him in Chabral harbour. He had become

so tired of waiting for a ship that he had decided to start

in a boat for Mille". He had effected a reconciliation with

the king, and was paying him a friendly visit. He meant

to arrange with him regarding the people and the manage-
ment of the station at Utwe* during his absence.

I left Mout at daylight, and, as I said good-bye to Tulpe*

and the little daughter, how little I thought that I should

never cross their hospitable threshold again!

Kusis came with me, and we took the route by the

weather side of the island, reaching Lele" in the afternoon.

On my way to the king's house we came across a number of

women catching shrimps in the rivulet that runs into

Chabral harbour, and among them were Kitty of Ebon and

Lalia.

These two called to us to stop, as they had news for me.

Coming out of the water, they threw off their wet clothes

and put on dry ones. Then the four of us sat down on a

low coral wall under the shade of some trees.

Kitty of Ebon began the conversation by saying that the

Captain had arrived the night before, and had a long talk

with the king, whom he told that he was going to try and

reach Mille in the largest of the ship's boats, though he

would have to contend against the north-east trades the
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whole way. He wished the king to become responsible

for the management and safety of the station of Utwe.

This the king didn't see his way to do, as he could never

control the Pleasant islanders. The remaining white men
at Chabral harbour would regain their control over them as

soon as Hayston had left; that it was not wise of the Cap-
tain to attempt to reach Mille".

He also showed great fear of being punished if the Cap-
tain came back and found his station pillaged.

Kitty of Ebon, who was present at the interview, further

narrated that the king, finding that Hayston was bent on

setting out for Mille", made another proposal to the Captain,

who had accepted it on the condition that I would concur.

This was that all the oil, boats, and stores, with the women,
should be conveyed to Chabral harbour and put under the

king's protection, who professed then to be anxious that I

should come and live with him in case the traders made an

attack on him, and tried to seize the property or carry off

the women.

Both Kitty and Lalia urged me not to do this, for, they

said,
" as soon as the Captain goes away there will be fight-

ing here; the king is weak, and the traders do not fear

him. Besides, they are plotting with Likiak Sa, the mis-

sionary, who has promised them to win the king over.

They say that you and Black Johnny are the only two men
that will stand by the Captain's property when guns and

knives are out, as young Harry is to stay at Utwe" till the

Captain returns."

I inquired of the girls what the traders proposed doing

with me?
"Shoot you, Black Johnny, and young Harry. Then,

when the Captain is once away, they will be strong enough,

and the king will not interfere with them."

Lalia then told me that one of the trader's wives had told

her that they had arranged to have us three shot by some
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of their natives as soon as the Captain had left for Mille.

The girls again urged me not to comply with the king's

request, and to dissuade Hayston from his intended voy-

age. Indeed, they tried to prevent me from going to the

king at all, Kitty urging me to come to her house, and

write a letter to the Captain asking him to meet me
there.

The thought of the Captain being a victim, as well as

myself and young Harry, to such treachery decided me in

an instant, and breaking away from the women, Kusis and

I soon reached the king's house.

The traders who were living at Chabral kept carefully

within doors. When I reached the courtyard of the king's

house I found no one there but His Majesty and Likiak Sa

engaged in earnest conversation. The native missionary

glanced uneasily at me, and I at once opened out on him by

calling him a treacherous dog, striking him at the same

time, and threatening him with the Captain's vengeance.

He picked himself up and left.

"Where is the Captain?" I said to the king.

"In my oil-shed," he answered in a troubled voice.

But I said nothing to him, and, finding Hayston, shortly

made him acquainted with what I had learnt from Kitty of

Ebon. His face darkened as he strode off to the king.

At that moment the natives called out that there was a

vessel in sight, upon which he turned back, and together we
walked to the beach in time to see a fine fore and aft

schooner sailing in, which Hayston declared was the

Matautu, belonging to Captain Warner.

"He would never have ventured in if he knew I was

here," quoth the Captain grimly; "and if I had a few of

my boys he'd never go out again, unless the schooner had a

new master."

I reasoned with him against the folly of such an action,

when he said that he would use fair means at first, and
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would try and charter the Matautu. He then went to

the king, and I could see meant mischief. I was glad

to notice the traders getting into canoes and making for

the schooner, where they no doubt thought they would

be safe, as Hayston had only two native boys with him,

and would hardly attempt to tackle the schooner single-

handed.

Likiak Sa was again with the king when we returned.

However, he ran away at once, narrowly missing a chair

which the Captain threw at him. Old Tokusar seemed

scared, as he watched the Captain's darkening face. He

inquired in a shaking voice, "Why you so much angry?"

"Because," answered the Captain, "the men who have

been living on my food have been plotting against me, and

that scheming missionary is at the bottom of it; but look

you, King Tokusar, and mark my words well ! If I suspect

you, too, I will burn your house and town, and drown you
like a rat in your own turtle pond!

"

"Captain," I said, "what folly! You are here almost

alone, and all but in the power of your enemies. Return to

the boats and get back to Utwe"."

He calmed down almost immediately, and said he would

see Captain Warner. He asked me to come with him. I

mentioned the fact of the traders being on board the ship,

and urged him to be cautious.

We got in the boats, and pulled towards the schooner.

Before we were half-way across the Captain laughed con-

temptuously, and pointed to the traders, who were already

leaving the schooner's side in canoes, and making rapidly

for the western side of the harbour.

Captain Warner seemed under great excitement when

we stepped on deck, but the cordial manner of Hayston's

greeting at once reassured him, so that we were received

most politely and asked below.

Captain Warner seemed so intensely amiable that I
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could hardly help laughing, and as he kept his glass con-

stantly filled, or rather emptied, his amiability increased

proportionately.

In the course of conversation a discussion arose as to

some business transactions with Hayston while we were at

Ponape, and the skipper laughingly remarked that he had

over-reached him in the matter. The Captain, who was

now perfectly calm, gave a pleasantly-worded denial, and

said, "No, Captain Warner, I think my supercargo must

have got to windward of you there."

A quarrel ensued forthwith. The burly skipper became

offensive, and it ended in^our agreeing to meet with pistols

on the beach at daylight next morning.

However, at dawn the Matautu had towed out with the

first breath of the land-breeze, and was already outside

the passage standing to the westward. So the duel did not

come off. I honestly think the skipper was not afraid,

but I suspect he decided not to risk another encounter with

Hayston, and so thought discretion was the better part of

valour.

Next day we again heard the stirring cry of
"
Sail ho !

"

The new arrival was the Morning Star from Honolulu,
from which about ten o'clock landed the Eev. Mr. Mor-

land a portly, white bearded old gentleman, who at once

made his way to his residence, while the Captain and I

returned to South harbour. Kusis went home, with a

promise from me to follow him next day, the honest fellow

begging me to delay as little as possible.

It was dark when we started, and a fierce black squall

struck us just after we got out of the passage, nearly cap-

sizing the boat. The Captain thought we had better return,

but I was anxious to get back to Mout, and said I was sure

the squall would not last. So we reefed the sail and dashed

out to sea close-hauled, for the squall came from the west-

ward, and was dead against us. However, the wind con-
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tinned to increase, and the little boat shipped two or three

heavy seas. So we agreed to turn back.

We went abont in a hill, and had made the entrance to

the passage, as we thought, when the Captain called out,
" Look out ! here comes a sea !

"

Looking back, I saw a huge black roller almost on top of

us. The next minute I felt we had touched. I shouted,

"By Jove! we're not in the passage at all it's only a

creek in the reef. Jump out, quick !

"

We all sprang out of the boat on to the jagged coral, then

the waves, poised high in air, dashed down upon us, and

we were all washed clear over into a pool of smooth water.

The boat was capsized, and with broken masts and oars

gone, was swept in far ahead of us, till she disappeared in

the darkness. We clung to the reef as best we could, and

succeeded in reaching a coral
" mushroom " that was just

awash. "We'll be all right here," said the Captain, in his

cool, cheerful way; "are you boys all right?" the two

native boys were, like ourselves, cut about the arms and

legs by the coral. But they thought nothing of that.

What they dreaded were the sharks I

Fortunately the tide was falling, and the coral knoll was

gradually showing more of its surface above the water.

Otherwise none of us would have reached the shore; for

in these deep water passages the sharks literally swarm.

A sea occasionally broke close to us, but not with suffi-

cient force to wash any of us away. Suddenly the Captain

said, "Boys, I see some people fishing ashore with torches,"

and he gave a resounding hail. An answer came back, and,

what was more to the purpose, a canoe, in which we were

rescued from our precarious position and taken ashore.

The boat was searched for, and found drifting out to sea.

But as long as I live I shall never forget the horrible feel-

ing of standing on that coral knoll, in the wave-washed

darkness, knowing that if we were once dislodged there was
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no chance of escaping the sharks. We were all good swim-

mers, but the Kusaie natives told us that the passage of

Chabral harbour was swarming with the dreaded reef-shark,

that seeks its prey, chiefly turtle, in the foam and swirl of

the breakers on the reef. We slept that night in a native

house, some distance from the village of Lele, and at day-

light proceeded along the beach to the king's house. The
old king did not appear; the queen was very hospitable to

us, but seemed nervous and constrained in her manner to

the Captain. Once when I was standing apart from him,
she said in a low tone that I had better return to Mout,
where I would be safe, adding,

" Don't stay along with Cap-
tain. Man-of-war come from Honolulu to take him away.

By and by I tell him."

I afterwards regretted that I did not attach more impor-

tance to her warning, and tell the Captain; subsequent
events showed that both the king and queen had been in-

formed by Mr. Morland of the impending arrival of a man-

of-war, which had been searching for Hayston for months

previously. Later in the day, while the Captain was

superintending repairs to the boat, Mr. Morland and the

native colleague were announced. The white missionary

requested to see the Captain. I may mention, that during
our cruise to the north-west in the Leonora we had occa-

sionally met with the missionary brig, Morning Star, and

had been visited by Mr. Morland once or twice.

On this occasion he met us with the usual smile and out-

stretched hand.
" How do you do, Captain Hayston? I am glad very

glad to see you, and yet sorry; for you have my sincere

sympathy for the loss of your beautiful vessel."
" Morland !

" came the quick reply,
"
you know you are

lying most infernally. You are no more pleased to see me
than I am to see you. Our interests are too antagonistic for

us to take kindly to each other. So let us at least be candid !

"
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" Oh ! Captain Hayston !

"
rejoined Mr. Morland,

"
you

terribly unkind man ! Why must you hate the poor parson

so? Oh! my friend, my countryman, let us shake hands

as fellow-Christians should do when they meet in these

lonely, beautiful spots of G-od's bright universe !

"

Hayston smiled, but if he had but known that Mr. Mor-

land was, even then, anxiously looking for the tall spars

of one of Her Majesty's warships, and had actually been in

communication with her captain a few days previously, he

would possibly have half-strangled his pleasant-mannered
visitor then and there.

After a short chat the missionary returned to the king's

house with the Captain, while I busied myself with the

repairs of the boat, when the startling cry of "
Sail ho !

"

rang through the quiet village. I ran up to the king's

house, and found the Captain in the courtyard playing a

game of dominoes with Queen Se.

The missionary and Likiak Sa were just coming out from

an interview with the king. The air of exultation on their

faces as they saw the natives hurrying to and fro at the

cry of " Sail ho !

" struck me at once.

The Captain sprang up at once,and said, "Let us take the

boat and go out to her, she may want a pilot
"

;
and we

walked through the house to the stone wharf that abutted

on one side of the king's establishment. We jumped into

the boat, and with a crew of four natives pulled quickly

out of the passage. On gaining the open we could see no

sail, and concluded that the ship must be coming round the

north-eastern side of the island, where she had been sighted

by the natives. We then set sail, and commenced beating

to windward, and about half-an-hour afterwards, as the

little boat rode on the swell, we got a sight of the lofty

masts and square yards of a man-of-war under steam, as

she rounded the high land on the north-east side of the

island.
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With a sudden exclamation the Captain stood up and

gazed at the steamer. He then seated himself and seemed

lost in thought. The great vessel came steadily on, then

altered her course by a couple of points, and steered in the

direction of the passage. I could see that she was under a

full head of steam, and was travelling at a great rate. A
volume of thick smoke was issuing from the yellow funnel,

and as there is always a heavy sea off the windward side of

Strong's Island she rolled tremendously, the water pour-

ing from her black painted sides in sheets.

The Captain watched her intently.
" That's a man-of-

war, Hilary! and a Britisher too," he said. "Though she

may be an American the Portsmouth or the Jamestown;
I can't tell with that smoke blowing ahead of her. If she's

an American cruiser, she'll take me prisoner right enough.
It's no use attempting to escape now. It's too late; I must

take my chance. In that case you must get away to Utwe
as quick as possible, and do the best you can with the

station and the people. You know where the money is

stowed away, and what to do with it if we are fated not to

meet again."

As he said these words the smoke cleared away from the

cruiser, and we had a splendid view of her as she rose

majestically to a heavy sea, and fell gracefully into the

trough again.
"A Britisher, by !

" exclaimed the

Captain, "and a beauty too; give way, my lads, she's

stopped her engines. Let us get aboard, and I'll soon learn

what's in store for me."

In order that it may be understood what reason the Cap-
tain had for these strong suspicions of arrest and impris-

onment, I will here make quotation from the Queensland

Government Gazette, an official journal of severely correct

character, which, like "the Apparatus, cannot lie."
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COLONIAL SECRETARY'S OFFICE,

BRISBANE, 2Qth August 1875.

His Excellency directs the subjoined circular despatch received

from the Secretary of State for the Colonies, together with the en-

closed correspondence with the Board of Admiralty, respecting the

proceedings in the South Seas of W. H. Hayston, a United States'

subject, and master of the American brig Leonora, to be published

in the Gazette for general information.
A. MACALISTER.

The Admiralty to the Colonial Office.

ADMIRALTY, 12th January 1875.

SIR, I am commanded by the my Lords Commissioners of the

Admiralty to transmit herewith, for the information of the Earl of

Carnarvon, a letter and its enclosures from Commodore Goodenough,

Senior Naval Officer of the Australasian Station, reporting the pro-

ceedings of W. H. Hayston, a citizen of the United States, and mas-

ter of the late American brig Leonora. It is requested that these

papers be returned in order that they may be sent to the Foreign

Office. I am, etc.

(Signed) ROBERT HALL.

The Under Secretary of State,

Colonial Office.

Admiral Cochrane to the Admiralty.

Repulse AT CALLAO, 28th February 1875.

SIR, I have the honour to forward for the information of their

Lordships a copy of correspondence which I have received from

Commodore Goodenough, commanding the Australian Station.

2. The correspondence has reference to the very irregular conduct

of a master of a trading brig lately wrecked. The master is believed

to be an American.

3. Commodore Goodenough requested that the documents contain-

ing evidence tending to substantiate the charges against the said mas-

ter should be forwarded to the American admiral commanding the

North Pacific Station. The islands where the occurrences referred to

took place are not included in the Pacific Station. I am, etc.

(Signed) A. A. COCHRANE.
Bear Admiral and Commander-in-Chief.
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H.M.S. Repulse j

CALLAO, 28th February 1875.

SIR, I have the honour to forward for your perusal copies of cor-

respondence I have received from Commodore Goodenough in com-

mand of H.M. ships on the Australian Station, relative to the highly

irregular proceedings of a master of a vessel trading among the South

Sea Islands. He is believed to be an American citizen.

I should be much gratified if circumstances enable you to cause

inquiry into the subject of the charges enumerated. I have, etc.

(Signed) A. A. COCHRANE.
Bear Admiral and Commander-in-Chief.

Circular.

DOWNING STREET, 13th May 1875.

SIR, I have the honour to transmit to you copies of a correspond-

ence with the Board of Admiralty respecting the proceedings in the

South Seas of W. H. Hayston, a United States' subject, and master of

the late American brig Leonora. In connection with the lawless con-

duct of Hayston, as reported in the papers now transmitted, I beg to

refer you to my predecessor's Circular Despatch of 22nd December

1875, relating to the proceedings in the case of the Atlantic, and I

desire to express my entire concurrence in the hope expressed by
Lord Kimberley, that no opportunity may be lost of bringing the man
to trial. I have, etc.

CARNARVON.
To the Officer administering the

Government of Queensland.

Proceedings of H.M.S. Rosario in the South Sea Islands. Criminal

acts of Mr. W. H. Hayston, master of the brig Leonora.

H.M.S. Pearl, 16th November 1874.

SIR, I have the honour to enclose for the information of the

Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty, a Keport and various papers

furnished to me by Commander Dupont of H.M. S. Rosario, concern-

ing a Mr. William H. Hayston, master of the late American brig

Leonora.

2. This Mr. Hayston has long been known among the Pacific

Islands as a collector of produce, and has the reputation of defraud-
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ing natives and lifting produce collected by other traders. He has

been spoken of in correspondence between this and the Chinese Sta-

tion as "the notorious Captain Hayston," but hitherto no evidence on
which he could be convicted of any piratical act has been brought
before me.

3. It seemed possible that Commander Dupont, while cruising in

H.M.S. Rosario among the Gilbert and Ellice Islands, and watching
the labour traffic, might be able to gather some evidence which would
enable him to detain this person, who is doing much harm among
the islands. A copy of my orders to Commander Dupont is enclosed.

4. Commander Dupont seems only to have obtained the evidence

which he desired against Hayston after he had learned of his escape,

and he is satisfied from inspection of Hayston's papers that he is an

American citizen.

5. Commander Dupont brought away with him from Strong's
Island the crew of Hayston's vessel, the Leonora, which was wrecked

there in March last, and also one Hilary Telfer, who had proceeded
from Samoa to Mille as supercargo of a vessel called the E. A. Wilson,

and belonging to the sons and daughters of Mr. Wilson, H.M. Consul

from Samoa.

6. This Mr. Telfer carried with him from Samoa orders from

Mr. Wilson to put the E. A. Wilson and the cargo into Hayston's
hands to be sold, and in course of business appears to have become so

mixed up in Hayston's affairs, that the latter made him his agent and

entrusted him with letters to all his subordinate agents, informing
them that he had been seized by the Rosario for conveyance to

Sydney.

7. I was in Samoa in H.M.S. Pearl in November 1873. The
ketch E. A. Wilson was then there under repairs. Mr. S. D. Wilson

told me nothing of his intentions regarding the vessel, but gave me
to understand that Mr. Hayston was a great rascal, who had cleverly

outwitted all inquiries. He offered to obtain evidence from a half-

caste, and at my desire took the statements (which proved valueless)

on oath. Yet on December 3, 1873, he enters into communication

with this man, against whom he had pretended to give me information.

8. I consider the whole affair as most unsatisfactory, even regard-

ing Mr. Wilson as a trader. In the position of Her Majesty's Acting

Consul, I consider that he has been guilty of improper behaviour, ren-

dering him unworthy to occupy such a position. The desirability of

appointing a non-trading Consul in Samoa has already been pointed
out by both myself and my predecessor on this Station.
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9. The papers I enclose concerning Hayston will illustrate the life

of a modern South-Sea filibuster. I have the honour to be, your
obedient servant,

JAMES G. GOODENOUGH,
Captain and Commodore, 2nd Class,

Commanding Australian Station.
To the Secretary.

Enclosure No. 2.

H.M.S. Bosario,

AT SEA, Lat. 2 26' N., Long. 167 19' E.,

IQth October 1874.

SIR, With reference to Mr. Hayston, master of the American

brig Leonora, I beg to forward the following statement of facts rela-

tive to him that I have been able to collect among the different islands

visited during my present cruise :

1. There can be no doubt but that Mr. Hayston is a shrewd, un-

principled man, who has committed acts of violence towards the

natives, and been guilty of unjustifiable acts towards other persons.

Yet, so greatly has his name got to be feared, by both natives and

white men on the islands, that, though it was evident that at nearly

all the islands I visited he was well known, it was impossible to find

out much about him.

2. With respect to Mr. Dunn's business, what evidence I could get

was mainly in Hayston's favour, and tended to show that Dunn's

agents had sold the trade to Hayston instead of his taking it. This is

certainly the case as regards an Englishman named George Winch-

combe, whom I found living on Nukufutau, one of the Ellice group.

He himself stated to me that he left Sydney with Dunn, in the under-

standing that he was to be found at a station on one of the islands.

He complained that Dunn treated him badly on board, and eventually

sent him on shore on the island of Apaiari (Gilbert group) to collect

trade. He was dissatisfied with his life, much in dread of the natives,

and on Hayston's coming there in the beginning of 1873, he begged
him to take him off the island, and offered to sell him all the trade he

had collected. Hayston accordingly took him. At another island,

Tarawa, the only white resident had heard that some trade had been

removed by Hayston, but was not on the island at the time. At other

islands I heard things relative to Dunn's property, but could get

nothing but hearsay evidence. I could not find a single individual,

either white or native, who could furnish me with any positive evi-

dence or proof against Haystoii.
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On entering Chabral harbour (Strong's Island) Mr. Hayston, as

I have reported in my letter of proceedings, came out to meet the

ship in a boat. He told that his vessel had been wrecked in South

harbour of the island on the 15th of March this year, since which date

he had been living on shore collecting oil.

Mr. Morland, an American missionary, who had just arrived from

Ebon Island, and numerous white men the late crew of the Leonora

were also there. A schooner under the German flag, Mr. Miller

an Englishman master, lay in the harbour. I commenced making

inquiries as quietly as possible about Hayston, but here, as at other

places, I met with disinclination from all traders to tell me anything

they might know; Mr. Miller, though hinting that Hayston had

robbed him not long since, would at first say nothing, nor was it till

after considerable persuasion and the delay of some days that I got

the enclosed statement, with the various witnesses in the matter,

from him.

But as he was sailing under German colours, I could not believe

my duty was to do more than receive the statements and forward it

through you to the German Consul in Sydney.

Hayston, apprised by some of the crew of the inquiries that had

been made, left the island in a boat on the night of the 27th. His

design was, I believe, either to make the island of Ascension or that

of Pingelap. At their own request, and also considering it a good

thing for the island to be rid of them, I took five of the crew of the

Leonora on board for passage to Sydney, and also one other person

who had been a passenger on board, and also, from what I could hear,

a great friend of Hayston. This Hilary Telfer was the person who
had been sent by Mr. Wilson, British Consul at Samoa, as supercargo

of the ketch that I met at Mille", but leaving his charge there, had

gone to sea with Hayston and been with him since January. I deemed

it advisable that he should be removed, there being no chance of his

getting back to Mille
1

from Strong's Island, and also because the chief

particularly desired his removal, as being likely to stir up trouble in

the island. These six persons are now on board.

I visited Mr. Hayston' s residence at South harbour
;
he had made

a regular settlement of it, and had collected a large quantity of oil.

No less than five young women were living in his house, who had all

with one exception been living on board the Leonora. That vessel

was sunk in fourteen fathoms, her topmast head a few feet above

water.

The first mate I left on the island, recommending him to take
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charge of Hayston's property. The second mate, William Hicks, ran

away into the bush and couldn't be found, otherwise I should have

taken him to Sydney with the others. Thinking the case over quietly

afterwards, I cannot see how I could have arrested Hayston. It is,

therefore, with great regret that I am obliged to report my failure to

collect sufficient evidence against him to warrant my doing so. The

case of Mr. Dunn must have failed from want of such evidence. I

have, etc., etc.

A. E. DUPONT,
Commander.

To Commodore J. G. G-oodenough,

H.M.S. Pearl.

Enclosure No. 13.

MESSRS. MILLER AND WARNE TO MR. HILARY TELFER, SUPERCARGO.

DEAR SIR, You will proceed from hence to Mille, Mulgrave Island,

for the purpose of selling the ketch A. E. W. You will find Captain

Hayston there waiting for you, so you will please consult with him, as

he is acquainted with the people who wish to purchase the ketch.

Try to obtain oil or copra to the amount of .500 for her. Ship what-

ever produce you may get on board the Leonora, and get Captain

Hayston to sign bills of lading. Do not sell the chronometer unless

you get a good price for it. Sell the few things you take to the best

advantage. None of the Samoans are to remain, but to come back to

Apia. Have the ketch painted at Mille. Wishing you a prosperous

and speedy voyage, we are, etc.,

(Signed) MILLER AND WARNE.

Enclosure No. 15.

KNOW all men by these presents that I, William Henry Hayston,
Master mariner, now residing on Strong's Island, in the North Pacific

Ocean, have made, constituted, and appointed Hilary Telfer, of Syd-

ney, New South Wales, at present residing on this island of Kusaie

(or Strong's Island), to be my true and lawful agent for me, and, in

my place and stead, to enter into and take possession of my station

situated at Maloe, near the village of Utwe, South harbour, on the

above-named island. Also all my oil, casks, tobacco, and other trade

which may be on said station. Also boats, canoe, pigs, fowls, posses-

sions all and everything, whether of value or not, together with my
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furniture and private effects, and to take full charge of all my business

on the above-named island during my trip to the eastward.

(Signed) W. H. HAYSTON,
In the presence of the undersigned witness,

this 19th August 1874.

(Signed) CHARLES ROBERTS.

Enclosure No. 16.

MEMORANDUM OF INSTRUCTIONS FOR MR. HILARY TELFER.

SIR, As I am about to leave Strong's Island, and have given you

power to act on my behalf, I wish you to close up all my affairs in the

best manner you can. You will look after the property I leave behind,

and dispose of it to the best advantage. Out of the remainder of the

oil you can pay yourself for the chronometer, and Mr. Harry Skillings

for the trade I had from him. Sell the balance, including the large

cargo-boat, as soon as an opportunity offers. Anything left over you
can give to the people that have been kind to you, and the natives.

Out of the proceeds of the sale you can pay for the passage of my
natives to Samoa, if they want to go there. If not, see them back on

their own island, or on some of the Kingsmill group, that they may
get with their own country people.

My native boy Toby I wish you to take to Samoa, and look after

him as well as you can
;
also Kitty, as they have no father or mother.

Both were given to me by the king of Hope Island. The stores I left

behind are for you and the natives to live on till you can get away.
Be careful of the little trade I leave you, as the Strong's islanders

want payment for everything you get of them to eat. You will also

bear in mind that the king owes me 12,100 cocoa-nuts, the balance of

the 48,000 that he agreed to pay me for the property stolen by the

Strong's islanders at the time of the loss of the brig.

I write an accompanying letter to each of my agents. You will

have to settle with them by their own accounts, as my trade-book was

lost, as you know. The balance, after paying for your own passage

and expense, you can hand over to my agent at Samoa. Wishing

you a safe arrival there and every success, I remain, yours in good

faith,

(Signed) W. H. HAYSTON.
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Circular.

DOWNING STREET, Blst May 1875.

SIR, With reference to my circular despatch of 13th instant, I

have the honour to transmit to you the accompanying copy of a note

addressed by the Due de Decazes to Her Majesty's Minister at Paris,

in consequence of the communication on the subject of the lawless

proceedings of W. H. Hayston in the South Seas, which the Earl of

Derby caused to be made to the French Government, also those of

Germany and the United States. I am, etc., CARNARVON.

The Officer Administering

the Government of Queensland.

THE Due DE DECAZES TO MR. ADAMS.

(Copy.)

PARIS, le 10 mai 1875.

M. LE MINISTRE, J'ai porte a la connaissance de mon collegue

les informations que vous m'avez fait 1'honneur de me transmettre,

relativement a un personnage dangereux, du nom de Hayston, qui se

serait signale par de nombreux actes de depredation dans les lies de

POce'anie. M. PAmiral de Montaigne re'pondant a ma communication

m'aunonce qu'il signalera par le premier courier cet individu au

Commandant en Chef de notre division navale dans POcean Pacifique.

H adressera en outre a M. PAmiral Kebout les instructions neces-

saires pour que ce filibustier soit surveille de pres et mis, le cas

e'che'ant, hors d'etat de poursuivre son Industrie criminelle. Agreez,

etc.,

(Signed) Due DE DECAZES.
M. Adams.



CHAPTEE XIII

H.M.S. ROSARIO

As we pulled up alongside we saw her bulwarks forward

crowded with the blue-jackets. The Captain's quick eye,

which nothing escaped, detected among them the bronzed

faces of Dan Gardiner and another trader whom he had

left at Providence Island.

"She's come to take me, sure enough," he said to me.
" The moment I looked at those two fellows they dropped
back out of sight. Never mind, come aboard and I'll see

it through."

As soon as we gained the deck he advanced towards a

group of officers standing on the quarter-deck, and, raising

his hat, said, "Good morning, gentlemen. I am Captain

Hayston of the brig Leonora, cast away on this island in

the earlier part of the year."

There was a moment's silence; then a tall man, the

captain of the cruiser, stepped out from the others, sur-

veyed Hayston from head to foot, and said, "Oh, ah, in-

deed! then you are the very man I am looking for. This

is Her Majesty's ship Rosario, and you are a prisoner, Mr.

Hayston!"

Hayston simply bowed and said nothing, retiring to the

port side, where he was placed under the charge of the

sergeant-major of marines, who, as also all others on board,

looked with intense curiosity at the man of whose doings

they had heard so much in their cruises in the Pacific

Ocean.
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The man-of-war captain then demanded my name, after

which I was considerably staggered by the announcement

that he had instructions to apprehend me on the charge of

stealing the ketch E. A. Wilson, the property of Messrs.

Miller and Warne of Samoa.

Hayston at once came forward, and, addressing the cap-

tain, said that I had simply brought that vessel to him at

Mille", and could produce written instructions from the

owners to hand the vessel over to him. To this no answer

was returned, and silence was maintained, for the Rosario

was now entering the passage, and so interested was I at

the novel surroundings of a man-of-war under steam, and

so lost in admiration of the perfect discipline on board,

that for the time being I forgot that the Captain of the

Leonora was a prisoner, and that I was also apprehended
on a serious charge.

Slowly and gracefully the great ship steamed through the

passage, and brought up within a cable's length of the

king's wharf, where the anchor plunged below to its

resting-place on the coral bottom. No sooner had the

man-of-war come to anchor than Mr. Morland and the

native missionary, who followed him like a shadow, came

on board, and were received by Her Majesty's representa-

tive. A consultation took place, after which I was sepa-

rated from my companion, and, without being able to

exchange a word of farewell, was hurried down to the gun-
room. As I placed my foot on the ladder leading to the

"'tween decks" I turned. He waved his hand to me in

farewell. We never met again !

While I was detained in the gun-room a midshipman
told me that Captain Hayston had been permitted to go on

shore, under the charge of an officer, to collect his personal

effects and write letters, as he had been informed that I

would not be permitted to have any further communication

with him.
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The midshipman said that Mr. Morland had seemed sur-

prised at Captain Hayston's not being put in irons, and

was at that moment collecting evidence in order to formu-

late a series of charges against him before the captain of

the Rosario. My informant added, "If Captain Hayston
is such a blood-thirsty ruffian as he is described to be he

certainly shows no indication of it."

Several of the warrant officers now gathered around and

pressed me with questions concerning Hayston. One of

them jocularly inquired where the Captain's harem was

located, adding that it was a pity to separate him from

them, and that there was plenty of room on board the

Rosario for ladies.

I was burning with anxiety to know on what particular

charge Hayston had been arrested, and how the captain of

the Rosario had heard of the loss of the Leonora. They
told me then that the Rosario had been searching for Hay-
ston for some time, under instructions from the Commodore

of the Australian Station, to whom representations had

been made concerning alleged depredations committed by
him (Hayston) in the Line Islands. The Rosario had

visited a number of islands, and endeavoured to obtain

evidence against Hayston, but that it had resulted in a fail-

ure, nearly every one, when it came to the point, declining

to make any statement against him. The captain of the

man-of-war then decided to proceed to Arrecifos, or Provi-

dence Island, which he knew to be one of Hayston's depots.

On arrival he learned from the two white men there that

so long an interval had passed since his last visit that they
fancied that the Leonora had been lost.

These two men were taken on board, and the Rosario

made for Strong's Island. When within 400 miles she met

the little Matautu, who signalled a wish to speak. As soon

as Captain Warner boarded the man-of-war he informed

the commander of the loss of the Leonora, and of Hayston's
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presence on the island. He also handed in several written

charges made by himself against Hayston, and, as well as

I can remember from what I was told, was about to return

to his schooner when the Morning Star hove in sight.

On board of the missionary brig was Mr. Morland, and a

consultation then took place between the two captains and

this gentleman, who was, of course, delighted to hear of

the loss of the Leonora, and that Captain Hayston was to

be taken prisoner.

The Matautu then bore away on her course, and the

Morning Star, after landing Mr. Morland at the weather

side of the island, went on her way, leaving him ashore,

perfectly assured of his own safety and the immediate

presence of the Rosario in Chabral harbour.

I could now understand the hints given me by the queen,

as well as the expression of triumph on the faces of the

missionaries as they returned from their interview with the

king.

Presently an officer came down and asked me if I wished

to obtain my effects from the shore. I at once sent a mes-

sage to Kusis to bring me a small chest, in which were my
worldly goods, as well as my power of attorney and letters

of instructions from former employers in Samoa. I was

going to make inquiries about Hayston, when the officer

requested me kindly enough not to ask him questions, as he

could give me no information. He told me, however, that

the captain of the Rosario was at that moment engaged in

hearing charges against Hayston made by the king, Mr.

Morland, and two or three of the traders from Pleasant

Island. Also that some of the crew of the Leonora had

been induced to come forward and make statements. I also

learned that Hayston had been taken to South harbour in

charge of an officer, for what purpose I could never learn,

unless it was to give him an opportunity of escaping, as he

could easily have written his letters in the king's house.
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Two of the boats' crews were piped away, and I was told

by an old quarter-master, with a humorous grin, that some

of the officers had gone away in the boats to South harbour

to have a look at the "pirate's village, and bring away the

unfortunate female captives." All this time I was kept in

close confinement, and the time passed wearily away. I

was growing tired of the ceaseless questions from every one

that came near me about Hayston, the Leonora, and our

voyage from the Carolines till the brig was cast away.
At night, however, the boats returned, and after the crews

had been piped down to supper the good old sergeant-major
of marines, suspecting the anxiety I was in as to Hayston' s

movements, startled me by telling me that he had escaped
from custody when at South Island harbour.

He told me that as soon as the boat reached the village

they found the place in a state of wildest confusion. A
messenger had come down along the coast and told the

Captain's people that a man-of-war was at Lele*, and that

Captain Hayston had been taken prisoner, put in irons, and

was to be shot or hanged at once. A number of Strong's

Island natives followed the man-of-war boats down from

Chabral harbour, and these at once attempted to rush and

ransack the station, which they were only prevented from

doing by the presence of the blue-jackets.

Hayston was escorted to his station, where he was at once

surrounded by the girls belonging to the house and many
others, among them being the carpenter's, steward's, boat-

swain's, and Antonio's wives all clinging to him and

impeding his movements.

Calling them all together, with such others of the natives

as had not fled from the village at the sight of the blue-

jackets, he told them that they need not be under any alarm,

that he was going away in the man-of-war, and might not

return for a long time perhaps many moons, but that the

supercargo, Hilary Telfer, would be with them shortly,
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and they must be guided by him. Of course the Captain

never for a minute imagined that I was then under the

closest surveillance, and therefore would be utterly power-
less to carry out his promises made to them.

He then quietly seated himself, and wrote a quantity of

letters to his agents in the different islands in the Line and

Marshall groups. These letters he directed and enclosed

to me, together with a power of attorney which he had

previously drawn up, and a letter of instructions all of

which he laid on the table.

He then told his captors that he was ready to return with

them, when (according to the statement made by the marines

on their return to Lele") he suddenly exerted his vast

strength, and knocking several of them down, sprang into

the sea and gained the mangroves on the opposite side of

the harbour.

On my inquiring from the marine officer why he had not

been pursued, that gentleman winked at me, and replied,

"No orders, my boy, no orders; besides he swam like a

beaver, and to search the mangroves for one man would take

a month of Sundays." Thinking the matter over, I came

to the conclusion that for some reason I could not fathom,

the captain of the man-of-war was not particularly anxious

to keep Hayston a prisoner, though I had heard him declare

to Mr. Morland that the naval authorities would at last rid

the Pacific of this man, who was a source of terror and

dread from New Zealand to the China Seas.

When the boats returned from Utwe they brought up the

man Jansen, whom Hayston had beaten and disgraced. He
called himself, and was recognised by the captain of the

Rosario as the chief officer of the Leonora, although he had

long since lost his position on account of his rascally con-

duct. He seemed brimful of evidence as to Hayston's

misdeeds, and I was afterwards informed that when brought

into the ward-room of the man-of-war the officers expected
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to have some thrilling stories of rapine and bloodshed.

However, they were disappointed, as his evidence was little

more than confirmatory of that of Captain Warner of the

Matautu, in reference to the taking of some gear from the

brig Kamehameha the Fourth.

Mr. Morland and Likiak Sa appeared to be the leading

spirits in obtaining charges against the absent Hayston,

for the commander of the man-of-war was strictly neutral,

and certainly not furiously indignant at his escape. They
succeeded in obtaining his approval of the appointment of

Jansen to take charge of the people and the station, under

the supervision of King Tokusar,. at Utwe". It was at this

juncture that the letters written by Hayston to his agents, as

well as the power of attorney and letters of instruction to

me, were produced by Mr. Morland. How they came to be

in that gentleman's hands I do not know. A rough draft

was made by him for the king's perusal, he said, and the

originals were then brought to me by one of the lieutenants,

who also handed me a bundle of papers which he said had

been brought on board by a native.

These papers were my power of attorney, to hand over

the ketch E. A. Wilson to Captain Hayston, and also a letter

of instructions in reference to the crew copies of which

the reader has already seen. Feeling confident that I had

but to show these documents to Commander Dupont to

insure an interview and my instant release, I requested to

be ushered into the autocrat's presence. The Eeverend

Mr. Morland was present, and greeted me with such a smile

of active benevolence that I longed to kick him.

When I presented the letter to Captain Dupont I was

considerably surprised when he denounced them as forger-

ies, calling me at the same time a d d piratical scoun-

drel and accomplished young villain, adding that my cruel

behaviour in aiding and abetting Hayston in his villainies

made him regret that he could not run me up to the yard-
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arm as a warning. He finished this tirade by tearing up

my papers and throwing them at me. Calling the sergeant
of marines, he ordered me put in irons, from which, how-

ever, I was released before the Mosario put to sea.

Early next morning, much to my relief, there appeared
on board the black shining face of Johnny Tilton, the young
negro, who among others of the crew had been brought away
from Utwe", in one of the man-of-war boats. Johnny, with

his shipmates, was taken below and examined by the cap-
tain and Mr. Morland. But as there was nothing against
him personally or the Eijian half-caste Bill, they were

permitted to return ashore. Before leaving, Johnny re-

quested to be allowed to see me, which was granted.

The moment I saw his face I knew he had something of

importance to tell me, for looking at the marine standing

sentry over me, he said in Samoan,
" Le alu ua sola i

te po" (the Captain escaped in the night).

"Yes! " I replied, "I know that already.'
7

" Ah ! but I mean that he has taken the small boat and

gone away altogether. Listen, I'll tell you all about it.

After the man-of-war boats had gone away from Utwe*, and

the Captain had escaped into the mangroves, a number of

the Strong's islanders came down and said they were going

to loot the place. Then the king sent down word that the

captain of the man-of-war had declared that the station now

belonged to him (the king), and that he could do what he

liked with the place. The king forbade any of the people

to go into the Captain's house till Jansen came down with

Likiak Sa, as these two had been appointed by the king and

Mr. Morland to take charge. Well, there was a lot of us

ran away into the mountains at the very first when we

heard the Captain was taken prisoner. Bill Hicks and I

were among them, also boy George and Sunday. Before we

left I went to the Captain's house and told the girls that

we were running away, and our wives were coming with us,



214 A MODERN BUCCANEER

and asked them what they intended to do. Old Mary said

she would wait and see first if it were true about the Captain

being taken prisoner.
" All the young women, too, though they were very fright-

ened, said they would stay. I got Hope Island Nellie to give

me three Winchester rifles and a bag of cartridges from the

back of the big house. I cut a hole through the side of the

Captain's sleeping-place, and Nellie passed the rifles out to

me quietly. I told Nellie that we were going to hide in the

mountains till we saw whether the man-of-war wanted to

catch us as well as the Captain. If not we would return to

Utwe*.
" I took the rifles and wrapped them up in a long mat,

and went down to the lagoon, where I found a canoe and

took it. Bill and the others were waiting for me
; they told

me that the man-of-war boats were coming into the harbour,

and that the Captain was in one of them
;
we watched them

carefully and saw them go out of the harbour. Then Bill

began to talk against the Captain, and said he would be

glad if he were shot. He asked me if I was willing to

make a dash into the village and help him to bring away
Nellie and Sara, as if the Captain was taken away in the

man-of-war he was going to have them for himself.
" I told him that until Captain Hayston was taken away

or dead that I intended to stick to him. So we nearly had

a fight over it. Then Bill said all of a sudden that he

intended to have Sara and Nellie, right or wrong. And as

he had nothing to fear from the man-of-war, he would try

if he couldn't fool the captain, and pretend he could tell

him all about Captain Hayston robbing Captain Daly's

station on the Line Islands.
"
I told him I was not going to turn dog on the Captain,

and he might do his dirty work himself.
" So off he went, and we saw him cross over in a canoe to

young Harry's place, and knew he was going along the beach
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to Chabral harbour. Then I talked to the others, and asked

them what we ought to do, for I was afraid we would not

see the Captain any more. Boy George laughed, and said

he didn't care, but he meant to be beforehand with Bill and

run off with Sara
;
that if I had any sense I would run off

with Nellie, and let the other girls go adrift. He said we
could easily live in the mountains till the man-of-war was

gone, and then go back to Utwe'. But I said I wouldn't do

that, and that they would find that Sara would fight like a

wild cat if boy George or any one else tried to take her

away.

"Boy George then said if she wouldn't come he would

put a bullet through her, and take Mila or Nellie instead.

So then we had a row
;
he called me a black thief and said

I could go to h 1. He and the others cleared out and left

me alone.

"
It was then very dark, and as everything seemed quiet,

I walked across the coral and got into the house on the point
where some Strong's Island people live, the one you were

brought to when you were washed ashore. The man and

his wife Nadup were frightened at first
;
but they were good

to me, and gave me food, and then they told me Jansen was

in charge of the station; that the Pleasant islanders were

fled into the bush, and that the girls in the big house had

run away when they saw him coming to them, drunk, with a

loaded rifle in his hand.
"
Only Nellie and little Kitty and Toby stayed behind.

Nellie had a Winchester rifle and pointed it at Jansen, who
was afraid to come into the house. Then she, Kitty, and

the little boy collected as many of the Captain's things as

they could carry, and taking a canoe, put out to sea, intend-

ing to paddle round to Mout, where they thought they
would find you, who would tell them all about the Captain,
and whether he was killed or not.

"
But, after they had gone four or five miles, the outrigger



216 A MODERN BUCCANEER

came off and the canoe capsized. They swam ashore and

then walked back to Utwe", where they were told by some
natives that you were also a prisoner on board the man-
of-war. And the last that had been seen of Nellie, Kitty,
and the boy, was that they started to walk to Chabral har-

bour to try and see the captain of the man-of-war, as they
were afraid that Jansen would kill them.

"Well," continued Black Johnny, "when I heard that

you were also a prisoner I thought I would run away into

the bush again, as I knew Jansen would put a bullet into

me whenever he saw me if I did not get first shot. Just as

I was thinking very hard what I should do, I heard some
one walking on the broken coral outside the house. I knew
the footstep; it was the Captain! I crept outside, and saw
him standing up leaning against a stone wall. He had two

pistols in his sash and a Winchester rifle in his hand. He
seemed to be considering. I whistled softly, and then

spoke. He shook hands with me, and then raised his rifle

and pointed it at the head of the Strong's islander, who,
with his wife Nadup, had followed me. They ran outside

and threw themselves on the ground, and grovelled in the

way they do to old Tokusar, and swore they would not tell

that the Captain had come back.
"We then had a hasty talk, and I told him about you

being a prisoner. But he said you would soon be set free

again and would return to Utwe, and I must stick to you
and help to keep order

;
that after the man-of-war had gone

he would come back again. When I told him that the

station was broken up, and that Jansen was in charge of

thirty Strong's islanders, and that the girls had run away,
he said it was a bad case, and, picking up his rifle, he asked

me where Jansen was sleeping. I saw what he meant to

do, and begged him to let things be as they were, and not

kill Jansen while the man-of-war was here.
"
3o he thought awhile, and then said if he could find a
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boat he would get away, as he didn't think the man-of-war

would follow him. By and by he would come back again,

when he hoped to find you and me here all safe.

" The Strong's Island women then told us that the dingey
had been brought down from Chabral harbour by Jansen,

and was then lying outside the coral at anchor. f She'll

do/ said the Captain; 'lend me a hand, and we'll bring

her ashore.' But I made him lie quiet while I went for

her; and I can tell you I was in a terrible funk all the

time about sharks as soon as I began to swim out. Any-

way I brought her in all right; and then the man and his

wife brought a lot of cocoa-nuts and cooked food, and put
it into the boat. I gave the Captain all the cartridges I

had. He told me that he got the pistols from the place in

the bush that you know of, and the rifle from young Harry,
and that everything else there was all right."

By this I knew that Hayston had visited a place in the

bush where he had secreted his bags of money, besides

firearms and ammunition.

Going on with his talk the young negro said, "When

everything was ready the Captain told me he meant to sail

round the lee side of the island, and hide the boat in the

mangroves till the man-of-war had gone, and then he would

return and wipe out Jansen and the traders.
" He told me, though (for he felt sure of your being set

free again), that if it so happened that he did not return

in ten days you would know that he had cleared out towards

the north-west, and would try to reach the Pelew Islands.

He said if he reached there he would soon get a vessel, as

there were always plenty of small Spanish schooners about

those islands, and he could easily put his hand on one or

two people in the Pelews who would help him to take one.

I asked him what we should do if, when we came back to

Utwe, you found that Jansen was too strong for us? He
said we should make no attempt to take forcible possession,
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but go and live with your people at Mout. That as sotn

as the girls knew where we were they would be certain to

come to us with little Kitty and Toby. That we must wait

till he returned, as he would never desert us.

"Then," said Johnny, whose glistening eyes showed how

deeply attached he was to his Captain, "the poor fellow!

he shook hands with me, and said I was made of the right

stuff, and that the Almighty made a mistake when he gave

me a black skin. Then, telling me to keep a stout heart,

he got in and hoisted the sail. It was very dark, but there

was a good land-breeze, and he sailed the dingey right

along the edge of the reef till he came to the passage, and

disappeared in the darkness. I ran across the strip of land

on the sea-side of the lagoon and waited till I saw him

" In about half-an-hour I saw the little boat sailing along

close into the shore, just outside of the breakers, rising and

falling like a sea-gull on the top of the heavy seas. I could

see the Captain's figure in the stern, and every moment

expected to see her lifted high up on a roller and dashed

on the reef. But though I shouted to him to keep farther

out, the white figure in the stern never moved, and my
voice was lost in the roaring of the surf.

"
Then, as I saw him still keeping steady to the south-

ward, just clear of the last sweep of the seas before they
curled and broke on the reef, I remembered that only a few

cables' lengths from the breakers there was always a strong

current setting to the north, and that with a light breeze the

boat would never stem it. That was why he hugged the

shore so closely. At last, as I kept running through
the undergrowth following the boat, I came to that place

where there is a thick cane scrub. When I got through it

he was nearly out of sight, and I sat on a boulder and

watched the sail gradually covered up by the night."

Such, in effect, was the young negro's story. I could
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not help being affected by his evident sorrow, and told

him that I feared there was no chance of me at least ever

seeing the Captain again. Then, when the time came to

part, I shook his hand warmly, and advised him to sever

his connection with the Leonora's crew; also to go and see

the king, who would not, at any rate, object to his re-

maining on the island to follow out the Captain's wishes as

far as lay in his power.

Soon after Black Johnny had bid me good-bye young

Harry came to say farewell, and with him Kusis and his

family, and Lalia.

Harry told me that he saw the Captain after his escape,

and urged him not to think of returning to Utwe just then,

as Jansen had a strong force of natives with him, and

would certainly try to take or shoot him. But he was

determined to find out how matters stood, and bidding

Harry good-bye, set out across the mangrove swamp that

lined the shore from Harry's station to the village at Utwe.

He gave him the Winchester and cartridges, and the Cap-
tain assured him that he would not fire a shot except in

self-defence.

I told Harry what I had learned from the young negro
about the Captain's final movements, and that I was being
taken away as a prisoner. He seemed very bitter against

the other traders, whom he spoke of as trembling like

whipped hounds before the Captain's frown when he was

free, and who now, when he was a ruined and broken man,
were loud in their threats and vapourings.
He also told me that he had received a letter from the

king and Mr. Morland, commanding him to deliver up to

Jansen all oil, casks, boats, and other property in his pos-

session belonging to Captain Hayston, and threatening him
with deportation from the island if he refused. To this he

sent a written reply to the effect, that unless the king and

Mr. Morland could back up their demand by a boat's crew
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from the man-of-war, he would shoot the first man who

stepped inside his fence.

They then appealed to Commander Dupont, who told

them that as young Harry was an American citizen, he

could not force him to give up the property, but advised

the king and Mr. Morland to take the law into their own

hands.

Young Harry then armed his wives and native servants

with rifles, and telling them to make short work of any one

attempting to seize Captain Hayston's property, set out for

Chabral harbour to interview the king. He told me that

when he reached the king's house he found there the other

traders, Mr. Morland, and the commander of the man-of-

war. On the latter gentleman inquiring who he was, and

what he wanted, Harry answered him very concisely by

furnishing his name and nationality. He then stated that

he had not come to see him (Commander Dupont), but the

king, of whom he wished to ask by what right he dared to

send him a letter threatening him with deportation from

the island unless he consented to give up Captain Hay-
ston's property. He warned him to be careful how he in-

terfered with an American citizen, as there was an Ameri-

can cruiser now in the Caroline Islands. He (the king)

would find he had made a serious mistake if he committed

any outrage upon a citizen of the United States.

"You should have seen the look in the British officer's

face," said Harry, "when I stepped up to the old king, and

nearly touching his face with my hand, said, 'and I warn

you, king, that the captain of an American cruiser will

listen to the tale and redress the wrongs of the honest

American citizen. He would think little of knocking your
town about your ears.'

'

The old king never spoke, but glanced first towards the

British officer and then to the missionary, but as neither

of them offered suggestions, the poor old fellow could only
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mutter something to the effect that he was like a little fish

in a pool, afraid of the sea because of the bigger fish, and

afraid to stay lest the frigate birds should seize him.

Young Harry quite enjoyed relating the scene to me, and

said that as he was going away the king held out his hand

and inquired in a shaky voice, "I say, Harry, what you

tink, what you do? Suppose Captain Hayston come back,

what become of King Tokusar? Oh! by God! now I be

'fraid every day ;
think I hear Captain Hayston speak me

;

make noise like bullock; I think better be poor native, no

more king."

Harry refused to advise the king, and then taking a good
look at the white men present, said, "Well, good-bye,

King Tokusar ! I am going back to my station the sta-

tion I am minding for Captain Hayston. I have six men
and four women all armed, and the American flag on a pole

in front of my door; and the first man that attempts to do

me any mischief, white, black, or yellow, I'll shoot him.

You can ask the white men from Pleasant Island if I am
not a man of my word. They know me."

Harry then got into his boat and pulled on board the

man-of-war, where the first lieutenant very kindly allowed

him to see me. I felt sincere regret at parting with Harry,

telling him to beware of the other traders. I repeated
what had been told me by Kitty of Ebon and Lalia. He

laughed, and said he was always prepared, and meant to

do justice to the trust reposed in him by Captain Hayston.
"Fm the wrong man," he said on leaving, "to abandon any
station and property left in my charge." Then, with oft-

repeated wishes that we might meet again, after hearing of

the Captain's safety we parted.

Then came again good simple Kusis and his people with

Lalia. She had in charge little Kitty and Toby. Poor

Toby clung to my legs and sobbed as if his heart was

breaking, when I told him that I did not know when the
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Captain would come back again. If no one else loved his

master Toby did, and I tried in vain to assuage his grief.

I was glad to hear from Lalia that she was going to young

Harry's place with the two children. There I knew they
would be well treated and cared for.

" Look !

" said she, pointing to the little fellow,
" the

Captain had two good friends besides yourself, young

Harry, and the nigger Johnny, but this little fellow has

never ceased crying for 'Captin
'
since he left the village

in South harbour. Never mind, little Toby, we will wait

and the t

Captin
7 will be sure to come

j

" and then she

stooped down, and tried by kissing and coaxing to prevent
him from giving utterance to his doleful wails and sobs of

grief.

Lalia told me, as with glistening eyes and trembling
hands we said farewell, that her one hope now was to be

able to get back to her distant home on Easter Island, that

Captain Hayston would return with a ship; and, if he

went towards Samoa or Tahiti, take her with him for that

portion of the many thousand miles that lay between

Strong's Island and her native land. That he would do

this she felt confident. "For," she said, "he once told

me that he would stand by me if I was in trouble it was

when we were all washed ashore together you remember?

and he never breaks his word."

Whatever Lalia' s past life had been, I could never help

admiring her many noble traits of character. I owed her

life-long gratitude for her heroic self-sacrifice on the fate-

ful night of the wreck of the Leonora; by me, at least, she

will never be forgotten. Poor Lalia ! Brave, loving, lovely

child of the charmed isles of the southern main! reckless

alike in love and hate, who shall judge? who condemn

thee? Not I!

Kusis, Tulpe, and Kinie clung to me as if they could not

bear to say farewell. I see before me often the honest,
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kindly countenance of Kusis as, with his hand clasped in

mine, he looked trustfully into my face and made me prom-
ise that some day I would return and live with him once

more. And so freshly at that time came the remembrance

of the happy days I had passed in his quiet home, dream-

ing the hours away within sight of the heaving bosom of

the blue, boundless Pacific Ocean, so deliciously restful

after the stormy life of the Leonora and her wild com-

mander, that I believe I really intended to return to

Strong's Island some day; but, as we used to say at Sydney

college, "Disaliter visum."

Queen Se sent me a letter as follows :

DEAR FRIEND, Kitty Ebon send Lalia to see you. "We all very

sorry, but must not say so, because Mr. Morland very strong man
now. "Where you think Captain Hayston go in little boat ? I 'fraid

he die in boat. I very sorry for Captain very kind man but bad

man to natives sometimes. QUEEN SE.

Enclosed were these pencilled lines from Kitty of

Ebon:

MY DEAR FRIEND, All the people from Mout been to Mr. Mor-

land to ask why you are in prison, and he says you will be hung for

stealing a ship. We all very sorry, all Mout people love you very

much and me too. Good-bye, dear friend, come back to Kusis and

Mout people, for I don't think you be hanged in Fiji. Your sincere

friend, CATHERINE EBON.

But when the light-hearted blue-jackets manned the cap-

stan and merrily footed it round to lively music, and the

great steamer's head was pointed to the passage, my
thoughts were far away, where in fancy I discerned a tiny

boat breasting the vast ocean swell, while sitting aft with

his face turned to the westward, his strong brown hand on

the tiller, was the once dreaded Captain of the Leonora;
the lawless rover of the South Seas

;
the man whose name

was known and feared from the South Pole to Japan, and
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yet through all, my true friend and most indulgent com-

mander. With all his faults, our constant association had

enabled me to appreciate his many noble qualities and fine

natural impulses. And as the black hull of the Rosario

rose and fell to the sea, her funnel the while pouring forth

volumes of sable smoke, the island gradually sunk astern,

but the memories connected with it and Captain Hayston
will abide with me for ever.

Harry Skillings I never saw again, but heard that he

went to Truk in the North-west Carolines. Black Johnny
was murdered in New Britain. The other Harry with his

native wife fell victims to the treacherous savages of the

Solomon Islands. Jansen died a few years since on Provi-

dence Island. Some of the other traders and members of

the crew I have heard of from time to time, scattered far and

wide over the Isles of the Pacific. Lalia died in Honolulu

about five years since, constant in her attempts to reach

her distant home on Easter Island.



CHAPTER XIV

NORFOLK ISLAND ARCADIA

AND now, my innocence and lack of complicity in Hay-
ston's irregularities having been established, a revulsion of

feeling took place in the minds of the captain and officers

of the Rosario with regard to me.

After the fullest explanations furnished by the traders

and others, backed up by the manifest sympathy and good-

will of the inhabitants of Strong Island, it became apparent

that some sort of reparation was due to me. This took the

form of a courteous invitation to accept a passage to Sydney
in H.M.S. Rosario, and to join the officers' mess on the

voyage.
" I'm afraid that we acted hastily in your case,

Mr. Telfer! " said Captain Dupont. "You have been thor-

oughly cleared of all accusations made against you. I am
bound to say they were very few. And you seem chiefly to

have acted as a peacemaker and a power for good. I have

gathered that you are anxious to rejoin your friends in

Sydney. I shall be glad to have your company on the

return voyage. What do you say? I trust you will not

refuse
;
I shall otherwise think you have not forgiven my

apparent harshness."

Thus pressed to return to family and friends from

whom, at times, in spite of my inborn roving propensities,

the separation had cost me dear what could I do but thank

the manly and courteous potentate, and comply with an

invitation so rarely granted to a South Sea adventurer. I

was the more loth to lose the opportunity as there had come

225 Q
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upon me of late a violent fit of homesickness which I in

vain strove to combat.

I had in truth now no particular reason for remaining at

Kusaie, or indeed anywhere in the South Seas. Hayston
was gone ;

his magnetic influence no longer controlled my
will, as in our first acquaintance. The Leonora our

pride and boast, our peerless floating home no longer
"walked the waters like a thing of life," but lay dead, dis-

mantled, dishonoured on the ruthless coral rocks which had

crushed the life out of her on that fatal night.

I realised now with thankfulness that I had narrowly

escaped being liable as an accessory for some of Hayston's

ultra-legal proceedings to call them by no harsher name.

How often, indeed, in the reckless daring of boyhood is

the fatal line crossed which severs imprudence from crime !

The inexorable fiat of human justice knows no shade of

criminality. "Guilty or not guilty," goes forth the ver-

dict. There is no appeal on earth. And the faulty, but

not all evil-natured victim, is doomed to live out all the

years of a life branded as a felon, or maddened by the fears

which must ever torture the fugitive from justice !

If I stayed in the South Seas on my present footing, noth-

ing remained but the trader's life, pure and simple. I had

little doubt but that I could make a living, perhaps a compe-
tence in years to come. But that meant exile in every sense of

the word. Complete severance from my kindred, whom my
soul yearned to see again ;

from the friends of my boyhood ;

from the loved and lovely land of my birth; from the thou-

sand and one luxuries, material and intellectual, which are

comprehended in the word civilisation. I had slaked my
thirst for adventure, danger, and mystery. I had carried

my life in my hand, so to speak, and times without num-
ber had doubted whether I should retain that more or less

valuable possession for the next ten minutes. I had felt

the poisoned arrows at Santa Cruz hurtling around me, even
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hiss through my waving locks, when the death-scratch

summoned a man on either hand. I had nearly been " blue

sharks' meat " as Hayston phrased it, on coral strand amid

"the cruel crawling foam." All chances and risks I had

taken heedlessly in the past. But now I began to feel that

I must pronounce the momentous decision which would

make or mar my future career. The island life was very

fair. For one moment I saw myself the owner of a trad-

ing station on Pingelap or Arurai. I am sitting in a large,

cool house, on soft, parti-coloured mats, surrounded by

laughing girls garlanded and flower-crowned. Around and

above, save in the plantation which surrounds the house, is

the soft green light of the paradisal woodland illumining

its incredible wealth of leafage, fruit, and flowers. Before

me lies the endless, azure sea-plain. And oh, my sea! my
own, my beloved sea ! loved in childhood, youth, and age,

if such be granted to me ! In my ears are the magical mur-

murous surge-voices, to the lulling of which I have so often

slept like a tired child. Fruit and flowers love and war

manly effort danger high health boundless liberty,

all things necessary to the happiness of primeval man,
before he became sophisticated by the false wisdom of these

later ages, should I not possess in profusion? Why, then,

should I not remain in this land of changeless summer
this magic treasure-house of all delights of land and sea?

Long and anxiously did I ponder over my decision.

Those only who have known the witchery of the " summer
Isles of Eden," have felt the charm of the dream-life of

the Southern Main the sorcery of that lotus-eating exis-

tence, alternating with the fierce hazards and stormy de-

lights which give a richness to life unknown to a guarded,

narrowed civilisation can gauge my irresolution.

I had well-nigh resolved to adhere to the trader's life



228 A MODERN BUCCANEER

until I had made a fortune with which I could return in

triumph when I thought of my mother! The old house,

with its broad, stone-paved verandah came back to me
the large,

" careless-ordered "
garden with its trailing, tropi-

cal shrubs and fruit-trees the lordly araucarias, the boat-

house, the stone-walled bath wherein I had learned to swim
all came back in that moment when memory recalled the

scenes and surroundings of my early life. I could hear a

voice ever low and sweet, as in the days of my childhood,
which said, "Oh! my boy! my boy! come back let me
see my darling's face before I die."

I was conquered the temptations of the strange life,

with its sorceries and phantasms, which had so long

enveloped me, were swept away like a ghost-procession at

dawn. And in their place came the steadfast resolve to

return to the home of my youth, thenceforward to pursue
such modes of life as might be marked out for me. In a

new land like my birth-place, with a continent for an arena,

I had no fear but that a career would open itself for me.

In no country under heaven are there so many chances of

success, so many roads to fortune, as in the lone wastes

upon which the Southern Cross looks down. On land or

sea the tracks are limitless the avenues to fortune

innumerable. Gold was to be had for the seeking; silver

and gems lay as yet in their desert solitudes, only awaiting

the adventurer who, strong in the daring of manhood,

should compel the waste to disclose its secrets only

awaited the hour and the man.

For such enterprises was I peculiarly fitted. So much

could then be said without boast or falsehood on my part.

My frame, inured to withstand every change of temperature

which sea or land could furnish, was of unusual strength.

By hard experience I had learned to bear myself master-

fully among men of widely various dispositions and charac-

ters. I took my stand henceforth as a citizen of the world



NORFOLK ISLAND ARCADIA 229

as a rover on sea and land as more than a suppliant to

fortune, a "Conquistador."

The homeward voyage being now fairly commenced, I

began to speculate on the probabilities of my future career.

During the years which I had passed among the islands I

had acquired experience more or less valuable but very

little cash. This was chiefly in consequence of our crown-

ing disaster, the wreck of the Leonora. But for that un-

toward gale, my share of the proceeds of the venture would

have exceeded the profits of all my other trading enter-

prises. As it was, I was left, if not altogether penniless,

still in a position which would debar me from making more

than a brief stay with my friends in Sydney, unless I con-

sented to be beholden to them for support. That I held to

be impossible. For a few weeks I felt that my finances

would hold out. And after that, was there not a whole

world of adventures risks, hardships, dangers, if you
will all that makes life worth living open before me

;

the curtain had fallen upon one act of the life drama of

Hilary Telfer. What of that? Were there not four more,

at least, to come?

Even the princess had not arrived. There had been a
"
first robber " on the boards, perhaps even more of that

persuasion. But the principal stage business was only

commencing the denouement was obviously far off.

Thereupon my hopes rose as if freshly illumined. My
sanguine nature boundless in faith, fertile in expedient

reasserted itself. Temporarily depressed, more in sym-

pathy with Hayston than with my own ill-luck, it seemed

more vigorous and elastic in rebound than ever. The

memory of my island life became faint and dreamily indis-

tinct. The forms of Hayston, the king and queen, of

Lalia, with sad, reproachful gaze of Hope Island Nellie,
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lifting a rifle with the mien of an angered goddess of

Kitty of Ebon, incarnate daughter of the dusky Venus

of the bronzed and wrinkled trader, with blood and to spare

on his sinewy hand of young Harry and the negro

Johnny. All these forms and faces, once so familiar,

seemed to recede into the misty distance until they faded

away from my mental vision.

With them passed into shadow-land the joyous life of my
youth of the untrammelled, care-free existence such as

no man may find again in this world of slow, tracking care

and hasty disenchantment. "Was I wise?" I asked my-
self again and again, in quitting it for the hard and anx-

ious pursuits of the Continent? Were there not a dozen

places besides Strong's Island where I should be welcomed,

feted, caressed, almost worshipped as a restored divinity?

Was it well to abandon the rank which I had acquired

among these simple people? Was it But no. For

ever had I made the decision. Once resolved, I disliked

changing my plans. Burdened with a regret which for

days I could neither subdue nor remove, I adhered unflinch-

ingly to my resolution, and addressed myself to the steady

contemplation of the future.

Now had commenced for me a new life a new world

socially speaking. The quiet reserve and unemotional

bearing of the British officer was substituted for the frank

accost and reckless speech of the island trader or wander-

ing mariner. I was prompt, however, to assimilate the

modish bearing of my companions, and assisted by some

natural alertness, or perhaps inherited tendencies, soon

became undistinguishable from the honourables and lord-

lings of the gun-room. Upon my repose of manner, in-

deed, I was often complimented. "By Jove, old fellow,"

one of the offshoots of the British aristocracy would say,
" one would think you had been at Rugby or Eton. And I

suppose you have never seen England. Certainly you have
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the pull of us in make and shape. I can't think how they

grow such fellows, more English than the English,

with your blue eyes and fair hair, too, in these God-for-

saken regions."

"Because," I said, "I am of as pure English blood as

yourself; have been reared, and moulded, and surrounded

by English people, and have all the traditions of the old

country at my fingers
7
end. For the rest, I hold that this

end of the world is more favourable to the growth of Anglo-

Saxons, as you call yourselves, than the other."

"Well! it looks like it, I must say," said my new friend.
" I only hope that when the time comes for fighting, by sea

and land and, mark my words, come it will that you
will be found as stanch as I think you are."

"Be sure we shall be," said I. "We have inherited the

true English 'grit,' as Americans say. You all said they

couldn't fight when their war began; when it finished, the

world gave a different verdict. We are our fathers' sons,

neither more nor less. The bull-dog and the game-cock
still fight to the death in our country. Many a time have

I seen it. And so will we when our time comes, and when

we think it worth our while."

We carried an order from the New South Wales Govern-

ment to call in at Norfolk Island once the ocean prison

of the more desperate felons of the old convict regime, who
had been replaced by the descendants of the Pitcairn

islanders. They, in their turn the descendants of mutinous

sailors and Tahitian women now the most moral, God-

fearing, and ideally perfect race on the face of the earth.

What a miracle had been wrought! Who could have

imagined that the last days of a rough old sailor, spent

among the survivors of a group of savage women who had

butchered their mates, could have so firmly fixed the morale
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of a whole community that virtue should have indelibly

impressed itelf upon a hundred families. Sydney lies

about S.S.W. from Kusaie, but to avoid passing through
the dangers of the New Hebrides, and the reef-studded

vicinity of New Caledonia, a direct south course with a

little easting was decided upon.

We made Norfolk Island, the distance being about two

thousand miles, in ten days' easy steaming from Strong's

Island. This lovely island was discovered by Cook in

1774.

A military man writing of it in 1798, draws a compari-
son between it and Sydney much to the disadvantage of the

latter.
" The air is soft (he says) and the soil inexpressi-

bly productive. It is a perfect section of paradise. Our

officers and their wives were sensibly affected at their de-

parture, and what they regarded as banishment to Sydney."
Another officer writing of it in 1847, says: "It is by

nature a paradise adorned with all the choicest gifts of

nature climate, scenery, and vegetable productions; by
art and man's policy turned into an earthly hell, disfigured

by crime, misery, and despair."

The island had been brought into a high state of cultiva-

tion by convict labour. Its roads, buildings, and gardens
were in admirable order. But with the establishment of

the new regime a different race with different tasks

much was neglected, a part became decayed and ruinous.

The island is now partitioned into blocks of fifty acres, of

which each adult male is allowed one, drawn for and de-

cided by lot.

Whale fishing is the favourite and most profitable occu-

pation. From this and the sale of farm produce, which

finds a market in Sydney, the inhabitants are furnished

with all their needs require. Their wants are few, simple,

and easily supplied.

The old convict town with its huge, dilapidated bar-
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racks, gaol-officers' quarters, and servants' houses, is situ-

ated on the south-east edge of the island, where the little

Nepean islet gives sufficient shelter to form a precarious

roadstead available in certain winds. The old town is

occupied by the Pitcairn islanders in number about three

hundred.

Five miles across the island, on its north-eastern shore,

and communicating with it by a fair road, lies the Melane-

sian Mission estate of a thousand acres. Sloping gently

down to a low cliff and a rocky shore, the land is an un-

dulating meadow, broken by ravines, and covered with a

thick sward of conch grass or "
doubh,

" said to have been

imported from India, whence we drew our chief food sup-

plies so many a year ago. Nothing more beautiful in a

state of nature had ever been seen, I thought, when I first

cast my admiring eyes on it. Here and there gigantic,

graceful pines (Araucaria excelsd) stood in stately groves.

Higher up on the flanks of Mount Pitt (a thousand feet

above) grow the lemon and guava, cotton and wild tobacco.

The island is nine hundred miles from Sydney and thirteen

hundred and fifty from Cape Pillar, Tasmania. The

Nepean and Phillip Islands lie to the south of the main

island.

We were in such a hurry to see the famous island and

still more famous islanders, that we omitted a precaution
which had been earnestly impressed upon us the day be-

fore. This was not to attempt to land unless we had a

Pitcairner to steer. When the long swell of the Pacific

rolls in upon the shallow beaches of Sydney Bay there is

no more dangerous place in the world the roadstead of

Madras hardly excepted than the boat harbour at Norfolk

Island.

Like most sailors, and man-of-war's men in particular,

the crew was reckless and confident. For myself, I was a

fair hand in a boat, and had mixed in so many cases of
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touch-and-go, where all hands would have fed the sharks

in a few more minutes, that I had lost any sense of cau-

tion that I might have originally possessed. As we neared

the shore, rising and falling upon the tremendous billows,
which told of a scarce passed gale, I felt a sense of exhila-

ration to which I had been long a stranger. A party of the

islanders, seeing a boat leave the ship, had come down to

watch our landing, apparently with interest. As we came
closer I noticed them talking rapidly to one another, and

occasionally waving their arms to one side or the other as

if to direct our steering. There were several women in the

group, but as we neared the landing my attention was riv-

etted upon a girl who stood out some distance from the

others at the end of a rocky point, which jutted beyond the

narrow beach.

I had seen strikingly beautiful faces and faultless forms

among the island girls, as all unconscious, they threw

themselves into attitudes so graceful and unstudied that a

sculptor would have coveted them for models. Among
these children of nature, roaming at will through their

paradisal isles, the perfection of the human form had

doubtless been developed. But there was a subtle charm

about this girl, as she stood with bare feet beside the plash-

ing wave, a statuesque presentment of nobility, courage,
and refinement which I had never before recognised in living

woman. Tall and slender of frame, she yet possessed the

rounded outlines which, in all island women, promise a

fuller development in the matured stage of womanhood.
Her features were delicately regular; in her large dark

eyes there was an expression of strong interest, deepening
almost into fear, as she gazed at our incoming boat. She

had bent slightly forward, and stood poised on her rock

as if waiting for a signal to plunge into the boiling surf.

Her complexion was so fair that, but for her attitude, which

spoke her a daughter of the sea, one which no mortal born
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away from the music of the surges could have assumed, I

might have taken her for an Englishwoman.
" In the name of all the divine maidens since Nausicaa "

(I had not quite forgotten my Odyssey, rusty though was

my Greek) "who can she be?" thought I.

At this point my reflections and conjectures came to an

abrupt end, as, indeed, nearly did also "the fever called

living
" in my particular case. I felt the boat rise heaven-

wards on the back of a tremendous roller. The islanders

shouted as though to warn us of danger, the steersman gave

the tiller a wrong turn, or omitted to give it the right one,

and the next moment the boat was buried beneath an ava-

lanche of foam, with crew and passengers struggling for

their lives. I could swim well, that is, of course, compar-

atively, for the difference between the best performance of

a white man well practised from youth though he be

and of an islander is as that of a dog and a fish. Still,

having risen to the surface, I made no doubt but that I

could easily gain a landing. In this I was deceived. As

in other spots, the constant surf concealed a treacherous

undertow against which the ordinary swimmer is power-
less. Again and again did I gain foothold, to be swept
back by the resistless power of the backward current.

Each time I became weaker, and at length, after a long
fruitless struggle, I closed my eyes and resigned myself to

my fate. Borne backward and half fainting, I saw the

whole party of natives in the water mingling with the crew,

who, like myself, had been making desperate efforts to

reach the landing.

My senses were leaving me; darkness was before my
eyes, when dimly, as in a dream, I seemed to mark the girl

upon the rock plunge with the gliding motion of a seal into

the boiling foam. Her bosom shone as with outstretched

arms she parted the foaming tide, her short under-dress,

reaching only to the knees, offered no impediment to the
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freedom of her limbs. I felt soft arms around me. A
cloud of dusky hair enveloped me. Strains of unearthly

music floated in my ears. It was the dirge of the mer-

maidens, as they wail over the drowned sailor and bear him

with song and lament to his burial cavern. All suddenly

it ceased.

The mid-day sun had pierced the roof and side of the

cottage wherein I was lying upon a couch, softly matted.

When I awoke I looked around. Surely I had been

drowned, and must be dead and gone! How, then, was I

once more in a place where the sun shone, where there were

mats and signs of ordinary life? I closed my eyes in half-

denial of the evidences of my so-called senses. Then, as I

raised myself with difficulty, the door opened and a man
entered.

He was a tall, grandly developed Pitcairner, one of the

men who had been on board the night before. His face

was dark, with the tint of those races which, though far

removed from the blackness of the Ethiop, are yet distinct

from the pure white family of mankind. But his eyes,

curiously, were of bright and distinct blue, in hereditary

transmission, doubtless, from that ancestor who had formed

one of the historic mutineers of the Bounty.
" You've had a close shave, Hilary. That's your name,

I believe. A trifle more salt water and you'd have been

with the poor chap that's drowned. We got all the crew

out but him."
"
I thought I was drowned,

" I replied,
" but I begin to

perceive that I'm alive. I see you're of the same opinion,

so I suppose it's all right."
"
It's not a thing to laugh at," the Pitcairner said gravely.

" God saw fit to save you this time. To Him and Miranda

you owe your thanks for being where you are now."
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" There are people in Sydney,
"
I said,

" who will be foolish

enough to be glad of it, and after I have a little time to

think, I daresay I shall be pleased myself. But who is

Miranda, and how did she save me?"
"Miranda Christian, my cousin, is the girl you saw

standing on the rock. She had a strong fight of it to get

you in, and but for one of us going on each side neither of

you would have come out. We had been hard at it trying
to save the crew, and nearly left it too late. She was just

about done."
" I shall be uneasy till I thank her. What a brave girl !

And what am I to call you?
"

"Fletcher Quintal, and her cousin," the islander replied,

drawing himself up and looking at me with a steady gaze.
" You won't see her till the afternoon. She has gone home
to rest after staying with you till you came to. My sister,

Dorcas, will bring you food directly, and perhaps you'd
better rest yourself too till sundown. Then some of us

will pay you a visit. Good morning."
A pleasant-faced damsel, with the sparkling eyes and

perfect teeth of the race, came in shortly afterwards, who

smilingly informed me that her name was Dorcas Quintal,

and that her cousin Miranda had told her she was not to

talk much to me.

However, during the time occupied in making a credita-

ble lunch all things considered, I succeeded in con-

vincing her that I was strong enough for a decent dose of

gossip, in the course of which I learned several interesting

pieces of information about Miranda, who certainly had

posed as my Guardian Angel in the late accident. She

was, according to Dorcas, the leader in all sports and pas-

times, and also the most learned and accomplished damsel

on the island. " She sang and played in their church choir.

She had read all the poets in the world," Dorcas believed.
" She could recite pages and pages of poetry and history.
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Altogether she was a wonderful girl to be born and brought

up in such a place as Norfolk Island, where we never see

any one " here Dorcas wreathed her lips into an expres-

sive pout
" that is, except captains of ships and strangers

like yourself."
" So she is quite perfect/' I said,

" alike on land and sea.

I can vouch for the last. I suppose she can pull an oar

and is quite at home in a boat ?
"

" Indeed she is," answered Dorcas, warming up.
" She

can sail a cutter with any man on the island, and steer a

whaleboat besides. You should see her standing up with

the big steer oar in those tiny hands of hers."

"
So, then, she has no faults ?

" I queried, a little mis-

chievously.

The girl smiled. " I suppose we have all some here as

in other places. She is rather proud and quiet, the other

girls say. I never saw it, and if there is anything else you
must find it out for yourself. And now, as you have fin-

ished eating and drinking, I must go. Miranda will be

here by and by."
"
Only one word, Dorcas," said I, as she turned towards

the doorway. "How many admirers has she all the

young men in the island, I suppose ?
"

"Only one," she replied, impressively, "my brother,

Fletcher Quintal. He would die for her."

"And she?"

The girl paused before replying, and gazed earnestly at

me.

"She says she will never marry." And with that she

passed out and left me to my meditations.

I must have been fatigued, even bruised and battered by

my conflict with sea and shore, as I felt a kind of lassitude

creep over me, and presently fell into a dreamless sleep,

which lasted till the sun was low and the dimness of the

light told me that the day had passed.
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I raised myself and saw Miranda sitting on a low stool

near the window, or the aperture which served for one. As

I turned, she smiled and came towards me, putting out her

hand for me to take, and gazing into my face with a frank

pleasure of the unspoiled woman of the woods and fields.

"I have to thank you for my life," I said, as I pressed

her hand warmly. "It is of no great value to any one,

as things have been going lately, but being such as it is,

you have my warmest gratitude. I should hardly have

changed for the worse if I had been lying beside poor Bill

Dacre."

"You must not talk in that mocking way," she said, with

a pained expression like that of a hurt child.
" God has

given us all a life to use for some good purpose. Surely

you have friends? perhaps a mother and sisters, who
would weep when they heard you were lying under the

waves?"

"You are right, Miranda, and I will not talk foolishly

again ;
but I thank you with my whole heart for your noble

courage in risking your life to save mine. I wonder now
how we both got to land, in spite of that beastly undertow?

"

"
I never could have done it without help," she said.

" I

was nearly exhausted, yet I did not like to let you go, when

Fletcher Quintal and Peter Mills, who had each brought out

a man, swam in again, and we came in between them."

"You seem to be quite at home in the water," I said.

"I thought I could swim, and at Strong's Island and other

places could hold my own with the natives pretty well.

But I found my mistake here."

"Of course we all swim well," she replied, smiling, "and
know how to manage a boat. It would be curious if we
did not; there is little else to do, in Norfolk Island, except
when we are working in the fields. Our life is sometimes

dull, I must allow."

"I hear that you can do all sorts of other things," T said.
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"That you are the chief musician and teacher, besides

being commander of the fleet."

"Dorcas has been chattering, I am afraid," she answered,

while a blush rose to her brow, tingeing the pallor of her

ivory cheek with faint carmine. " I certainly have a variety

of occupations, and very fortunate it is ! Otherwise, I don't

know what would happen to me, for I am scarcely as con-

tented as my cousins and the other girls on the island."

"It is the old story," I said. "Now, why should you
not be contented on this lovely island where you have all

you could wish for in the world perfect freedom, a

matchless climate, exercise, adventure, the love of your

kinsfolk, everything that satisfies the heart of woman?"

"Everything necessary to satisfy a woman's heart! " she

said, rising and walking to where the casement admitted a

view of the heaving deep with the Rosario lying on and off.

"Can you look at the boundless ocean with its thousand

paths to the cities of the earth and not wish to roam? To

see the glories of the old world, all the varied richly-coloured

life of ancient nations that I have read of and see in my
dreams? Do you think men only are impatient of a

hemmed-in life? It is not so. Women have their long-

ings for a wider range, a larger sphere; and yet I am per-

haps the only girl on the island that feels what I have

described."

"You must have read much," I said, rather startled at

this burst of feeling from the lips of a Norfolk Island

damsel a child of the most contented community in the

world. " These strange yearnings must have been awakened

in you through the word-painting of these wicked authors."

"And why not?" she answered, with heightened colour

and flashing eye.
" That my world is one of books I do not

deny. I have daily tasks and occupations, but my evenings

are my own, and in them I read and muse. Then this little

island, with its patient, primitive people, seems to fade
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away. I spend hours in Italy, where I revel in Florence,

the Pitti Palace, the Arno, and roam the streets of the

Eternal City amid the monuments of the world's grandest

era, their very decay 'an Empire's dust.
7 I fall asleep often

when reclining on the banks of 'Tiber, Father Tiber, to

whom the Komans pray.' But, oh! if I begin to wander

away in the track of my visions I shall never stop. And

you,
" she continued with an eager glance,

"
you, who have

seen men and cities, are you contented to linger away your
life under cocoa-palms and bread-fruit trees, taking in glori-

ous ease among simple savages until you become one your-
self in all but the colour? Is this what you were born and

reared and educated for?"

As the girl thus spoke, with head upraised and exalted

mien, her wondrous eyes flashing with almost unearthly

light, her mobile lineaments changing with each varying

mood, she looked in her strange and unfamiliar beauty like

some virgin prophetess of the days of old, rousing her

countrymen to deeds of patriotic valour or self-sacrificing

heroism.

All enthusiasm is contagious, more especially when the

enthusiast is fair to look upon, and belongs to that sex for,

or on account of which, so much of the world's strife has

resulted.

For the first time I began seriously to ask myself what

motives had led me to waste so large a portion of my
youth in heedless wandering among these fairy isles. What
were my aims in life ? What did I propose to myself ?

As I looked at the girl's face, aglow with the fire of a

noble ambition, I felt humbled and ashamed.

"You have spoken truly, Miranda," I replied, after a

long pause, during which my fair questioner looked with a

far-away gaze across the ocean plain, now quenching its

thousand shifting gleams in the quick-falling tropic night.

"I have been idly careless and unheeding of the future,
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satisfied with the day's toil and the day's pleasure. But I

am going back to my people in Australia
;
there I shall

begin a new life. It is a land of duty, of labour, and its

enduring reward. There I shall renew the tension of my
moral fibre which has been too long relaxed. But you
must not be too hard on me. I have had to face losses,

dangers, and misfortunes. I have been wrecked; I lost

everything I had in the world. I have been ill
;
have been

wounded
; and, but for some of those simple islanders you

seem to despise, I should not have been a living man

to-day."
" I do not despise them," she said

;

" of course every one

knows that we are descended from those of Tahiti. I only

say that they are not fit companions for white men I

mean of educated white men who in the end become as bad

as they are even worse much worse. But tell me about

your being ill. And who tended you ? Was it a woman ?
"

" I will tell you all about it to-morrow if you will walk

with me and show me some of the scenery of this beautiful

island of yours. But it is a long story, and it is too late to

begin to-night."

"I should like it above all things," she said frankly,
"
though you must have seen so many grand places in your

roamings that our poor landscapes will hardly interest

you."
" Much depends on the guide," I said, as I gazed admir-

ingly at her eloquent countenance.

"I know that," she answered, meeting my too ardent

gaze with perfect unconsciousness of any hidden meaning.
"
They tell me I am the best guide on the island, and indeed

I should be, for my father and I were never tired of explor-

ing and finding out traces of the old occupation by the

Sydney Government, and many curious discoveries we

made. So I will come here after breakfast to-morrow."

She was true to her appointment, and then commenced
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a series of delightful rambles which, perhaps, I more truly

enjoyed than many later and more pretentious travels.

In despite of Miranda's depreciation of her lovely isle we

found endless excuses for interest and admiration. It was

truly a wonderful little "kingdom by the sea." Scraped

along the side of a hill would be one of the beautiful roads

constructed by the forced labour of the convicts which at

one time almost filled the island. Eising from the valley

slope were gigantic ferns, broad-leaved palms, lemons,

oranges, guavas, all originally imported, but now flourish-

ing in the wildest luxuriance in the rich soil and semi-

tropical climate
;

while above all, stately and columnar,

rose the great Araucaria peculiar to the island the Nor-

folk Island pine of the colonists.

Hand in hand we roamed together through this Eden
amid the main, as though our great progenitors had again

been transplanted to this wondrous wild a latter day

Adam, by whose side smiled a sinless Eve pure as her

prototype, and yet informed of much of the lore which

men had wrested from the rolling ages. Together we

explored the gloomy corridors and echoing halls of the

ruinous prison houses once the dark abodes of sorrow,

torment, and despair unutterable.

Miranda shuddered at the thought that these dismal

cells and courtyards had echoed to the cries of criminals

under the lash to the clanking of chains had even

witnessed the death penalty inflicted on the murderer and

the mutineer.

Mute and terrible witnesses were they to the guilt to

which human nature may descend to the abysmal depths

of despair into which the felon and the outcast may be

hurled, when, hopeless of help from God or man, he

abandons himself to all the baser instincts.

We seldom lingered amid these sullen retreats, around

which Miranda always declared she heard sighs and groan-
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ings, sobs, and even shrieks, as though, the spirits of those

who had suffered, and mourned, and died amidst the horrors

unspeakable of prison life still lingered amid the ruins of

their place of torment.

How strange, well-nigh impossible, it even seemed to me
that the very earth, the dumb witness of crime immeasur-

able, was not polluted irredeemably by the deeds that she

had perforce endured and condoned. And now stranger

than aught that dreaming poet or seer imagined that

this Inferno should have been transmuted into an Arcadia,

purer and more stainless than the fabled land of old, and

peopled by the most obediently moral and conscientious

family of mankind that had ever gathered the fruits of the

earth since the days of our first parents.

Day after day followed of this charmed life magical,

unreal, only in that it transcended all my other experiences

in the degree that the glamour of fairyland and the com-

panionship of the queen of Elfland may have exceeded the

memorials of Ercildoune. If he was enchanted, I was spell-

bound even as true Thomas. Never had I met with a

companion who combined all the charm of womanhood

the grace and joyousness of girlhood's most resistless period

with the range of thought and intellectual progress which

this singular girl, amid her lonely isle and restricted com-

panionship, had explored. And withal, she had remained

in her almost infantine unconsciousness of evil her vir-

ginal, instinctive repulsion of all things forbidden and de-

barred like a being of another planet.

Naturally an end arrived to this blissful state of things.

The man-of-war after a few days was compelled to continue

her voyage and perform her allotted duties, which compre-
hended surveys of uncharted coast-lines and suspected rocks.

I had to choose between going on to Sydney and remaining in
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this charmed isle. And here inclination and duty appeared

to draw different ways with equal strength. I was natu-

rally anxious to return to my birth-place, my family, and

friends. My feelings of home-sickness had returned with

redoubled strength after being long in abeyance. But all

such doubts and distrusts were swept away like storm wrack

before the swelling surges of Miranda's own isle. I was

fain to yield to the resistless force of the passion which

now dominated, nay, consumed me. True, I had not as

yet definitely assured myself that this purest pearl of

womanhood was within my grasp. I had made no proffer

of my affections. I had not, in so many words, solicited

the priceless gift of hers. But I was not so unskilled in

affairs of the heart as to mistake many a sign and symbol
from Love's own alphabet, denoting that the outworks of

the citadel were yielding, and that the fortress would ere

long open gate and drawbridge to the invader.

True to nature's own teaching, Miranda had not scrupled

to confess and dilate upon the pleasure my companionship
afforded her, to declare that never before in her life had

she been half so happy, to wonder if my sisters would not

die of joy when I returned, to chide me for my long absence

from them and from such a home as I had often described

to her. And all this with the steady eye and frank expres-

sion of girlish pleasure, which a less unsophisticated damsel

would scarcely have acknowledged without conscious blushes

and downcast eyes.

Miranda, on the other hand, stated her sensations calmly
and fearlessly, her wondrous eyes meeting mine with all

the trustful eagerness of a happy child, as if it was the

most natural thing in the world. "You see, Hilary," she

would say, laying her hand lightly on my arm, and looking

up in an appealing manner, "I have never met any one

before who seems to understand my feelings as you do

apparently by instinct. You have travelled and been in
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other places besides the islands, and you have read books

nearly all those which I have. You know that story in

the Arabian Nights about the prince that was changed into

a bird ? He knew that he was a prince, yet he was con-

demned to be dumb, and was unable to convey his feelings,

because to all the world he was only a bird.

"I sometimes think we Pitcairn girls live the life of

birds like that one," and she pointed to a soaring white-

winged sea-bird, which presently darted downwards, fall-

ing like a stone upon the blue ocean wave. "We swim

and fish, we are almost more on the sea than the land, we

sleep on the land like that white bird, walk a little, talk a

little, that is our whole life. I think the bird has the

best of it, as she can fly and we cannot."

"But you all seem happy and contented," I said, "you
and your cousins."

"
They are, but I seem to have been born under a differ-

ent star. I must have inherited some of the restless,

adventurous spirit of my ancestor, Fletcher Christian.

" The feeling of unrest and the desire to see the world

the wonderful, ancient, beautiful world of which we, in this

island prison, for lovely as it is, it is but a prison for free

souls becomes so intense at times that I almost dread lest

I should end my life like his."

" And in what way was that ?
" I asked. " God forbid

you should ever do a deed so terrible," I said.

" Do you not know ? He used to go every day to the

top of a high cliff on the south side of Pitcairji to gaze over

the ocean as I have done hundreds of times thinking,

perhaps, of the wonderlands beyond, where he had forfeited

the right to live by his own act
;
and and one day he

threw himself over the cliff, and they found his body on the

rocks below. Poor Fletcher ! I can partly understand his

feelings."

This was but one of our many conversations, always fas-
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cinating to me, as affording the rare privilege of exploring

a mind naturally of high intelligence, developed by patient

thought and a wide range of reading, the island library,

enriched by many generous gifts, being by no means a poor

one, guarded from deterioration by an exquisite natural

refinement, yet withal clear and limpid as the transparent

seas which encircled her home, where the more deeply the

eye penetrated the more precious were the treasures dis-

closed.

So it came to pass that the Rosario sailed without me.

The Captain and my jolly comrades of the gun-room chaffed

me about what they called my imprudent attachment.

"You'll have to turn Pitcairner," they said, "and settle

down after old Nobbs has spliced you upon a fifty-acre

patch, where you can grow sweet potatoes, yams, and maize

to the end of your days. Surely a fellow like you, with a

family to go back to, has something better in view than

that !

"

" I shall not stay on the island," I said,
" I intend to live

in Australia, perhaps near Sydney."
" Then your island princess will run away and leave you

disconsolate. They can't live away from their people and

where they were brought up. Some of them insisted on

going back to Pitcairn, and are there now. They could not

be persuaded from it. They had to let them go. They
would have died else."

" I have resolved," I said. " I will take all risks. You
shall all come and see us in Sydney. We will live at

North Shore, and have a yacht built on the lines of the

Leonora. Adios !

"

So we parted. The Rosario got up steam, and once more

I watched the black cloud of smoke pouring from her fun-

nels and the waves breaking as she moved majestically

across the bright-hued ocean.

Up to the last moment my simple and warm-hearted
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friends on the island had serious doubts as to whether I

was not going off in the Eosario. They could hardly under-

stand how I could prefer remaining as their guest and

friend when the glory and dignity of a man-of-war their

highest expression of maritime splendour were open
to me.

They had, it is true, implored me to stay with them for

a few months longer the young men were equally press-

ing with the older members of the community. With art-

less candour the girls promised that if I would stay Miranda

should be my constant companion, and, except on Sundays,

when, as their chief musician and organist, she could not

naturally be spared, I should have a monopoly of her

society.

"You seem to like her so much," Dorcas Quintal repeat-

edly exclaimed. "And I am certain she likes you more

than any one she has ever seen. The worst of it is that

she will be so sorry when you have to go away. Clara

Young nearly died when her friend went away. That was

two years ago. But she got over it in time, and now she is

happily married. But she did try to drown herself one day,

only we were too quick for her."

"It is a bad thing to have strangers for friends," I said,
" if it may end so tragically when they leave. I wonder

you entertain such dangerous visitors."

" I suppose we can't help it," the girl replied, laughingly,

"It is so pleasant to talk with men who know the great

world we can only read about. We just take our chance.

We have plenty to do, and that prevents us from fretting

too much. I daresay you will hear a little crying to-night.

We are all very sorry the big ship is gone."
" It's the old, old story, Dorcas ! Girls are a good deal

alike all the world over, I suppose, in many of their ways.

But you Pitcairners are certainly different in some respects

to any women I know anywhere."
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" What do you mean ?
" asked the girl, eagerly.

" I

know we are simple, and have never been taught very
much."

" It isn't that. I will tell you before I go, or rather I

will tell Miranda, and she shall tell you what I say.'
7

So, with- the full approbation of friends and relations of

every degree of relationship, and, what was of more conse-

quence, with the good-will of the spiritual pastor and master

of the island, whose authority was absolute and unques-

tioned, Miranda and I pursued our untroubled way. In

this wondrous Arcadia there were no jealousies, no scandals,

no asking of intentions, no fiery, disappointed aspirants, no

infuriated brothers, these obstacles to pure and true love

were evidently the outcome of a higher or a lower stage of

civilisation. No evil consequences had ever occurred from

unrestricted freedom of intercourse between the young

people since the formation of the community. No such

result was regarded as possible. Immutably fixed in my
own course, I knew that nothing humanly speaking

could affect my unalterable resolve. I had discovered a

pearl of womanhood, matchless in beauty of mind and body,

combining the higher mental qualities, indeed, with such

physical perfection as no girl reared under less fortunate

conditions was likely to possess. With regard to the

future, if she consented to link her fate with mine I was

ready to take all the risks of fortune. The fickle goddess

has always favoured the brave, and with Miranda at my
side I felt that I could lead the forlorn hopes of desperate

endeavour, or endure uncomplainingly the toil and self-

denial of the humblest station. I had, it is true, led a

careless, somewhat epicurean life in the past, surrendering

myself perhaps too readily to the charm of island life. But

this was of the past, and the half-instinctive folly period of

youth. Henceforth I would essay the culture of the mental

qualities with which I had been reasonably gifted, turning
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to account also that very sound and thorough early tuition

through which I had fortunately passed. Thus equipped,
and with a helpmate at once loving and practical devoted

to duty and the highest forms of unselfish charity ambi-

tious only for intellectual experience and development I

felt that hope became certainty and success a mere matter

of detail. After the departure of the Rosario I became

almost a son by adoption among the elders of the com-

munity. I learned to accommodate myself to their ways,
after a fashion which was rendered more easy by my years
of familiarity with island life. At the same time I was

careful not to infringe in the slightest degree upon their

peculiar customs, or to shock those religious prejudices

which were so earnestly accepted in the community. It

was taken for granted that I would settle among them in

right of my bride. If I decided to marry Miranda, or any
other island maiden, I should be put in possession of a

landed estate of fifty acres, where I might dream away life

in a round of labour that was half recreation, wandering
amid the island groves, reclining under giant ferns or lofty

pines, bathing in crystal founts or clear-hued seas at dawn
or under the yellow moon. Passing contentedly from

youth to middle age, from that half-way stage to a later

span of life, which in this enchanted land implied little or

no diminution of natural powers. Should it be so ?

This question I had asked Miranda more than once.

But she would not consent to take it seriously. One day,

however, I compelled her to listen, though she had again

declared that we were so happy as we were that no change
could be for the better, possibly for the worse even.

"
Then, Miranda," I answered,

" I must leave the island.

Did we not hear from the last whaler that called in for

fresh provisions that my old friend the friend of the

family, Captain Carryall, was to touch here in the Flor-

entia ?
" He was the best known, the most popular of all
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the skippers next to Captain Hayston. Unlike him, how-

ever, his reputation was spotless, while for fair dealing and

adherence to his promises his fame was proverbial.
" Shall

I go with him ?
" I said,

" and must I go alone ?
"

" And would you leave me ?
" she asked, imploringly

her dark eyes turned towards my face in a passion of

reproachful tenderness, of which she herself scarce under-

stood the meaning,
" Oh ! I thought once that I could let

you go, though it has been life and happiness untold hav-

ing you to talk to and read with. I fancied I should only
mourn for you for a while like the other island girls who

weep and lament, and then dry their tears and dance and

sing as if nothing had happened. But, oh ! It is not so

with me. They always say the Fletcher-Christians are

different. I shall die ! I shall die ! I know I shall."

And with that she cast herself on my neck, sobbing as

though her heart would break. In the same breath declar-

ing that she would never consent to spoil my life by mar-

riage with a poor savage island girl, but a few degrees

superior to the women of Pingelap and Ocean Island whom
she had so often despised.

By degrees I persuaded her to listen to my pleadings,

and then calmly set before her my plans for the future.

We must be married here, and after remaining on the

island, living the idyllic life we were revelling in now, we
would sail for Sydney in the Florentia, or some other vessel,

and there begin life in earnest. Some employment would

be found, doubtless, which would pave the way, by which

I might make a serious effort towards a career, perhaps
a competency in the future, or even a fortune.

I had but little difficulty in carrying out my plan. The

elders of the community, the relations and friends of

Miranda, were overjoyed at the prospect of her marriage

with a person of my position, who might also be enabled

to do them many a good turn if I settled in Sydney, a port
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with, which they had close business relations. I found, too,

that I was not altogether an unknown personage. Some

of the young men who had made voyages in whaleships

had heard of my companionship with Captain Hayston.

However, it would seem that all the natives whom they

had met had given a good account of me as a fair dealer,

and, moreover, generous in my treatment of them, an

apparently unimportant matter at the time, but serious

enough now. Miranda told me afterwards, that had it

been otherwise nothing would have induced her guardians

to give their consent, or her to defy their decision.

As it was, however, all seemed couleur de rose. No great

preparations were needed. The simple island fashion was

not encumbered with any great multiplication of garments.

On the happy day Miranda was escorted to the modest

building which did duty for a church by a band of white-

robed maidens, in whose dark hair was wreathed the crim-

son blossoms of the coral plant and the hibiscus, with little

other adornment but nature's furnishing in the flower-time

of life. My comrades were selected from the younger men

of the island, among whom I had always taken care to stand

well, joining in their sports, and entering as an equal com-

petitor their athletic contests. I was therefore looked

upon as a most desirable acquaintance, able to hold my
own, moreover, in all manly accomplishments (except

swimming), and much esteemed for a gift of relating

adventures in strange lands, and describing the foreign

manners and customs with which, a roving life had made

me familiar.

It might have been imagined that a girl so singularly

gifted and attractive as Miranda would have had lovers in

abundance, by whom a successful aspirant like myself would

be regarded with jealousy. Unlikely as it may appear I

observed no feeling of this kind. In that strange society,

the passions which rage so fiercely in more civilised com-
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munities appeared to have lost their force, or to flow with

the peaceful motion of the incoming tide rather than the

resistless rush of a mountain torrent, which love, hate,

jealousy, and envy in other lands so often resemble. The

young men admired Miranda, indeed, worshipped her from

afar. But they seemed rather elated by her good fortune,

as it so appeared to them, than enviously disposed, and

had no thought of other than the warmest friendship for

their more fortunate companion. Even Fletcher Quintal,

who might have been expected to view with dislike, if

not a stronger sensation, my marriage with his favourite

cousin, had apparently no feeling of this sort. He cer-

tainly expressed none, but congratulated me with all the

warmth which a brother might be supposed to exhibit

at the marriage of his best loved sister with his dearest

friend. Truly it was the long lost rediscovered Arcadia.

There were moments when I doubted whether it was

wise to leave a land where care was unknown
;
where

want, with its attendant evils, had never been heard of;

where there were no rich men to envy ;
no bad ones to

fear; no poor to despise; where no one died but of old

age or mishap; whence all the ills that flesh is heir to

had, like the snakes of Ireland, been banished by some

good genius, and only the gifts of virtue, contentment,

and regulated industry remained. But there was wild blood

in my veins, long dormant as it had lain. The murmur of

the ocean seemed to call me with a tone of magical power.
I longed for the wave-music once more for the voyage
which was to speed me to my birthland. I hurried on the

preparations for our wedding, and, lingering though were

all the slow sweet hours, endless the days, almost tedious

the soft starlight glow of the summer nights, the day of

days at last dawned that was to herald the happiness of a

life-time.
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Our small domain had been carefully measured and

marked out for us. A cottage had been built, thatched

with palm leaves, floored with the soft mats of the island,

simply furnished, and, as it happened, near to a bubbling

spring, and shaded by the wondrous wild orange, which

here grows almost to the height and girth of a forest tree.

It happened to be the flower-time of these charming fruit

bearers, so that wreaths and garlands of the blossom sacred

to Hymen were plentiful and profuse.



CHAPTER XV

EPITHALAMIUM

OUR, marriage day ! Oh, day of days ! Dawn of a new
existence ! All nature seemed to sympathise with us in

our supernal joy. For us, for us alone in all the world the

streamlets murmured, the breezes whispered together, the

wavelets plashed musically, the blue sky glowed, the sun

shone goldingly. The venerable pastor of the community
he who had watched over every man and woman present

from infancy, who had christened, and married, and buried

the whole population of the island as they require these

offices read the time-honoured service of the Church of

England, which was followed with deepest reverential

attention by all present. When he blessed our union in

the solemn language of the ritual familiar to me in the

days of my childhood, every head was bowed, each woman's

eye was wet with heart-felt sympathy and warmest affec-

tion for their erst-while playmate.
The day was cloudless, a breeze at times sighed through

the fragrant foliage of the grove wherein the little church

had been built. The wavelets murmured on the beach,

and the unresting surges seemed but to exchange loving

memories of coral islands and crystal seas, of waving palms
and the green gladness of tropic forests, of maidens,

feather-crowned and flower-bejewelled, dancing on silver

strands beneath the full-orbed midnight moon, or gliding,

a laughing bevy of syrens, beneath the translucent wave.

No sullen, dirge-like refrain on that paradisal day brought
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from the ocean voices the memory of drifting wrecks, of

stormy seas, of drowned seamen no hint of danger, of

despair, of pestilence, and death
;
and yet all these phases

of experience I had known and reckoned with even in my
short life.

No
;
these and kindred ills were forgotten, banished from

earth and sea. On this blissful morn the golden age of the

earth seemed to have returned. Recalling the half-forgotten

classics of my boyhood, I could fancy that T saw fauns

peeping through the leaves of the orange grove, that the

ages had reverted to the freshness of the elder world, when
the flush of the fair Arcadian life informed all things with

divinity.

And Miranda, my bride of brides ! what words can

describe her as she stood, with an expression half-timid,

half-rapt, and inspired, before the humble altar that day ?

Her simple dress of virgin white which but slightly con-

cealed while it outlined the curves of her statuesque form
;

her large dark eyes, which had often appeared to me to

hold a shade of melancholy, were now irradiated by the

love-light which she, in the purity and innocence of her

heart, made no attempt to conceal. Her soft, abundant

tresses had been gathered up into becoming form and

classic simplicity, and, save a wreath of scarlet berries and

the traditional orange blossom, she wore no ornament.

As all unconscious of her maiden loveliness she stood beside

me, with her head raised and an expectant smile which

disclosed her pearly teeth, she seemed to my enraptured

gaze a daughter of the wave, no mortal maiden, but

a being compact of air and sea and sky, visible but beneath

the moonbeams, and unrevealed to the dwellers of the garish

day. *****^***
We had been but a month wedded

;
our simple home, our

tiny domain, our forest rambles, our sea-baths at dawn and
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eve, as yet contented us filled us with all fullest delight

in which mortal beings can revel beneath this ethereal

dome. And yet the spirit of unrest, the veritable serpent

of the world's fairest Aidenns, gradually found means to

discover himself.

Miranda and I had, indeed, begun to discuss our pro-

jected voyage to Sydney, and I had many times described

to her an ideal home on one of the thousand and one bays
which render the northern shore of the unrivalled Sydney
harbour matchless in beauty and convenience for those

who, like myself, have salt water in their blood. She

agreed with me, that with a boat, a garden, a bath-house,

and a cottage built of the beautiful white, pink-veined sand-

stone, which is so abundant beneath and around Sydney,
existence might be endured away from her island home,
with the aid of books and the inspiring idea of the coming
fortune.

"And even if we do not make money," she said, "as

people call it what a strange idea it seems to me, who
have hardly ever seen any we shall be happy. I can't

imagine people who are married and love each other ever

being unhappy. Then your mother and sisters I am so

much afraid of them. They will regard me as a kind of

savage, I am sure; and, indeed, compared with them, or

real civilised people, I am afraid that I shall feel like one.

A'nd, oh! shall we ever be happier than we are now?

Why should we change ? Do you think we can come back

now and then and visit my people ? I should break my
heart if I thought I should see them no more !

"

I promised this and other things, doubtless, at the time.

But before we had completed the conversation about our

future life which indeed supplied us with endless sub-

jects of interest the great island wonder-sign appeared.

A shout a rush of excited people past our hut told of a

ship in sight. We were down at the beach nearly as soon
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as the others, and as a long, low barque came up before the

wind, something told me that she was the Florentia.

A boat a whaleboat, with a kanaka crew put off soon

after she was at anchor, and in the tall man at the steer-

oar, whose commanding figure, even at that distance, I

seemed to know, there was no difficulty in identifying our

old friend Captain Carryall.

Directly he jumped ashore, a dozen of the islanders

dashed into the surf and ran the boat up on the beach.

Our recognition was mutual.
"
Well, young fellow !

" he said,
" I've been hunting you

up half over the South Seas. Wherever have you stowed

yourself all this time ? Why, what a man you've grown
a couple of inches taller than me, and I'm no pony. Brown

as a berry, too ! You'll have to come home with me this

trip. Your old man's beginning to get anxious about you
and you know he's not much in that line and your

mother and sisters."

"Captain Carryall," I said,
" there's no necessity for more

reasons. I'm going to Sydney with you if you'll give me a

passage."

"Half a dozen if you want it," quoth the jolly sailor.

" And now I must have a word with my friends. Anybody
been married since I was here last; no Quintals no

Millses! Mary, how's this? Dorcas Grace Mercy

Young, I'm ashamed of you. And Miranda ! Nobody run

away with you yet ? I see I must take you to Sydney and

show you at a Government House ball. Then they'd see

what a Pitcairn girl was like."

" You may do that yet," I said,
"
for, seriously, Miranda

is now Mrs. Hilary Telfer. We have been married more

than a month."

The captain could not refrain from giving a prolonged
whistle at this announcement, which certainly appeared to

take him by surprise. However, he rallied with ease and
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celerity, and addressing Miranda, whose hand he took as he

spoke, said,
" My dear ! let me congratulate the son of my

old friend, Captain Telfer, upon his marriage with the best,

cleverest, and prettiest girl I have fallen across in all my
wanderings. I don't suppose you have any great amount of

capital to begin life with
;
but if two young people like you

don't manage to find some path to fortune in a country like

Australia, I'm a Dutchman. He needs to be a good fellow,

and a man all round, to be worthy of Miranda Christian
;

but he can't help, as the son of his father and his mother,

being all that, and more. So now, my dear ! you must let

me kiss you, as your husband's old friend, and wish you all

happiness."

Miranda blushed as the warm-hearted fellow folded her

in his arms, but submitted with becoming grace ;
and leav-

ing her among her young friends, he and I strolled away
towards our hut to talk over affairs more at leisure.

"Well, youngster!" said he, laying his hand on my
shoulder, "I suppose you've had enough island life for a

while, and won't be sorry to see Sydney Heads again. Nor
I either. I've been out fifteen months this time, and that's

rather long to be away from one's home and picaninnies.

They'll be glad to see your face again at Eose Bay, I'll be

bound. But they certainly will be taken aback when you
turn up as a married man. Nineteen times out of twenty
it's a mistake to tie one's self up for life at your age. But

all depends upon getting the right woman, and Miranda is

the one woman in a thousand that a man might be proud to

marry, whether he was rich or poor, and to work and wear

out his life for all his days. I've known her since she was

a baby, and, taking her all round, I don't know her equal

anywhere. It seems queer to say so, considering her birth

and bringing up. But these Pitcairners are well known to

be the best and finest women, in all womanly ways, that

the world can show. And your wife is, and has always

been, the flower of the flock."
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I grasped the captain's hand. I knew that I had secured

a powerful ally ;
and though I felt so secure in the wisdom

of my choice that no disapprobation of family and friends

would have had power to affect me, yet, in such matters, it

is well to have a friend at court, and the captain's reputa-

tion for sense and sagacity stood so high, that I felt not

only my relatives, but my acquaintances and friends, would

be strongly swayed by his judgment.
"Now that we've got so far," he said,

"
you had better

make your arrangements to sail with me on Sunday morn-

ing ;
this is Thursday, but my passengers want to see the

island and the people of whom they have heard so much."
"
Passengers !

" I said. " How many ? and where from ?
"

"Well, I picked them up at Honolulu. Half a dozen,

and very nice people, too. They came in an English yacht

that went to San Francisco for them, and they wanted to

see Australia, and so came with me. They're rather big

people at home, I believe, though they're very quiet, and

give themselves no airs."

"Any ladies?"
" There are two married couples, and a young lady, with

her brother."

"That's very serious, captain," said I. "I don't quite

know how Miranda will get on with travelling English-

women they're rather difficult sometimes."
" Miranda will get on with any one," answered the cap-

tain, with a decided air. " She will sit on my right hand,

as a bride, and no one in my ship will show her less than

proper respect. Anyhow, these people are not that sort.

You'll see she's all ready to start on Sunday morning.
< The better the day, the better the deed.' "

So the captain went to pay a visit to the people of the

settlement, among whom his free, pleasant manner and

generous bearing had made him most popular. The girls

crowded around him, laughing and plying him with ques-
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tions about the commissions lie had promised to execute for

them, and the presents he had brought. These attentions

he never omitted. Full of curiosity they were, too, about

the English ladies on board. " How they were dressed ?
"

"How long they would stay in Sydney?" "What they
would think of the poor Pitcairn girls ?

" and so on.

With the elders he told of the whaleships he had spoken,

and of their cargoes of oil of the Quintals, or Youngs,

Mills, or M'Coys who were harpooners and boat-steerers

on board some of the Sydney whalers, and of the chances

of their "lay" or share of profit being a good one. Besides

all this, the captain consented to act as their ambassador

to the Governor-General in Sydney, and lay before that

potentate certain defects of their island administration

small, perhaps, in themselves, but highly important to the

members of an isolated community. In addition to all

this, he (as I heard afterwards) specially attended to my
marriage with Miranda, of which he highly approved ;

tell-

ing the old pastor and the elders of the community that he

had known my father for ever so many years ;
that he was

highly respected now, when retired, but had been well

known in the South Seas and New Zealand many years

ago as the captain of the Orpheus, one of the most success-

ful whalers that ever sailed through Sydney Heads.
"
Captain Telfer of the Orpheus !

" said one of the oldest

men of the group,
" I remember him well. I was cast away

on Easter Island the time the Harriet was wrecked in a

hurricane. He gave me a free passage to Tahiti, a suit of

clothes, and ten dollars when I left the ship. He wanted

me to finish the voyage with him and go to Sydney. I was

sorry afterwards I didn't. He was a fine man, and a better

seaman never trod plank. No wonder Hilary is such a fine

chap. I can see the likeness now. I don't hold with our

young women going off this island in a general way, but

Miranda is a lucky girl to have Captain Telfer's son for a
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husband." All this the captain told me afterwards with

slight embellishments and variations of his own.

My reputation had fairly gone before, but this light

thrown on my parentage placed me in a most exalted posi-

tion next to their spiritual pastor and master, before

whom they bowed in genuine respect and reverence. Per-

haps there is no man in the whole world more honoured

and admired in the South Seas than the captain of a ship.

And now that the name of my father's barque, once pretty
well known south of the line, had been recalled from the

past, every doubt as to the future of Miranda and myself
was set at rest.

We were invested, so to speak, with the blessing of the

whole community, and began our modest preparations with

added cheerfulness and resolve.

In the afternoon we saw a boat put off from the Floren-

tia and the visitors land. They were five in number. We
could see them walk over to the village, where they were

met by some of the principal people and a few of the women
and girls. We had been making ready for our voyage, and

having finished our simple meal, sat in the shade of our

orange tree, near the door, and awaited the strangers whom
I judged rightly that curiosity and the captain would bring
to our dwelling.

In less than an hour's time we saw them strolling along
the path which led to our nest. As they approached we
arose and went to meet them, when the captain with all

due form introduced us, "The Honourable Mr. and Mrs.

Craven, Colonel Percival, Mr. Vavasour, and his sister, Miss

Vavasour." Mrs. Percival had remained on board, as her

little boy of four or five years old was not well. Miranda,
rather to my surprise, was perfectly unembarrassed, and

talked away to the stranger ladies as if she had been accus-

tomed to the society business all her life.

I could see that they were pleased and surprised at her
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appearance, as also gratified with the manner in which she

invited them to inspect our simple dwelling.
" Oh ! what a charming nest of a place quite a bower of

bliss !

" cried Miss Vavasour. " I declare I will come here

when I am married and spend my honeymoon. What shade

and fragrance combined ! What a lovely crystal lakelet to

bathe in ! and I suppose, Mrs. Telfer, you go out fishing in

that dear canoe ? What an ideal life !

"

"I quite agree with you and feel quite envious," said

Mrs. Craven. " Charlie and I have been married too long
to have our honeymoon over again ;

but it would have been

idyllic, wouldn't it, Charlie ?
"

"Splendid place to smoke in," assented her husband.
" No hounds meet nearer than Sydney, though, I presume.
Drawback rather, isn't it ?

"

" You men are always thinking of horses, and hounds or

guns," pouted Miss Vavasour. " What can one want with

them here? What can life offer more than this endless

summer, this fairy bower, this crystal wave, this air which

is a living perfume ? It is an earthly paradise."
" And the beloved object," added Mrs. Craven, with quiet

humour. "You have left him out. It would be an incom-

plete paradise without Adam."
" Oh ! here he comes !

" exclaimed Miranda (as she told

me afterwards), who had not been attending to the enthu-

siastic speech, but was watching bird-like for my approach.
" Who ? Adam ?

" said Miss Vavasour, laughingly.
"
Oh, no !

" answered she, smiling at the apparent absur-

dity.
" You must excuse me a little, but I was looking out

for Hilary."
"
Now, then, ladies !

" said the cheerful voice of Captain

Carryall, "we must get back to our boat. It's dangerous
to stop ashore all night, isn't it, Miranda ? We must leave

you to finish your packing. It's a long voyage to Sydney,
eh ? It may be years before you see the island again."
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We all went down together to the boat, where the visitors

were seen off by all the young people of the island, the

girls wondering with respectful admiration at the English
ladies' dresses, hats, boots, and shoes in fact, at every-

thing they did and said as well. It was a revelation to

them, not that they had any envious feeling about those

cherished possessions. They had been too well trained

for that, and were secure in the guidance of their deeply-
rooted religious faith and lofty moral code. On the other

hand, their visitors admired sincerely the noble forms and

free, graceful bearing of the island maidens, as well as the

splendid athletic development of the men.

"Here, you Thursday Quintal, come and show these

ladies how you can handle a steer-oar," called out the cap-

tain. " He was the boat-steerer on board the Florentia one

voyage, and steered in the pulling race for whaleboats at

the regatta on anniversary day, which we won the year
before last in Sydney harbour. We'll bring you ashore in

the morning."

"Ay, ay, captain," said the young fellow, showing his

splendid teeth in a pleasant smile. "It will feel quite

natural to take an oar in a boat of yours again."

The wind had freshened during the afternoon, and the

rollers on the beach lifted the whaleboat as she came up to

the landing rather higher than the ladies fancied. How-

ever, they were carefully seated, and at the captain's word,
" Give way, my lads," the crew picked her up in great style,

while Quintal, standing with easy grace at the stern, the

sixteen foot oar in his strong grasp, directed her course

with instinctive skill so as to avoid the growing force of

the wave. As he stood there tall, muscular, glorious in

the grace and dignity of early manhood he seemed the

embodiment of a sculptor's dream.

"What a magnificent figure !

" said Mrs. Craven to her

young friend. " How rare it is to see such a form in May-
fair !

"
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"I surmise, as our American girl said at Honolulu/'

replied Miss Vavasour,
" that you might look a long time

before you saw such a man among our ' Johnnies '

;
and

what eyes and teeth he has ! Really I feel inclined to

rebel. Here's this Mr. Telfer, too, and what a grand-look-

ing fellow he is, and an English gentleman besides in all

his ways. He can make his way to this out of the way
speck in the ocean, and secure a Miranda for a life com-

panion glorious girl she is too while we poor English

spins have to wait till a passable pretendu comes along,

old, bald, stupid, or diminutive, as the case may be, and

are bound to take him under penalty of dying old maids.

I call it rank injustice, and I'd head a revolution tomorrow
;

and oh! "

The interjection which closed the speech of this ardent

woman's righter was caused by the onward course of a

breaking wave, which was not avoided so deftly as usual,

and splashed the speaker and Mrs. Craven.
" Hulloa ! Quintal, what are you about ?

" said the captain,
" is this your steering that I've been blowing about to these

ladies and gentlemen? Miss Vavasour! I'm afraid it's

your fault, you know the rule aboard ship ? Passengers are

requested not to speak to the man at the wheel."
" But there's no regulation, captain, that the man at the

steer-oar is not to look at the passengers," said Mrs. Craven.
"
However, here we are nearly on board, so there's no harm

done, and we're only a trifle damped."

Clear-hued calm waveless dawned our farewell

day. I was glad of it. Eain and storm-clouds lower the

spirits more distinctly when one is about to make a depart-

ure than at any other time, besides the inconvenience of

wet or bedraggled garments. It was the Sabbath day, and

the pastor arranged a special service in commemoration of



266 A MODERN BUCCANEER

Miranda's marriage and departure from the island. All

the ship's company that could be spared came, of course;

the visitors made a point of attending. The little church

was crowded. Except the youngest children and their

guardians, every soul on the island was there.

After the Church of England service, which the islanders

had at their fingers' ends, and in which they all most

reverently joined, hymns were sung, in which the rich

voices of the young girls were heard to great advantage.

There was a strange and subtle harmony pervading the

part-singing, which seemed natural to the race, more par-

ticularly in those parts in which the whole of the congrega-

tion joined. As Miranda played on the harmonium, it may
have occurred to her friends and playmates for the last

time, many of them could not restrain their tears. The

aged pastor after the Liturgy preached a feeling and sympa-
thetic address, which certainly went to the hearts of all

present. He made particular allusion to our union and

departure.
" One of the children of the island," he said,

" who had

endeared herself to all by her unselfish kindness of heart,

who had been marked out by uncommon gifts, both mental

and physical, was to leave them that day. She might be

absent for years, perhaps they might not see her face again,

that face upon which no one had seen a frown, nor hear

that voice which had never uttered an unkind word," here

the greater part of the congregation, male and female, fell

a-weeping and lamenting loudly. "But they must take

comfort
;
our beloved one was not departing alone, she had

been joined in holy matrimony with a youth of whom any
damsel might feel proud ;

he was the husband of her choice,

the son of a master mariner well known and highly re-

spected in former years throughout the wide Pacific. He
himself had often heard of him in old days, and the son of

such a father was worthy to be loved and trusted. The
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child of our hearts would go forth, even as Rebecca left

her home and her people with Isaac, and God's blessing

would surely rest upon all her descendants as upon the

children of the promise.
" He would ask all now assembled to join in prayers for

the welfare of Hilary Telfer and Miranda, his wife."

As the venerable man pronounced the words of the bene-

diction, echoed audibly by the whole of the congregation,

the sobs of the women were audible, while tears and stifled

sighs were the rule, and not the exception. As the congre*

gation rose from their knees, he walked down to the Flor-

entia's boats, it having been so arranged by the captain, who
had invited all who could by any means attend, to lunch on

board his vessel. Farewells were said on the beach to all

who were perforce detained by age, infirmity, or other

causes, and at length we were safely seated in the captain's

boat, and putting off, were followed by a perfect fleet of

every size and carrying capacity.

Miranda hid her face and wept silently. I did not

attempt to persuade her to moderate her grief, as the out-

let of over-strung feelings, of genuine and passionate regret,

it was a natural and healthful safety-valve for an overbur-

dened heart.

"I don't think I was ever more impressed with our

Church service," said Mrs. Craven. " That dear, venerable

old man, and his truly wonderful congregation ! How
earnestly they listened, and how reverently they behaved !

"

" Think of our rustics in a village church !

" said Miss

Vavasour, "the conceited choir, the sleeping labourers, the

giggling school children, where do you ever see anything
like what we have witnessed to-day? However did they

manage to grow up so blameless, and to keep so good and

pure minded ? Can you tell me, Mr. Telfer ?
"

" My knowledge of my wife's people is chiefly from hear-

say," I said
;

" I can remember the old tale of the Mutiny
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of the Bounty when I was a school-boy in Sydney. Captain

Bligh, of the ill-fated ship, was afterwards the Governor

of New South Wales. Whether his conduct provoked the

mutiny, of which Miranda's great grandfather was the

leader, or whether the crew were overcome by the tempta-

tions of a life in that second garden of Eden, Tahiti, has

been disputed, and perhaps can never be definitely known.

This much is certain, that the sole surviving mutineer,

John Adams, deeply repentant, changed his rule of life.

Morning and evening prayer was established, and a system
of instruction for the children and young people regularly

carried out. Such was the apparently accidental commence-

ment of the religious teaching of the little community at

the beginning of the century. Some of the results you
have witnessed to-day."

"It certainly is the most wonderful historiette in the

whole world," said Miss Vavasour, who had listened with

deep interest. " I never saw so many nice people in one

place before all good all kind all contented, and all

happy. It makes one believe in the millennium; I must

try what I can do with our village when I get back to

Dorsetshire."
" You'll have your work cut out for you, Miss Vavasour,"

said Colonel Percival. "Fancy the old poachers and the

hardened tramps, the beer-drinking yokels and the rough
field-hands. Work of years, and doubtful then."

"Oh ! dear, why do we call ourselves civilised, I wonder ?
"

sighed the enthusiastic damsel, just awakened to a sense of

the duties of property in correlation with the "rights."
" I really believe Englishmen the lower classes, of course

are the most ill-mannered, uncivilised people in the

world. Look at those dear islanders, how polite and un-

selfish they are in their behaviour to each other, and to

us ! It makes me feel ashamed of my country. Why, even

at a presentation to Her Majesty people push, and crush,
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and look as black as thunder if you tread on their absurd

trains."

" You ought to come out and join the Melanesian Mis-

sion, my dear," said Mrs. Craven. " There is no knowing,
with your energy and convictions, what good you might do."

" I wish I could," said the girl eagerly.
" But I'm not

good enough, I wish I was. If I felt I could keep up my
present feelings I'd go to-morrow. But I'm selfish and

worldly-minded, like my neighbours in Christendom. It

would be no use. I should only spoil my own life, and not

mend theirs."

" Such has been the confession of many an earnest re-

former, who had started in life with high hopes and a

scorn of consequences," said Mr. Vavasour quietly ;

"
it is

by far the most common result of heroic self-sacrifice. If

we did not occasionally see the accomplished fact, as in this

case, we might well despair."

"And this was an accident of accidents," said Miss

Vavasour sorrowfully. "No missionary society sent away
the pioneer preachers to the heathen with prayers, and

flags, 'and collections. No, here is the grandest feat ever

accomplished in the world's history. The most religious,

contented, consistent community in the whole world evolved

from a crew of runaway sailors and a few poor savage

women ! Really there must be some good in human nature

after all, reviled and insulted as it is by all the extra good

people."

The Florentia had not had so large a party on board since

the last successful affair in Sydney harbour. That one in-

cluded dancing, which did not enter into this entertainment.

Nothing, however, could have gone off better. The curi-

osity of the young women about the ladies' belongings was

amply gratified, and the luncheon voted the very best one

at which they had ever been entertained.

A mirthful and joyous gathering it was. The visitors
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were charmed with the naturally refined and courteous

manners of the guests. And, finally, as the day wore on,

and the breeze from the land promised a good offing,

Miranda came up from her cabin, to which she had elected

to retire, and bade farewell to friends and kinsfolk, who

departed in their boats, much less saddened of mien than

they had been in the morning.

Once more at sea. The Florentia, though a whaler, and

not ornamented up to yachting form, was yet extremely
neat and spotlessly clean, as far as could be managed by a

smart and energetic captain. She was a fast sailer, and as

the wind off the land freshened at sundown, she spread
most of her canvas and sped before the breeze after a

fashion which would have made her a not unworthy com-

rade of the Leonora.

Miranda had retired to her cabin. Her heart was too

full for jesting converse, and after she had watched the

last speck of her loved island disappear below the horizon,

she was fain to go below to hide her tears, and relieve her

feelings by unrestrained indulgence in grief.

For my part, after a cheerful dinner in the cuddy, I

remained long on deck, pacing up and down, and revolving

in my mind plans for our future. As I felt the accustomed

sway of the vessel, listened to the creaking of the rigging,

which was music in my ears, and watched the waves fall

back from her sides in hissing foam-flakes, as the aroused

vessel, feeling the force of the rising gale, drove through

the darkening wave-masses, and seemed to defy the menace

of the deep, the memories of my early island life came back

to me. The luxurious, halcyon days, the starlit, silent

nights, when ofttimes I had wandered to the shore, and

seating myself on a coral rock, gazed over the boundless

watery waste, wondering ever about my career, my des-

tined fate.
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Then returned the strange and wayward memories of

Hayston and his lawless associates the reckless traders,

the fierce half-castes, the savage islanders ! Again I heard

the soft voices of Lalia, Nellie, Kitty of Ebon, and smiled

as I recalled their pleading, infantine ways, their flashing

eyes, so eloquent in love or hate. All were gone ;
all had

become phantoms of the past. With that stage and season

of my life they had passed away irrevocably, eternally

and now I possessed an incentive to labour, ambition, and

self-denial such as I had never before known. With such

a companion as Miranda, where was the man who would

not have displayed the higher qualities of his nature, who

would not have risen to the supremest effort of labour,

valour, or self-abnegation ? Before Heaven I vowed that

night, that neither toil nor trouble, difficulty nor danger,

should deter me from the pursuit of fortune and distinc-

tion. So passed our first day at sea.

With the one that followed the gale abated, and as the

Florentia swept southward under easy sail, comfort was

restored. The passengers settled themselves down to the

enjoyment of that absolute rest and passive luxuriousness

which characterise board-ship life in fine weather. Miss

Vavasour and Miranda were soon deep in earnest conversa-

tion, both for the time disregarding the books with which

they had furnished themselves. Mrs. Craven had devoted

herself to an endless task of knitting, which apparently

supplied a substitute for thought, reading, recreation, and

conversation.

I was talking to the captain when a lady came up the

companion, followed by the colonel, who half lifted, half

led a fine little boy of four or five years of age.
"
Oh/' said the captain, with a sudden movement towards

the new arrivals,
" I see Mrs. Percival has come on deck.

Come over and be introduced." We walked over, and I re-

ceived a formal bow from a handsome, pale woman, who
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had evidently been sojourning in the East. There is a cer-

tain similarity in all " Indian women," as they are generally

called, which extends even to manner and expression. Long
residence in a hot climate robs them of their roses, while

the habit of command, resulting from association with an

inferior race, gives them a tinge of hauteur not to say

unconscious insolence of manner which is scarcely agree-

able to those who, from circumstances, they may deem to

be socially inferior.

So it was that Miranda, in spite of Miss Vavasour's nods

and signals, received but the faintest recognition, and re-

treated to her chair somewhat chilled by her reception.

She, however, took no apparent notice of the slight, and

was soon absorbed in conversation with Miss Vavasour,

her brother, and Mrs. Craven, who had moved up her chair

to join the party. The colonel deserted his former friends

to devote himself to his family duties, while the captain

and I walked forward and commenced a discussion which

had, at any rate, a strong personal interest for me.
" Now look here, Hilary," said he, as he lighted a fresh

cigar. He had been smoking on the quarter-deck under

protest, as it were, and thus commenced :
" Listen to me,

my boy ! I've been thinking seriously about you and

Miranda. Your start in life when you get to Sydney is

important. I think I can give you a bit of advice worth

following. You understand all the dialects between here

and the Line Islands, don't you ?
"

" More than eight," I answered
;

" I can talk with nearly

every islander from here to the Gilberts. I have learned

so much, at any rate, in my wanderings."
" And a very good thing, too, for it's not a thing that can

be picked up in a year, no matter how a man may work,

and he's useless or nearly so without it
; you can keep ac-

counts, write well, and all that ?
"

I replied that I had a number of peculiar accounts to
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keep as supercargo to the Leonora, as well as all Hayston's

business letters to write
;
that my office books were always

considered neat, complete, and well kept. Then he sud-

denly said,
" You are the very man we want !

"

"Who are we, and what is the man wanted for?" I

asked.

"For the South Sea Island trade, and no other," said

Captain Carryall, putting his hand on my shoulder. " Old

Paul Frankston (you've heard of him) and I have laid it

out to establish a regular mercantile house in Sydney for

the development of the island trade. The old man will back

us, and the name of Paul Frankston is good fromNew Zealand

to the North Pole and back again. I will do the whaling,

cruising, and cargo business cocoa-nut oil, copra, and curios

while you will live in one of those nice white houses

at North Shore, somewhere about Neutral Bay, where you
can see the ships come through the Heads; Miranda can

have a skiff, and you a ten-tonner, so as not to forget your

boating and your sea-legs. What do you think of that, eh ?
"

"It is a splendid idea !

" I cried, "and poor Miranda will

be within sound of the sea. If she were not, she would pine

away like her own araucarias which will not live outside of

the wave music. But how about the cash part of it ? I

haven't much. Most of my savings went down in the Leo-

nora.
"

"
Oh, we'll manage that somehow ! Old Paul will work

that part of the arrangement. I daresay your father will

advance what will make your share equal, or nearly so, to

ours."

"It sounds well," I said. "With partners like Mr.

Frankston and yourself a man ought to be able to do some-

thing. I know almost every island where trade can be got,

and the price to a cowrie that should be paid. There ought
to be a fortune in it in five years. What a pity Hayston
couldn't have had such a chance."
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"He'd have had the cash, and the other partners the

experience, in less than that time," said the captain, smiling

sardonically.
" He was a first-rate organiser if he had not

been such a d d scoundrel. He had some fine qualities,

I allow
;
as a seaman he had no equal. In the good old

fighting days he would have been a splendid robber baron.

But in these modern times, where there is a trifle of law

and order in most countries, even in the South Seas he was
out of place."

" He was far from a model mariner," I said,
" but it hurts

me to hear him condemned. He had splendid points in his

character, and no one but myself will ever know how much

good there was mixed up with his recklessness and despair.

I left him, but I couldn't help being fond of him to the

last."

"It was a good thing for you that you did a very good

thing. You will live to be thankful for it. He was a dan-

gerous beggar, and neither man nor woman could escape his

fascination. However, that's all past and gone now. You're

married and settled, remember, and you're to be Hilary

Telfer, Esq., J.P., and all the rest of it directly, and the

only sea-going business you can have for the future is to be

Commodore of the Neutral Bay Yacht Club, or some such

title and distinction. And now I've done for the present.

You go and see what Miranda thinks of it. I won't agree
to anything unless she consents."

Miranda was charmed with the idea of a mercantile ma-

rine enterprise, so much in accordance with her previous
habits and experiences. The added inducement of living

on the sea-shore, with a boat, a jetty, and a bathing-house,

decided her. She implicitly believed in Captain Carryall's

power and ability to make our fortune
;
was also certain

that, with Mr. Frankston's commercial aid, we should soon be

as rich as the Guldensterns, the Kothschilds of the Pacific.

She surrendered herself thereupon to a dream of bliss, al-
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loyed only at intervals by a tinge of apprehension that the

great undiscovered country of Sydney society might prove

hostile or indifferent.

So much she communicated to Miss Vavasour as she and

Mrs. Craven were reclining side by side 011 their deck chairs,

while the Florentia was gliding along on another day all

sunshine, azure, and favouring breeze.

" Don't you be afraid, my dear," said the kind-hearted Mrs.

Craven,
"
you and your husband are quite able to hold your

own in Sydney society or any other; indeed, I shall be

inclined to bet that you'd be the rage rather than otherwise.

I wish I had you in Northamptonshire, I'd undertake to

( knock out' (as Charlie says) the local belles in a fort-

night."

Miranda laughed the childishly happy laugh of unspoiled

girlhood.
" Dear Mrs. Craven, how good of you to say so

;

but, of course, I know I'm a sort of savage, who will im-

prove in a year or two if every one is as kind as you and

Miss Vavasour here
;
but suppose they should be like her,"

and she motioned towards Mrs. Percival.

This lady had never relaxed the coldness and hauteur

towards Miranda and myself. She had been unable to

modify her " Indian manner," as Captain Carryall and Mr.

Vavasour called it, and about which they made daily

jokes.

As she passed the little group, she bowed slightly and

without relaxation of feature, going forward to the waist

of the ship, where she sat down and was soon absorbed in

a book. The three friends smiled at each other, and con-

tinued their conversation.
" I should like to dress you for a garden-party, Miranda,"

said Miss Vavasour
;

" let me see now, a real summer day,

such as we sometimes get in dear old England not like

this one perhaps, but very nice. A lovely old manor house

like Gravenhurst or Hunsdon such a lawn, such old
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trees, such a river, a marquee under an elm a hundred

years old, and the county magnates marching in from their

carriages."
"
Oh, how delicious !

" cried Miranda. " I have read

such descriptions in books, but you oh, how happy you
must be to have lived it all !

"

"It's very nice, but as to the happiness, that doesn't

always follow," confessed the English girl with a half

sigh.
" I almost think you have the greater share of that.

Anyhow, just as the company are assembled, I am seen

walking down from the house. We are of the house party,

you know, Miranda and I. She is dressed in a soft, white,

embroidered muslin, very simply made, with a little, a very

little Valenciennes lace. Its long straight folds hang

gracefully around her matchless figure, and are confined at

the waist by a broad, white moire sash; white gloves,

a white moire parasol, a large Gainsborough hat with

fleecy white feathers, and Miranda's costume is complete

the very embodiment of fresh, fair girlhood, unspotted

from the world of fashion and folly."



CHAPTER XVI

A SWIM FOR LIFE

THE words died on her lips as a shriek, wild, agonising,

despairing, rang through the air, and startled not only the

little group of pleased listeners, but all who happened to be

on deck at the time. We started up and gazed towards the

spot whence the cry had come. The colonel, who had been

reading on the opposite side of the deck, calmly smoking
the while, dropped his book and only saved his meer-

schaum by a cricketer's smart catch. The captain came

bounding up from below, followed by the steward and his

boy; the foc'sle hands, with the black cook, hurled them-

selves aft. All guessed the cause as they saw Mrs. Percival

wringing her hands frantically and gazing at an object in

the sea.

Her boy had fallen overboard ! Yes ! the little fellow,

active and courageous beyond his years, had tried to crawl

up to the shrouds while his mother's eyes were engaged in

the perusal of the leading novel of the day. Weary of

inaction, the poor little chap had done a little climbing on

his own account, and an unexpected roll of the ship had

sent him overboard. Light as the wind was, he was

already a long way astern.

Long before all these observations were made, however,
and while the astonished spectators were questioning their

senses as to the meaning of the confusion, Miranda had

sprung upon the rail, and in the next moment, with hands

clasped above her head, was parting the smooth waters.
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Eising to the surface, she swam with rapid and powerful
strokes towards the receding form of the still floating

child. With less rapidity of motion, I cast myself into

the heaving waste of water, not that I doubted Miranda's

ability to overtake and bear up the child, but from simple

inability to remain behind while all that was worth living

for on earth was adrift upon the wave.

I followed in her wake, and though I failed to keep near

her, for the Pitcairn islanders are among the fastest

swimmers in the world, I yet felt that I might be of some

use or aid. Long before I could overtake her she had

caught up the little fellow, and lifting him high above

the water, was swimming easily towards me.
" Oh ! you foolish boy !

" she cried,
" why did you come

after me ? do you want to be drowned again ?
" Here she

smiled and showed her lovely teeth as if it was rather a

good joke. It may have been, but at that time and place

I was not in the humour to perceive it.

" I came for the same reason that you did, I suppose
because I could not stay behind. If anything had hap-

pened to you what should I have done ? Here comes the

boat, though, and we can talk it over on board."

Some little time had been expended in lowering the boat.

The ship had been brought to, but even then and with

so light a wind it was astonishing what a distance we
had fallen behind. It was a curious sensation, such specks

as we were upon the immense water-plain which stretched

around to the horizon. However, the Florentia was strongly

in evidence, and nearer and nearer came the whaleboat, with

the captain at the steer-oar, and the men pulling as if they

were laying on a crack harpooner to an eighty barrel whale.

We were now swimming side by side, Miranda talking

to the little fellow, who had never lost consciousness, and

did not seem particularly afraid of his position.

"How tremendously hard they are pulling!" I said;
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"
they are making the boat spin again. One would think

they were pulling for a wager."
" So they are/

7 answered she,
" for three lives, and perhaps

another. See there ! God in His mercy protect us."

I followed the direction of her turned head, and my heart

stood still as my eye caught the fatal sign of the monster's

presence at no great distance from us. It was the back Jin

of a shark I

" Do your best, my beloved," she continued
;

" we must

keep together, and if he overtakes us before the boat reaches,

splash hard and shout as loud as you can. I have seen a

shark frightened before now
;
but please God it may not

come to that."

The boat came nearer still nearer but, as it seemed

to us, all too slowly. The men were pulling for their lives,

I could notice, and the captain frantically urging them on.

They had seen the dreaded signal before us, and had com-

menced to race from that moment. But for some delay in

the tackle for lowering, they would have been up to us

before now.

As it was we did our best. I would have taken the child,

but Miranda would not allow me. " His weight is nothing
in the water," she said,

" and I could swim faster than you,

even with him." This she showed me she could do by

shooting ahead with the greatest ease, and then allowing

me to overtake her. I had to let her have her own way.

We were lessening the distance between us and the boat,

but the sea demon had a mind to overtake us, and our

hearts almost failed as we noticed the sharp black fin gain-

ing rapidly upon us. Still there was one chance, that he

would not pursue us to the very side of the boat. It was

a terrible moment. With every muscle strained to the

uttermost, with lung, and sinew, and every organ taxed to

utmost tension, I most certainly beat any previous record

in swimming that I had ever attained. Miranda, with
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apparently but little effort, kept slightly ahead. The last

few yards shorter than the actual distance appeared to

divide us from the huge form of the monster now distinctly

visible beneath the water, when with one frantic yell and a

dash at the oars, which took every remaining pound of

strength out of the willing crew, the boat shot up within

equal distance. At a signal from the captain every oar was

raised and brought down again with a terrific splash into

the water, and a simultaneous yell. The effort was success-

ful. The huge creature, strangely timid in some respects,

stopped, and with one powerful side motion of fins and tail

glided out of the line of pursuit. At the same moment the

boat swept up, and eager arms lifted Miranda and her

burden into it. My hand was on the gunwale until

I saw her safe, whence with a slight amount of assistance

I gained the mid-thwart.

"Saved, thank God!" cried the captain, with fervent

expression,
" but a mighty close thing ;

the next time you
take a bath of this kind, my dear Miranda, with sharks

around, you must let me know beforehand, eh ?
"

" Some one would have had to go, captain," she answered
;

"we couldn't see the dear little fellow drowned before our

eyes. It was only a trifle after all a swim in smooth

water on a fine day : I didn't reckon on a shark being so

close, I must say."
" I saw the naughty shark," said the little fellow, now

quite recovered and in his usual spirits. "How close he

came ! do you think he would have eaten us all, captain ?
"

"Yes, my boy without salt; you would never have

seen your papa and mamma again if it had not been for

this lady here."

" But you took us in the boat, captain," argued the little

fellow
;

" he can't catch us in here, can he ?
"

"But the lady caught you in her arms long before the

boat came up, my dear, or else you would have been
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drowned over and over again; that confounded tackle

caught, or else we should have been up long before. It's

a good thing they were not lowering for a whale, or my
first mate's language would have been something to remem-

ber till the voyage after next. However, here we are all

safe, Charlie, and there's your mother looking out for you."

A painfully eager face was that which gazed from the

vessel as we rowed alongside. Every trace of the languor

partly born of the tropic sun and partly of aristocratic

morgue was gone from the countenance of Mrs. Percival, as

her boy, laughing and prattling, was carried up the rope

ladder and lifted on deck. His mother clasped him now

passionately in her arms, sobbing, blessing, kissing him, and

crying aloud that God had restored her child from the dead.

"
Oh, my boy ! my boy !

" she repeated again and again ;

"
your mother would have died too, if you had been drowned,

she would never have lived without you."

By this time Miranda had reached the deck, where she was

received with a hearty British cheer from the ship's com-

pany, while the passengers crowded around her as if she

had acquired a new character in their eyes. But Mrs.

Percival surpassed them all
; kneeling before Miranda she

bowed herself to the deck, as if in adoration, and kissed her

wet feet again and again.

"You have saved my child from a terrible death at the

risk of your own and your husband's lives," she said.

" May God forget me if I forget your noble act this day ! I

have been proud and unkind in my manner to you, my dear.

I humble myself at your feet, and implore your pardon.

But henceforth, Miranda Telfer, you and I are sisters. If

I do not do something in requital it will go hard with me
and Charlie."

"Now, my dear Sybil,
"
interposed the husband, "do you

observe that Mrs. Telfer has not had time to change her

dress very wet it seems to be and I suppose Master
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Charlie will be none the worse for being put to bed and

well scolded, the young rascal. Come, my dear."

Colonel Percival, doubtless, felt a world of joy and relief

when the light of his eyes and the joy of his heart stood

safe and sound on the deck of the Florentia again, but it is

not the wont of the British aristocrat to give vent to his

emotions, even the holiest, in public. The veil of indiffer-

ence is thrown over them, and men may but guess at the

volcanic forces at work below that studiously calm exterior.

So, laying his hand gently but firmly on his wife's arm,

he led her to her cabin, with her boy still clasped in her

arms as if she yet feared to lose him, and they disappeared

from our eyes. As for Miranda and myself, such immer-

sions had been daily matters of course, and were regarded

as altogether too trifling occurrences to require more than

the necessary changes of clothing.

We both appeared in our places at the next meal, when

Miranda was besieged with questions as to her sensations,

mingled with praises of her courage and endurance in that

hour of deadly peril.

"And her child, too," said Mrs. Craven; "what a lesson

of humility it ought to teach her ! Had you, my dear girl,

been swayed by any of the meaner motives which actuate

men and women her foolish pride might have cost her

child's life."

"
Oh, surely no one could have had such thoughts when

that dear little boy fell overboard ! I couldn't help Mrs.

Percival not liking me. I really did not think much about

it; but when I saw the poor little face in the sea, more

startled, indeed, than frightened, I felt as if I must go in

after him. It was quite a matter of course."

After this incident it may be believed that we were in-

deed a happy family on board the Florentia. Every one

vied with every one ej.se in exhibiting respect and admira-

tion towards Miranda. Mrs. Percival would not hear of a
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refusal that we should come and stay with her, when we

had done all that was proper and dutiful in the family home.

Miss Vavasour and Mrs. Craven depended on me to show

them all the beauties of Sydney harbour; while Captain

Carryall pledged himself to place Mr. Frankston's yacht at

the service of his passengers generally, and to render them

competent to champion the much-vaunted glories of the

unrivalled harbour to all friends, foes, and doubters on the

other side of the world.

Colonel Percival privately interrogated the captain as to

the nature of the commercial undertaking in which he was

about to arrange a partnership for me, and begged as a

favour, being a man of ample means, that he might be per-

mitted to advance the amount of my share. The captain

solemnly promised him that if there was any difficulty in

the proposed arrangement on account of my deficiency of

cash he should be requested to supply it.
" He seemed to

feel easy in his mind after I told him this, my boy," said

the commander, with that mixture of simplicity and astute-

ness which distinguished him, "but fancy old Paul and

your father admitting outside capital in one of their trade

ventures !

"

" This time to-morrow we shall be going through Sydney

Heads," said the first mate to me as we walked the deck

about an hour after sunrise one morning, "that is, if the

wind holds."

"
Pray Heaven it may," said I,

" then we shall have a

view of the harbour and city worth seeing. It makes all

the difference. We might have a cloudy day, or be tacking
about till nightfall, and the whole effect would be lost." I

was most anxious not only that Miranda's first sight of my
native land and her future home should impress her favour-

ably, but I was naturally concerned that our friends should
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not suppose that the descriptions of the Queen City of the

South, with which the captain and I had regaled them,
were overdrawn. We sat late at supper that night talking

over the wonderful events and experiences that were to

occur on the morrow. Plans were discussed, probable
residence and inland travel calculated, the Fish Eiver caves

and the Blue Mountains were, of course, to be visited all

kinds of expeditions and slightly incongruous journeys to

be carried out.

Colonel and Mrs. Percival had been asked to stay at

Government House during their visit, which was compara-

tively short
;
while Mr. and Mrs. Craven and Miss Vava-

sour were to go primarily to Petty's Hotel, which had been

highly recommended; and the gentlemen had intimation

that they would receive notices of their being admitted as

honorary members of the Australian and Union Clubs.

With such cheerful expectations and forecasts we parted
for the night.

The winds were kind. " The breeze stuck to us," as the

mate expressed it, and about an hour after the time he had

mentioned we were within a mile of the towering sandstone

portals of that erstwhile strange, silent harbour into which

the gallant seaman Cook, old England's typical mariner,

had sailed a hundred years ago.

I had been on deck since dawn. Now that we were so

near the home of my childhood, the thoughts of old days,

and the parents, brothers, sisters, from whom I had been

so long separated, rushed into my mind, until I felt almost

suffocated with contending emotions. How would they
receive us ? Would they be prepared to see me a married

man ? Would their welcome to Miranda be warm or for-

mal? I began to foresee difficulties even dangers of

family disruption consequences which before had never

entered into the calculation.

However, for the present these serious reflections were
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put to flight by expressions of delight from the whole body
of passengers, headed by Miranda, who then came on deck.

By this time the good ship Florentia had closely approached
the comparatively narrow entrance, the frowning buttresses

of sandstone, against which the waves, now dashed with

hoarse and angry murmur, rose almost above us, while a

long line of surges, lit up by the red dawn fires, menaced

us on either hand.
"
Oh, what a lovely entrance !

" said Miss Vavasour, after

gazing long and earnestly at the scene. " It seems like the

gate of an enchanted lake. What magnificent rock-masses,

and what light and colour the sun brings out ! It is some-

thing like a sun warm, glowing, irradiating everything
even at this early hour and what a sky ! The dream tone

of a painter ! I congratulate you, you dear darling Miranda,
and you, Mr. Telfer, on having such a day for home-coming.
It is a good omen I am sure it must be. Nothing but

good could happen on such a glorious day."

"The day is perfection, but more than one good ship

coming through this entrance at night has mistaken the

indentation on the other side of the South Head for the true

passage, and gone to pieces on the rocks below that prom-

ontory. But, at any rate, we are now safely inside; and

where is there a harbour in the world to match it ?
"

As we passed Middle harbour and drew slowly up the

great waterway, which affords perhaps more deep anchor-

age than any other in the world, the ladies were loud in

their expressions of admiration. "Look at those sweet

white houses on the shores of the pretty little bays !

" said

Mrs. Craven; "and what lovely gardens and terraces

stretching down to the beaches !

"

" And there is a Norfolk Island pine, one two ever

so many," cried Miranda. "I did not think they grew

here, I am sure now that I shall be happy."
"
Yes, of course !

"
said Miss Vavasour, " what is to
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hinder you ? And you are to live in one of those pretty

cream-coloured cottages what lovely stone it must be !

with a garden just like that one on the point, and a boat-

house and a jetty. One of those little steamers that I see

fussing about will land Mr. Telfer, when he returns from

the city, or you can get into that little boat that lies moored

below, and row across the bay for him."

Miranda's eyes filled as she glanced at the pretty villas

and more pretentious mansions, past which we glided, some

half-covered with climbers, or buried amid tropical shrubs

of wild luxuriance. Her heart was too deeply stirred for

jesting at that moment. She could only press her friend's

hand and smile, as if pleading for a less humorous view of

so important a subject.

The harbour itself was full of interest to the strangers.

Vessels of all sizes and shapes coasters, colliers, pas-

senger-boats, yachts, and steam launches, passed and re-

passed in endless succession. Two men-of-war lay peacefully

at anchor in Farm Cove, a Messagerie steamer in the

stream, while a huge P. & 0. mail-boat outward bound

moved majestically towards the Heads through which we
had so recently entered.

We had just cleared Point Piper, where I remember

spending the joyous holidays of long ago with my school-

mates, the sons of the fine old English gentleman who then

dwelt there, when a sailing boat sped swiftly towards us,

in which stood a stout, middle-aged man waving his hat

frantically.
" I believe that is Paul Frankston himself come to over-

haul us," said the captain, raising his glass.
" He's sailor

enough to recognise the rig of the Florentia, and if we had

been a little nearer his bay, he'd have wanted us to stop

the ship and lunch with him in a body. As it is I feel

sure he'll capture some of the party."

"What splendid hospitality!" said Mrs. Percival. "Is
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that sort of thing usual here ? you must be something like

us Indians in your ways."

"There is a good deal of likeness, I think/' said the

captain.
" I suppose the heat accounts for it. It's too hot

to refuse, most of the year. But here comes Paul!"

The sailing boat by this time had run alongside and

doused her sail, while one of the crew held on to a rope

thrown to him, as the owner presented himself on deck

with more agility than might have been expected from a

man of his age.
"
Well, Charley, my boy, so you're in at last thought

you were lost, or had run away and sold the ship, ha, ha !

What sort of a voyage have you had ? Passengers, too

pray introduce me. Is there anything I can do for them in

Sydney? Must be something. Perhaps I shall hear by
and by. Who's this youngster ?

" No ! surely not the son of my old friend, Captain Telfer ?

Now I remember the boy that ran away to the islands, or

would have done so, if they hadn't let him go. Quite right,

I ran away myself and a fine time I had there. I must tell

you what happened to me there once, eh ! Charley ?
"

Here the old gentleman began to laugh so heartily that

he was forced to suspend his narration, while the captain

regarded him with an expression which conveyed a slight

look of warning. "But I am forgetting. By the way,

Charley, have you any curios in your cabin?" The cap-

tain nodded, and the two old friends disappeared down the

companion. Only, however, to reappear in a very few min-

utes, which we employed in favourable criticism.

" What a fine hearty old gentleman !

" said Mrs. Craven,
"
any one can see that he is an Englishman by his figure

and the way he talks
; though I suppose colonists are not

so very different."

" Mr. Frankston has been a good deal about the world,"
I said. "But he was born in Sydney, and has spent the
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greater part of his life near this very spot. He was at sea

in his earlier years, but has been on shore since he married.

He is now a wealthy man, and one of the leading Sydney
merchants."

" One would think he was a sea captain now," said Miss

Vavasour. "He looks quite as much like one as a mer-

chant
;
but I suppose every one can sail a boat here."

" You are quite right, Miss Vavasour. Every one who is

born in Sydney learns to swim and sail a boat as soon as

possible after he can walk. There is no place in the world

where there are so many yachtsmen. On holidays you may
see doctors, lawyers, clergymen, even judges, sailing their

boats doing a good deal of their own work in the ' able

seaman ? line
; and, to tell truth, looking occasionally much

more like pirates than sober professional men."

About this time Mr. Frankston reappeared, carrying in

his hand a couple of grass-er-garments, which he appeared
to look upon as very precious.

" These are for my little

girl," he said,
" she has just come down from the bush with

her husband to spend the hot months with her old father.

It will give her the greatest pleasure to see these ladies and

their husbands at Marahmee, next Saturday, when we can

have a little picnic in the harbour and a sail in my yacht,

the Sea-gull. The captain will tell you that I am to be

trusted with a lively boat still."

" I never wish to go to sea with a better sailor," said the

captain,
" and if our friends have no other engagements,

I can promise them a delightful day and a view of some of

the finest scenery south of the line."

Barring unforeseen or indispensable engagements every

one promised to go. Mr. Frankston averred that they had

done him a great an important service. He was getting

quite hipped he was indeed when his daughter luckily

recognised the Florentia coming up the harbour. She is a

sailor's daughter, you know has an eye for a ship and
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started him off to meet his old friend Captain Carryall, and

secure him for dinner. Now he felt quite another man,

and would say good-bye. Before leaving he must have a

word with his young friend.

" My dear boy," said he, laying his hand on my shoulder,
" I have known your father ever so many years. We were

younger men then, and saw something of each other in

more than one bit of fun; and at least one or two very

queer bits of fighting in the Bay of Islands
;
so that we

know each other pretty well. I've heard what Carryall has

to say about you and your charming wife. I think we shall

be able to ' fix up/ as our American friends say, our little

mercantile arrangement very neatly. But that's not what

I wanted to talk to you about. You've been away a good

while, so many years, we'll say."
" I have indeed," I replied.
" Well you've grown from a boy into a man, and a devil-

ish fine one too." Here the dear old chap patted me on

the back and looked up at my face, a great deal higher up
than his. "Well! naturally, you've changed. So have

your people, your young brothers and sisters have turned

into men and women while you've been away. And then

again, another change a great one too you're married."

"Yes! thank God I am."
" I am sure you have good reason, my boy. But my idea

is this, people the best of people don't like surprises,

even one's own friends. Now, what I want you to do is

to bring your wife and come and stay at Marahmee for a

week, while they're getting your rooms ready for you at

North Shore. There's nobody there now but Antonia and

her husband. It wants another pair of young people to

enliven the place a bit. And Charley Carryall will go over

and tell them all about you and your pretty Miranda, while

you and I settle our partnership affairs."

I could see how it was
;
our good old friend, with a kind-

u
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ness and delicacy of feeling which I have rarely seen

equalled, had all along made up his mind that Miranda

and I should begin our Sydney experiences with a visit to

his hospitable mansion. After a talk with the captain, for

which purpose he had feigned an interest in South Sea

"curios," they had come to the conclusion that it would be

more prudent that the family should have a few days to

accustom themselves to the idea of my marriage. In the

mean time his daughter, Mrs. Neuchamp, would be able to

give Miranda the benefit of her experience as a Sydney
matron of some years' standing, and to ensure that she

made her introduction under favourable circumstances.

Miranda, naturally nervous at the idea of then and there

making her appearance among a group of relatives wholly
unknown to her, was much relieved at the delay thus

granted, and cheerfully acceded to the proposed arrange-

ment.

"That being all settled, I'll get home and have every-

thing ready for you when you arrive. The captain will

take care of you. He knows the road out, eh, Charley ?

night or day ;
so good-bye till dinner time. Seven o'clock

sharp."

Still talking, Mr. Frankston descended to his boat, and

making a long board, proceeded to beat down the harbour

on his homeward voyage, waving his handkerchief at inter-

vals until he rounded a point and was lost to our gaze.

It was not very long after this interview that we found

ourselves in our berth at the Circular Quay, where, unlike

Melbourne and some other ports, nothing more was needed

for disembarkation but to step on shore into the city. Our

good comrades of so many days were carried off in cabs to

their destinations, with the exception of the Percivals, who,

having been invited to Government House, found an aide-
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de-camp and the viceregal carriage awaiting them on the

wharf. At such a time there is always a certain amount of

fuss and anxiety with reference to luggage, rendering fare-

wells occasionally less sentimental than might have been

expected from the character of marine friendships. But it

was not so in our experience. Miss Vavasour and Mrs.

Craven exchanged touching farewells with Miranda, mingled
with solemn promises to meet at given dates to write

to do all sorts of things necessary for their keeping up the

flame of friendship. Then at the last moment Colonel and

Mrs. Percival came up.
" My dearest Miranda," said this

lady,
" don't forget that you are my sister, not in word only.

Put me to the proof whenever you need a sister's aid, and

it shall be always at your service. Kiss Auntie Miranda,
Charlie darling, and tell her you will always love her."

" She picked me up out of the sea, when the naughty
shark was going to eat us all. She's a good auntie, isn't

she, mother ? " said the little chap responding readily.
"
Good-bye, Auntie Miranda."
" I am not a man of many words, Mr. Telfer !

"
said the

colonel
;

" but if I can be of service to you, now or at any
future time I shall be offended if you do not let me know

;

"

and then the stern soldier shook my hand in a way which

gave double meaning to the pledge.

It was yet early in the day, and the captain had duties

to attend to which would keep him employed until the

evening.
" I've ordered a carriage at six," he said,

" when
we'll start for Marahmee, which is about half-an-hour's

drive. Until that time you can go ashore if you like
;
the

Botanical Gardens are just round that point, or walk down

George Street, or in any other way amuse yourselves.

Meanwhile, consider yourselves at home also."

" I think we'll stay at home then, captain, for the pres-
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ent," said Miranda,
" and watch the people on shore. You

have no idea how they interest me. Everything is so new.

Kemember that I have never seen a carriage in my life

before, or a cab, or a soldier
;
there goes one now isn't

he beautiful to behold ? I shall sit here and make Hilary

tell me the names of all the specimens as they come into

view."

"That will do capitally," said the captain. "I might
have known that you could amuse yourself without help

from any one."

The time passed quickly enough, with the aid of lunch.

The decks were cleared by six o'clock, by which time we

were ready for the hired barouche when it drove up.

Miranda and I had employed our time so well that she

had learnt the names of various types of character, and

many products of civilisation, of which she had been before

necessarily ignorant, except from books. " It is a perfect

object lesson," she said. "How delightful it is to be able

to see the things and people that I have only read about !

I feel like those people in the Arabian Nights who had

been all their lives in a glass tower on a desert island.

Not that our dear Norfolk Island was a desert very far

from it. And now I am going to the first grand house I

ever saw, and to live in it more wonderful still. I feel

like a princess in a fairy tale," she went on, as she smil-

ingly skipped into the carriage. "Everything seems so

unreal. Do you think this will turn into a pumpkin, drawn

by mice, like poor Cinderella's? Hers was a chariot,

though. What is a chariot ? "

" I remember riding in one when I was a small boy," I

answered
;

"
and, by the same token, I had caught a number

of locusts, and put them into my hat. I was invited to

uncover, as the day was warm. When I did so, the locusts

flew all about the closed-up carriage and into everybody's

face. But chariots are old-fashioned now."
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Onward we passed along the South Head road, while

below us lay the harbour with its multitudinous bays,

inlets, promontories, and green knolls, in so many instances

crowned with white-walled gardens, surrounding villas and

mansions, all built of pale-hued, delicately-toned sandstone.

" Oh ! what a lovely, delicious bay !

" cried Miranda
;

"and these are the Heads, where we came in. Good-bye,

old ocean, playfellow of my childhood
; farewell, wind of

the sea, for a while. But I shall live near you still, and

hear you in my dreams. I should die I should feel suf-

focated if nothing but woods and forests were to be

seen."

"If you don't die until you can't see the ocean, or feel

the winds about here, you will live a long time, my dear,"

said the captain.
" I don't know a more sea-going popula-

tion anywhere than this Sydney one. Half the people you
meet here have been a voyage, and the boys take to a boat

as the bush lads do to a horse. But here we are at the

Marahmee gates, and there's my pet Antonia on the veran-

dah ready to receive us."

As we drove up the avenue, which was not very long, a

very pretty, graceful young woman came swiftly to meet

us. I knew this must be Mrs. Neuchamp, formerly Antonia

Frankston, the old man's only child. She was not grown

up when I left Sydney, and I heard that she had lately

married a young Englishman, who had come out with let-

ters of introduction to Mr. Frankston. We had seen each

other last, as boy and girl, long years ago.
"
Well, Captain Charley," she said, making as though she

would have embraced the skipper, "what do you mean by

being so long away ? We began to think that you were

lost that the Florentia had run on a reef all sorts of

things been cut off by the islanders, perhaps. But now

you are back with all sorts of island stories to tell dad, and

a few curios for me. And you are Mrs. Telfer ! Papa has
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told me all about you his latest admiration, evidently.

But you mustn't get melancholy when he deserts you ;
he

is a passionate adorer while it lasts, but is always carried

away by the next fresh face, generally a complete contrast

to the last. I am sure we shall be great friends. I used

to dance with your husband when we were children. Do

you remember that party at Mrs. Morton's ? You have

grown considerably since then, and so handsome, too, I

suppose I may say now we are all married no wonder

Miranda fell in love with you. You're to call me Antonia,

my dear
;
and now come upstairs, and I'll show you your

rooms which I have been getting ready all the morning.

Papa and Ernest will be here in a few minutes."

"Mrs. Neuchamp evidently takes after her father," I

said,
" who can say more kind things in fewer minutes than

any one I ever knew and do them, too, which is more to

the purpose. I am so glad that Miranda has had the

chance of making her acquaintance before she sees many
other people."

"She is a dear, good, unselfish girl," said the captain,
" and was always the same from a child, when she used to

sit on my knee in this very verandah, and get me to tell

her the names of the ships. I never saw a child so thought-
ful for other people, always wondering what she could do

for them
;
she is just the same to this day. She will be

an invaluable friend for our Miranda, I foresee. She can

give her all sorts of hints about housekeeping, and I've no

doubt one or two about dress and the minor society matters.

Not that Miranda wants much teaching in that or any other

way. Nature made her a lady, and gave her the look of a

sea princess, and nothing could alter her."
" Did you ever hear of a handsome young woman being

spoiled by flattery, captain ? " I said. " I don't want to

anticipate such a disaster, but it strikes me that if you are

all going to be so very complimentary, I shall have to go
on the other tack to keep the compass level."
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" There are dispositions that flattery falls harmless from/'

said the captain solemnly ;

" there are women that cannot

be spoiled, not so many, perhaps, but you have got one

of them, Antonia is another. They will make a good pair,

and I'll back them to do their duty and keep a straight

course, fair weather or foul, against any two, married or

single, that I ever saw, and I've seen a good many women
in my time. But now we had better be ready for dinner,

for old Paul and Mr. Neuchamp will be here directly."

They were not long in making their appearance, and a

very merry dinner it was. Mr. Frankston wanted to hear

all about the islands, and Mrs. Neuchamp was much, inter-

ested in Captain Hayston, and thought he resembled one

of the buccaneers of the Spanish Main, for whom she had a

sentimental admiration in her girlhood.

"What a pity that all the romantic and picturesque

people should be so wicked !

" she asked. " How is it, and

what law of nature can it be that arranges that so many
good and worthy people are so deadly uninteresting ?

"

" Antonia is not quite in earnest, my dear Mrs. Telfer !

"

said Mr. Neuchamp, remarking Miranda's wondering look
;

" she knows well that it is more difficult to live up to a high
ideal than to fall below it. There is a false glamour about

men like Hayston, I admit, by which people who are swayed

by feeling rather than reason are often attracted."
" I am afraid that Captain Hayston was a wicked man,"

said Miranda,
"
though I can't get Hilary to tell me much

about him. However, there were very different accounts,
some describing him as being generous and heroic, and
others as cruel and unprincipled."

" Whatever he was, there was no doubt about his being
a sailor every inch of him," said Captain Charley.

" I saw

him handle his ship in a gale of wind through a dangerous

channel, and I never forgot it."

" I suppose he had his faults like the rest of us," said
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Mr. Frankston, who did not seem inclined to pursue the

subject. "Never mind, when Frankston, Telfer, and Co.

get the control of the South Sea Island trade, there won't

be any room for dashing filibusters, will there, Charley ?
"

" I hope not
;
his day is over," said the captain.

" I am

sorry for him, too, for he was one of the grandest men and

finest seamen God Almighty ever permitted to sail upon
His ocean. Under a different star he might have been an

ornament to the service and an honour to his country."
After dinner we all sat out on the broad verandah, where

we lighted our cigars, and enjoyed the view over the sleep-

ing waters of the bay. It was a glorious night, undimmed

by mist or cloud. The harbour lights flamed brightly,

anear and afar, while steamers passing to the different

points of the endless harbourage lighted up the glittering

plain with their variegated lamps, as if an operatic effect

were intended.
" What a wondrous sight !

" said Miranda. " It certainly

is a scene of enchantment, though it loses some of its beauty
in my eyes from being so restless and exciting. There is

no solitude
;
all is motion and effort, as is the city by day.

Our sea-view is as still and silent as if our island had just

been discovered. It lends an air of solemnity to the night
which this brilliant, many-coloured vision seems to want."

"Antonia and I enjoy this sort of thing thoroughly,"
said Mr. Neuchamp ;

" our country is hot and dry as the

summer comes on, and the glare is something to remember.

But I must say I prefer the winter of the interior. The

nights are heavenly, the mid-day warm without being

oppressive, and the mornings are delightfully cool and

bracing."
" As weather it is as nearly perfect as it can be," assented

Mrs. Neuchamp, backing up her husband. "Then the rides

and drives on the firm sandy turf and the delightful natural

roads ! It's nice to think you can drive thirty or forty
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miles in any direction without going off your own run.

Miranda must come and stay with me for a month or two

when you get settled, Mr. Telfer. We must see if she

can't be persuaded to leave the seaside for a while."

"We'll make up a party," said Mr. Frankston; "it's a

long time since I have seen any station life. I had half a

mind to try squatting once myself. But I'm like Miranda

I don't sleep well unless I can hear the surge in the

night ;
but for a month or two, in May or June, it would

be great fun, and do us all good, I expect."

"Yes, my dear dad," said his daughter, patting his

shoulder,
" think of the riding and driving. You're not too

old to ride, you know. I'll lend you Osmond he's my
horse now, and he's a pearl of hackneys. I'll ride out with

you, and Ernest can take Miranda and Courtenay in the

four-in-hand drag."
"
Well, that's a bargain, my dear !

" said her father.

"When the summer is over and the autumn has nearly

come to an end, and the nights and mornings are growing
fresh and crisp, that's the time to see the interior at its

best. I haven't forgotten the feel of a bush-morning at

sunrise
;
there's something very exhilarating about it."

" Is there not ?
"

replied Mrs. Neuchamp,
" ' as you see

the vision splendid, of the sunlit plains extended,' an ocean

of verdure. You trace the river by the heavy timber on its

banks, and the slowly-rising mists along its course. Then

the sun, a crimson and gold shield against the cloudless

azure, the cattle low in the great river meadows, you hear

the crack of a stockwhip as the horses come galloping in like

a regiment of cavalry, and the day has begun. It seems

like a new world awakening to life."

"I know a young woman," said her husband, "whose
' inward eye

'

by no means made ' the bliss of solitude ' when
she first went into the bush."

"That was because I was newly married torn away
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from my childhood's home, and all that/' laughed his wife.

"
Besides, you used to stay away unconscionably long some-

times
;
now everything looks different. You will have to

pass through that stage, my dear Miranda. So prepare

yourself."
" I am sure Hilary will never stay away from our home

unless he is obliged ;
and then I must sew and sing till he

comes back, like my countrywomen at Norfolk Island and

Pitcairn when their men are at sea."

"A very good custom, too," said Paul. " That reminds

me that we must have some music to-night. Antonia will

lead the way, and our cigars will taste all the better in the

verandah."

Mrs. Neuchamp had a fine voice and a fine ear. She had

been well taught, and played her own accompaniments,
while she sang several favourite songs of her father's, and

a duet with her husband.

"Now, it's your turn, Miranda," said Mr. Frankston.
" I've heard all about you from the captain."

" I shall be very glad to sing," she answered, seating her-

self at the piano,
" if you care for my simple songs. I

have always been fond of music, but our poof little har-

monium was, for a long time, my only instrument. What
shall I sing?"

"
Sing the ' Lament of Susannah M'Coy for her drowned

lover,'
" said the captain,

" that was a song brought from

Pitcairn, wasn't it ? I always liked it the best of all the

island sing songs."

"It is simple," replied Miranda, "but it is true; I be-

lieve the poor girl used to sit by the sea-shore singing it at

night, and died of grief a year afterwards."

She struck a few chords on the grand Erard piano, and

commenced a wailing, dirge-like melody, "a long, low

island song," inexpressibly mournful. The movement was

chiefly low-toned, and in the minor key, but at times it rose
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to a higher pitch, into which was thrown the agonised

sorrow of irrevocable love, the endless regret, the void

immeasurable and eternal, the hopeless despair of a deso-

lated existence.

The words were simple, and more in recitative than

rhythm. There was a certain monotony and repetition,

but as an expression of passionate and hopeless sorrow it

was strangely complete.

The tale was old as life and death, as love and joy, hope
and despair. The maiden watching and waiting, during

the voyage of the whaleship, the year long through. The

sudden delight of the vessel being sighted ;
the boats going

off
;
the intensity of the anxiety ;

the returning crew
;
the

eager scanning of the passengers ;
the refusal to believe in

mischance
;
the guarded half-told tale, then the unmistak-

able word of doom ! He had been drowned at sea; the fear-

less, fortunate harpooner had, in the sudden flurry of the

death-stricken whale, been thrown overboard and stunned.

"When the half-capsized boat was righted, Johnnie Mills

was missing! They rowed round and round, all vainly,

then sadly returned to the vessel. This was the tale they
had to tell, the tale Susannah M'Coy had to hear. Her

over-wrought feelings found relief in the " Maiden's La-

ment," and after her death her girl companions in sing-

ing it preserved the memory of the maiden and her lover,

of his doom and her unhappy fate.

There was nothing unusually melodious in the song itself,

but as the low, rich notes of Miranda's voice struck on the

ear of the listeners, those who had not heard before seemed

spell-bound. Not a motion was made, not a sound escaped

them, as they listened with an intentness which said far

more than the ready and general praise at its close. Know-

ing, as I did, the extraordinary quality of her voice, I had

expected that some such effect would be produced, but I

hardly reckoned on such complete and universal admiration.
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When the cry of the heartbroken girl rose and echoed

through the large room, the effect was electrical
;

the

higher notes were sweet and clear, without a suspicion of

hardness, and yet had wondrous under-tones of tears, such

as I never heard in another woman's voice. Long before

the wailing notes had faded into nothingness Mrs. Neu-

champ's eyes were wet. While old Paul, Mr. Neuchamp,
and the captain, seemed in no great hurry to express their

approval.
" That's the most wonderful song I ever heard," said the

old man. "I've heard the girls in Nukuheva sing one

something like it, and there are notes in Miranda's voice

that take me back to my youth, the island days, and the

good old times when Paul Erankston was young and fool-

ish. God's blessing on them ! Miranda ! my dear, take an

old man's thanks. I foresee that I shall have two daugh-

ters : one at Marahrnee in the summer, and the other in the

winter, when Antonia is in the bush."

After this no one would hear of her leaving off. She

sang other songs which were not all sorrowful. Some had

a livelier tone, and the transient gleam which lit up the

dark eyes told that mirth had its due place in her rich and

many-sided nature.

" Would you like to hear one of our hymns now ?
" she

asked, with the simplicity of a child. "We used to sing

them in parts, and many a night when the moon was at the

full did we sit on the beach and sing for hours. I can hear

the surge now, and it puts me in mind of our dear old

home."
"
Oh, by all means," said Antonia, and without further

prelude, she began a well-known hymn, the deep tones of

her voice rising and falling as if in a cathedral, while the

organ-like chords which she evoked from the Erard favoured-

the faultless rendering. We involuntarily joined in, and I

saw Antonia looking admiringly at the singer, as with head
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upraised, and all the fervour of a mediaeval penitent, she

poured forth a volume of melodious adoration.

All were silent for some seconds after the last cadence

had died away. At length the pause was broken by
Antonia.

" After that lovely hymn, my dear Miranda, let me first

thank you warmly for the pleasure you have given us all,

and then suggest that we retire. The gentlemen may stay

and smoke a while longer, but this has been an exciting

day for us, and you require rest. Besides, you have to

make acquaintance with your new relations."

"A sensible suggestion, my darling,
" said Mr. Frankston.

" So we'll say good night to Mrs. Telfer and yourself. We
must have one more cigar in the verandah while we think

over that great song of hers."

It was arranged between Mr. Frankston and the captain

that I should take my bride to my old home on the morning
after next, and present her to my family. It might have

been thought that, after so long an absence from my parents,

it would have been more in keeping with filial duty to have

rushed off at once and, in a manner, cast myself at their

feet like the prodigal. But that unlucky, yet eventually

fortunate younger son, did not bring a wife with him, in

which case the paternal welcome might have been less

distinct. I had put myself in the hands of my more expe-

rienced friends, who, as men of the world, knew the value

of first impressions.
" You and Miranda will be all the better for a day's rest,

and a little cheering up at Marahmee," had said the captain.
"
Antonia, too, will see that your sea princess is properly

turned out, and fit to bear inspection by the ladies of the

family. They won't have much to criticise, I'll be bound.

I'm an early man, so I'll go and breakfast with your father,
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and give liim a general idea of your doings and prospects.

You had better turn up about mid-day. It will be high tide

then, and Miranda will see Isola Bella at its best. Come
on board the Florentia first, and I'll send you over in proper

style."

Acting upon this prudent advice, Miranda and I alighted

from the Marahmee carriage at the Circular Quay, and once

more set foot on board the Florentia, where we found the

captain ready to receive us. He made us come down into

the cuddy and partake of fruit and wine (that is, Miranda

took the first and I the latter), while he gave us a sketch

of his interview with my father.



CHAPTER XVII

" OUR JACK 'S COME HOME TO-DAY "

"THE old skipper was walking in the garden, glass in

hand. I knew I should find him up, though it was soon

after sunrise. No fear of his being in bed and the sun up.
' Hallo ! Carryall/ he said,

' I was just thinking about

you; thought I could make out the Florentia yesterday.

What sort of a voyage have you had, and what luck among
the right whales ?

'

" '

Pretty fair. Eather longer out than I expected, but

didn't do badly after all; had some trading among the

islands
;
cocoa-nut oil has gone up, and the copra I got will

pay handsomely.'
"' That's good news,' he said; 'and look here, Carryall,

my boy, I've been thinking lately that a very paying
business might be put together by going in regularly for

island trading. They're ready and willing to take our

goods, and their raw material oil, copra, fruit, ever so

many things that they are only too glad to sell would

pay a handsome percentage on the outlay. What is wanted

is a partner here with capital, a few ships to go regularly

round the islands, and a manager who knows the language
and understands the natives. If I were a little younger,

by Jove ! I'd go into it myself. You'll stay and break-

fast with us of course. We're not late people. By the

by you haven't heard of my boy in your travels, have

you?'
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" ' Well I have heard of him, and '

" ' Heard of him !

' he said, not giving me time to get

further
;

' where ? what was he doing ?
'

" e

Well, he was supercargo on board the Leonora

Hayston's brig. They had been at Ocean Island just before

me. 7

" '

Hayston, Bully Hayston ?
' the old man said, looking

stern. ' I'm sorry he was mixed up with that fellow. A
fine seaman, but a d d scoundrel, from all I've heard

of him
;
what were they doing there ? However, I know

young fellows must buy their experience. Perhaps he's

left him by this time.'

" ' The Leonora was wrecked in Chabral harbour,' I said,

'and her bones lie on the coral reef there. She'll never

float again.'
" ' Ha ! and did Hilary get off safe ? I suppose it was

a heavy gale. Heard anything of him since ?
'

" i He stayed at Mout for some time,' I said,
' and then

was lucky enough to get a passage to Sydney in the Rosario,

but he left her at Norfolk Island.'

" ( Left her left her why the devil didn't he come on

in her, and see his old father, and mother, and sisters?

Hang the fellow, has he no natural feeling ? Here have

we been wearing our hearts out with anxiety all these

years, and his poor mother having a presentiment (as she

calls it) that he's drowned or sold into slavery, or some-

thing, and d mn me, sir ! the young rascal goes and stays

to have a picnic at Norfolk Island ! The next thing we'll

hear, I suppose, is that he's married one of these Pit-

cairn Island girls. Not but what he might do worse, for

I never saw such a lot of fine-looking lasses in my life, as

I did the last time I was there
;
and as good as they are

handsome, by George ! But to stay there, so near home

too! If I didn't know that he was a good boy, and as

honest as the day, from his cradle upwards, I'd say he was
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an unnatural young But I won't miscall the lad. To

stay there
'

" ' But he didn't stay there, captain/

"'What!' he roared,
' didn't stay there went back to

the islands, I suppose, to have a little more beach-combing
and loafing ? Why couldn't he have come home when he

was so near ? He might have thought of his poor mother,

if he didn't give me credit for caring to see his face again.'
" And here the old skipper frowned, and put on a terribly

stern expression. 'Why, he might have come home and

married a wife, and settled down and been the comfort of

our old age.'
" ' So he has !

' I said
;
'that is, he is married, and he has

come to Sydney.
7

'"Married? Come to Sydney? How can that be?

Why isn't he here ? Carryall, my boy, you wouldn't play
a joke on an old man? No, sir! you wouldn't dare to do

it. How could he come to Sydney and be married ?
'

" ' He came with me in the Florentia,' I said,
' and brought

his wife with him.' And here, Miranda, my dear, I told

him what a very unpleasant young woman you were, and

took about a quarter of an hour to do it
;
at the end of

which narration the breakfast bell rang.

"'Come into the house, Carryall,' he said, 'and tell it

all to his mother. I'll break it to her by saying that you

bring news of Hilary, and that he's quite well, and so on,

and likely to come home soon.'

" So we went in. I shall never forget the look that

came into your mother's eyes when the skipper said,
' Here's

Captain Carryall straight from the islands; he's brought

you girls some shells and curios as usual, and better than

that, news of Hilary.'
" ' News of my boy, my darling Hilary ! Good news, I

hope. Oh, Captain Carryall ! say it's good. Oh ! where is

he, and what was he doing ?
'
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" ' It is good news, my dear lady/ said I,
' or I should

not have come over to tell you. I saw him quite lately as

near Sydney as Norfolk Island.'

" < Of course he was coming here coming here
;

he

would not have the heart to stay away from his poor father

and mother any longer, when he was so near as that. And
was he quite well ? Oh ! my boy my precious Hilary !

What would I not give if he were to come here and settle

down for good ?
'

" ' He is thinking of doing so/ I said. ' His fixed inten-

tion was to marry and live in Sydney for the rest of his

days/
" ' Thank God ! thank God in His mercy !

' she said,

clasping her hands. 'And do you think he will be here

soon how many weeks ?
'

" t It will not be a matter of weeks, but days ;
I know

that he took his passage in a certain ship, and that you

may expect him every hour. 7

"Then she looked keenly at me. Your mother is a

clever woman. She began to think I had been leading her

on.

" ' You are not treating me as a child, Charles Carryall,

are you ? My son is here, and you have been afraid to tell

me so. Is it not so ?
?

"'Only a harmless deception, my dear Mrs. Telfer.

Your son and his wife came here in my vessel. They

stayed at Paul Frankston's last night, and will be here at

mid-day.
7

" The dear lady looked as if she could not realise it for a

moment, then sat back in her chair, and raised her eyes as

if in prayer.
" One of the girls moved as if to support her, but she

waved her off.
(

No, my dear, you need not be afraid. I

shall not faint
;
I have borne many things, and can bear

this. I am returning thanks to our Almighty Father, who
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has restored my son to me. " My son, who was lost, and is

found." My son, who was dead to me, and is now restored

to life. Oh, God! most heartily and humbly do I thank

Thee most merciful most loving !

'

" After this we were a very happy party. The girls, of

course, wanted to know all about Miranda here " here my
darling smiled, and took his hand

;

" I dashed off a sketch,

and some day you can ask Mariana and Elinor both

great friends of mine they are if it is a good likeness."

"I am afraid it was too good," sighed Miranda, "and

they will be dreadfully disappointed."

The end of it was that we left the Florentia at eight bells,

in great state and majesty, in a whaleboat upon which

Miranda insisted, despising the captain's gig as a trumpery
skiff and a picked crew, with the skipper himself as the

steer-oar.

" That's really something like," she said, as she stepped

lightly on to the thwart. " If there was a little swell on,

I should feel quite myself again, and think of the dear days
when I was a happy little island girl, bare-footed and bare-

headed, and thought going off to a strange vessel through
the great, solemn, sweeping rollers the wildest enjoyment.
But I am a happy girl now," she added, with a look in her

deep eyes which expressed a world of love and rich con-

tent
;

"
only the thought of learning to be a lady sometimes

troubles me."
" You will never need to do that," I said.

" There is the house ?
" I cried

;

" there's Isola Bella !

" as

we rounded a point, and a picturesque stone house came

full into view. It had been built in the early days of the

colony by an Imperial officer, long resident in Italy, and

showed the period in its massive stone walls, Florentine

faqade, and wide, paved verandah. The site was elevated
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above the lake-like waters of the bay, towards which a

winding walk led, terminating in a massive stone pier, into

which iron rings and stanchions had been let. The beach

was white and smooth, though the tide ran high, and the

wavelets rippled close to the pale sandstone rocks, which

lent a tone of delicacy and purity to the foreshore.

The weather-stained walls of the house were half covered

with climbers, a wilderness of tropical shrubs, and richly-

blooming flower-thickets. There were glades interspersed,

carpeted with the thick-swarded couch or " dhoub "
grass,

originally imported from India, and which, nourished by
the coast showers, and delighting in a humid atmosphere,

preserves its general freshness of colour the long Austra-

lian summer through.

I had been so preoccupied with speculations as to Miran-

da's reception by my family, that my own emotions, on

returning to my childhood's home, lay in abeyance. Now,

however, at the near view of the house the pier, the

walled-in sea-bath the scenes and adventures of my
earliest youth came back with overwhelming force and

clearness. There was the boat-house, into which I had

paddled so many a time after nightfall, returning from fish-

ing or sailing excursions. There was the flagstaff on which

was displayed the Union Jack and other flags on great

occasions. The old flag floated in the breeze to-day. I

knew for what reason and celebration. I could see my
mother, as of old, walking down to the pier to welcome and

embrace, or to remonstrate and fondly chide when I had

remained absent in stormy weather. How many fears and

anxieties had I not caused to agitate that loving heart ! And

my stern and mostly silent parent did I not once surprise

him in scarce dignified sorrow at my night-long absence

and probable untimely decease. Yet all his words were,
" God forgive you, my boy, for the misery you have caused

us this night."
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And now the years had passed had flown rather, crowded

as they were with incident that had changed the heedless

boy into the man, matured, perhaps, by too early worldly

knowledge, and the grim comradeship of danger and death.

I had returned safely, bringing my sheaves with me in the

guise of one dearer to me than life. I had, during the

intervals of reflection I had lately enjoyed, repented fully

of the unconsciously selfish sins of my youth, and was fixed

in firm resolve to atone, so far as in me lay, by care and

consideration in the future.

As we dashed alongside of the pier, the years rolled back,

and as of old I saw my mother pacing the well-known path
to the boat. She was followed by my father at a short dis-

tance. I fancied that the dear form told of the lapse of

time, in less firm step and the bent figure which age compels.

My father was erect as ever, and his eye swept the far hori-

zon of outer seas as of old
;
but surely his hair and beard

were whiter.

Miranda's step was first upon the pier she needed no

help in leaving or entering a boat. Side by side we walked

to meet my mother, who, with a sob of joy, folded me in

her arms. "My boy ! my boy !

" was all she could articulate

for some moments
; then, gently disengaging herself,

" and

this is my new daughter ? " she said. " May God bless and

keep you both, my children, and preserve for us the great

happiness which His providence has ordained this day."
"
Well, neighbour !

" in the well-remembered greeting

which he affected, rang out here my father's clear tones,
" and

so you have finished your cruise for a while ! What a man

you have grown !

" he exclaimed, as he looked upwards half-

admiringly at my head and shoulders, markedly above his

own. "Pilled out, bronzed, you look a sailor, man, all

over."

" And so you wouldn't give the Sydney girls a chance,

and have brough a wife back with you for fear there
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mightn't be a '

currency lass
7 to spare. I must say I

admire your taste, my boy. No one can fault that. Wel-

come, my dear Miranda, to your own and your husband's

home. Give your old father a kiss and the ceremony is

complete." Here the governor gravely embraced his new

daughter, and then, holding her at arm's length, regarded
her admiringly, till she playfully ran back to the girls.
"
Charley here guarantees she is as good as she is hand-

some. He said better, indeed
;
but that's impossible. No

woman with her looks could be better inside than out. So,

Hilary, my boy, I congratulate you on your choice. You've

fallen on your feet in love and friendship both, according
to what Carryall tells me of Paul Frankston's partnership ar-

rangement. And now we'll come up to the house and drink

the bride's health. I feel as if I needed a refresher after all

this excitement. I little thought when I saw Charley come

over so early what was in store for us, eh, mother ?
"

Before we reached the house the two girls, Mariana and

Elinor, had taken possession of Miranda and carried her up-
stairs to the rooms which were to be allotted to us while we
dwelt at Isola Bella. "Now that the other boys are up the

country," said Mariana, who was the elder,
" we have more

houseroom. than we need. So, directly we heard that you
were in Sydney, Elinor and I set to work and arranged
these two rooms, so that you and Miranda should be quite

independent. There's such a pretty view of the harbour.

You can use this one as a sitting-room, and there's a smaller

dressing-room which he can make a den of. Men always
like a place to be untidy in."

"
Oh, how nice it will be," said Elinor, the younger one,

whom I remember a curly-headed romp of ten when I left

home,
" to have a mate for rowing and boat-sailing. Mari-

ana here doesn't care for boats, and dislikes rough weather.

I suppose no weather would frighten you. Oh, what lovely

trips we shall have, and mother can't be nervous when you
are with me,"
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"I suppose you think Miranda is a sort of mermaid,"

said I, now arrived and joining in the conversation, "and

impossible to be drowned. But what would become of me
if anything happened to her ? Do you think I can trust

her with you ? What a grand room ! I remember it well

in old days when it used to be the guest chamber. I was

only allowed into it now and then, and always under inspec-

tion. I feel the promotion."

"Now, we'll run away and leave you," said Mariana.
" Lunch is nearly ready; you will hear the bell."

We sat down on a couch and gazed into each other's eyes
with clasped hands. The harbour, with its variously com-

posed fleet, lay wide and diversified before us. Every con-

ceivable vessel barge, steamer, collier, skiff, yacht, and

row-boat made progress adown and across its waters.

How fair a scene it was on this, one of the loveliest days
which sun and sky and wavelets deep ever combined to

fashion ! After all my adventures by seas and lands after

all the sharp contrasts of my chequered life now lotus-

eating amid the groves or by the founts of an earthly para-

dise now ignorant, from one day to another, of the hour

when the death-knell would sound now free and joyous,

handsomely dressed, in foreign seaports with ruffling swag-

ger and chinking dollars anon ragged, shoeless, ship-

wrecked, and forlorn nay, starving, but for the charity

of the soft-hearted heathens whom we in our pride are

prone to despise.

And now I was at home again. Home ! sweet home ! in

fullest sense of the word welcomed, beloved, feted!

What had I done to deserve this love and trust now so

profusely showered upon me ? My better angel, too, my
darling Miranda, by my side, sharing in all this wealth of

affection. How could I have foretold that such good for-

tune would be mine, all unworthy that I felt myself, when,
bruised and bleeding, I was hurled ashore in the midnight
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storm from the wrecked Leonora ? when I felt in thought
the deadly shudder which ever follows the scratch of the

poisoned arrow when I sank to eternal rest (as I then

supposed) beneath the surf-tormented shore of the island ?

How had I jostled death, disease, danger in every form and

shape, and now, almost without thought or volition of

my own, I was placed in possession of all those things for

which through a long life so many men toil and struggle

vainly and unsuccessfully.
" Thank God ! thank God !

" I exclaimed aloud involun-

tarily, for truly our hearts were filled in that hour of realised

peace and happiness with grateful wonder.
" Let us give Him thanks,

"
whispered Miranda,

" who

only has done this wondrous thing for us."

Captain Carryall, my father, and Mr. Frankston were men
of action all through their lives the deed had followed

quick on the resolve. Thus, within a week after our

arrival, premises were purchased on the shore of the bay ;

stores and warehouses were planned, while upon an office

in the chief business centre of Sydney, at no great distance

from Macquarie Square, a legend of the period presented

the firm of "
Carryall, Telfer, and Company, South Sea

merchants and purchasers of island produce." This was

the commencement, as it turned out, of a prosperous mer-

cantile enterprise, ramifying in divers directions. It was

arranged not only to purchase or to ship on commission the

raw material so easily procurable, but to advance on whal-

ing and trading ventures
;
the projectors, better equipped

with experience than capital, being always willing to pay

high interest, for which indeed the margin of profit amply

provided. Here I was in my element, whether directing

labourers, interviewing seamen, shouting in the vernacular

to the native crews, or calculating the value of cargoes.
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My father came over every other day to watch me at my
work, and of my style of management he was pleased to

express approval.
" You have not altogether wasted your

time, my boy," he said one day.
" The great thing in all

these matters is energy. With that and reasonable experi-

ence a man is sure to be successful in a new country
indeed in any country. Pluck and perseverance mean

everything in life. Never despair. You know our family
motto Fortuna favet fortibus. And you would smile if I

told you how often in the history of my life a bold bid for

fame or fortune has been my only resource."

Whether I had exhibited the proverbial fortitude, or

whether, indeed, the capricious goddess was mollified in my
case, cannot with certainty be decided. The fact, however,
was there, that our luck, from whatever cause, was in the

ascendant, inasmuch as business of a profitable nature

began to pour in upon us. The average gains beyond ex-

penses were so apparent that it was evident that before

long we should be in a position to set up housekeeping on

our own account.

In the mean time nothing could be more harmonious and

satisfactory than our composite home life at Isola Bella,

difficult as it is sometimes to arrange the housing of two

families, however closely related, under one roof. The
natural amiability of Miranda's nature fortunately pre-

vented the slightest friction. Constitutionally anxious to

please, it was the chief article of her simple faith to seek

the happiness of others rather than her own. Prompt in

compliance, eager to learn all minor matters with which

she had been necessarily unacquainted, ready to join in the

harmless mirth of the hour, or to tell of the wonders of her

island home, she was, as all agreed, a constant source of

interest and entertainment.

More than all, her pervading, fervent, religious faith en-

deared her to the pious heart of my dearest mother, in
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whose visits to the poor and in charitable ministrations she

was by choice her constant companion ;
while her unfeigned

pity for the half-fed, half-clothed children of the neglected

classes with which every city abounds excited my mother's

wonder and admiration.
" Your wife is a pearl of womanhood, my dear Hilary,'

7

she would say to me. " You are a good boy ;
I hope you

are worthy of her. I can hardly think that any man could

be. When you see the women so many men are fated to

pass their lives with, you have indeed reason to be thank-

ful."

" So I am, my dear old mother," I would say.
"
Every

day I feel minded to sing a song of joy and gratitude. I

feel as life was a new discovery and creation. I am in a

Paradise where no serpent that ever crawled has power to

harm my Eve. I feel sometimes as if there was an unreal

perfection about it all, too bright to last."

So indeed it appeared to me at that time. Fully employed
as I was by day and in the exercise of all the faculties

that my island life had served to train, it was impossible

to overtask the health of mind and body in which I rev-

elled. I was sensible, too, that the joint enterprise upon
which I had embarked was growing and improving daily,

while much of its success was attributed by Mr. Frankston

and Captain Carryall to my management. At night, when
I returned there was one who never failed to catch sight of

my skiff when half across the bay. Then our family even-

ings, cheered with song and harmless mirth, were truly

restful after the labours of the day.

Our neighbours, too, with all the old friends of the

family, seemed desirous to welcome the son of the house

who had been so long absent, and had wandered so far.

Whether from curiosity, or a higher feeling, they were

equally anxious to call upon
" the son's wife." The posi-

tions, and dispositions, manners, and habitudes of the
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different types were well explained to Miranda by my
socially-experienced sisters, so that she was saved from

any misapprehension which might so easily have arisen.

Our friends the Neuchamps, too, were often with us, and

made the greater part of our quiet recreations. On alter-

nate Sundays nothing would content Mr. Frankston short

of our all dining with him, to be sent back in his sailing

boat if the weather was favourable, or to remain for the

night in the ample guest-chambers of Marahmee if other-

wise.

Our Saturday afternoons, indeed, were almost entirely

devoted to picnics and cruises in his yacht, at which time

he insisted upon Miranda steering, or, as he said, taking

command, at which times he was always loud in admiration

of her nautical skill declaring, indeed, that she was fit

to take charge of any vessel in Her Majesty's navy.

We had also seen a good deal of our fellow passengers,

Mr. and Miss Vavasour, who, after a first introduction, were

always included in Mr. Frankston's Saturday picnic invita-

tions. That lively damsel professed a great admiration for

Mr. Frankston, who responded so promptly that Antonia

reproached him for turning faithless to Miranda.
" It's his nature, he can't help it," she said.

" But Miss Vavasour will have some day to suffer what-

ever pangs are supposed to fall to the lot of the deserted

fair
;
then she will repent of her fascinations."

" Not at all sufficient for the day, you know. I begin

to think that one's admirers ought to be past their first

youth. They're more thoroughly appreciative. 'On his

frank features middle age Had scarcely set its signet sage/

and so on. I'm sure that quite describes Mr. Frankston.

How should you like me for a mamma-in-law, Mrs. Neu-

champ ? Marahmee is such a dear house, and these yacht-

ing parties are all that are wanted to make life perfect."

"I give my consent," said Antonia, "but beware of delay.



316 A MODERN BUCCANEER

'Men were deceivers ever/ and if you wait more than a

fortnight your charms will be on the wane, so I warn

you."

"I like decision/' responded Miss Vavasour, "but per-

haps
' two weeks/ as our American friend used to say, is

rather hurried legislation. The trousseau business and the

milliner's objections would be fatal. Even Miranda must

have stood out for a longer respite. How long did you

take, Miranda, dear ? You're the pattern woman, you know,
the first girl I ever saw that men and women equally

delighted to honour."

Miranda blushed charmingly, then looking up with her

clear, frank eyes, that always appeared to me to be foun-

tains of truth, as she replied
"
Hilary and I were married just a month after he asked

me to be his wife, you know very well."

So, jesting lightly, and with a breeze that sufficed just

to fill the great sails of the yacht, we glided along until we

had explored the recesses of Middle harbour, a spacious

inlet winding amid the thick growing semi-tropical forest

which clothed the slopes of the bays and promontories to

the water's edge.

Here and there were small clearings in which might be

discovered a tent or cabin, just sufficient for the needs of a

couple of bachelors or a hermit, who here desired to live

during his holiday amid this "boundless contiguity of

shade " " The world forgetting, and the world forgot."
"
Oh, how lovely !

" said Mrs. Percival, as we swept round

a point and came suddenly upon a fairy-like nook, a tiny

bay with milk-white strand and fantastic sandstone rocks.

There was a fenced enclosure around a cabin. There was

a boat, with rude stone pier and boat-house. The owner, in

cool garb and broad-leafed sombrero, was seated on a rock

reading, and occasionally dabbling his bare feet in the rippling

tide. As the yacht glided past in the deep water which
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came so close to his possessions, he raised his hat to the

ladies, and resumed his studies.

" What a picture of peace and restful enjoyment !

" said

Mrs. Craven. "How I envy men who can seclude them-

selves like this within an hour's sail from a city ! Now,

people are so fond of generalising about colonists, and how

wrong they are ! They always describe them as wildly

energetic and restless people, perpetually rushing about in

search of gain or gold."
" That's Thorndale," said one of the younger guests.

" He works hard enough at his business when he is about

it, but his notion of enjoyment is to come here on a Satur-

day with only a boat-keeper, to fish, and read, and smoke

till Monday morning, when he goes back to his law and his

office."

" Sensible fellow !

" said the colonel. " There's nothing
like tent life to recruit a man's health after a spell of offi-

cial work. We used to manage that in India, when we
couldn't go all the way to the hills, by forming small en-

campments of a dozen or twenty fellows, having a mess-

house in common, and living in tents or huts separately

when we were not hunting or shooting. Splendid life while

it lasted ! Sent us back twice the men we were, when we
left the lines !

"

We anchored for lunch in one of the fairy nooks of which

that enchanted region is so lavish. There was tea for the

ladies and something presumably stronger for the seniors.

We had mirth and pleasantries, spoken and acted all

went merrily in that charmed sunshine and beneath the

shadowy sea-woods. We had songs "A mellow voice

Fitz Eustace had" that is, one of the young fellows,

native and to the manner born, lifted up his tuneful pipe

and made us all laugh, the air he sang being certainly not
" wild and sad," the reverse, indeed.

"
Now, is not this an ideal picnic, a day rescued from
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that terrible fiend Ennui, that haunts us all ?
" cried Miss

Vavasour. "I might truthfully, perhaps, except myself,

who am frivolous, and therefore easily amused but of

course it sounds well to complain and be mysterious. But,

really, this is life indeed! The climate makes up for any
little deficiency. I shall positively go home and arrange

my affairs, make sure of my allowance being paid quarterly,

then take a cottage near Miranda, on that sweet North

Shore, isn't that what you call it ? and live happy ever

afterwards like a ' maid of Llangollen.'
"

"
Nothing can be nicer/

7 said Mrs. Neuchamp.
" We'll

all three live here in the summer, within reach of the sea-

breeze. In June you must come up and stay with me at

Eainbar
j
then you will know what the glory of winter in

our Riverina is like."

The breeze freshened as we glided swiftly on our home-

ward course. We had expended most of the daylight
before we left our fairy bower. Sunset banners flared o'er

the western horizon. " White and golden-crimson, blue,"

fading imperceptibly into the paler tones, and swift-appear-

ing shades which veil the couch of the day god. The stars

tremulously gleamed at first timidly, then brightly scin-

tillating in pure and clustered radiance. Our merry con-

verse had gradually lessened, then ceased and died away.
All seemed impressed by the solemnity of the hour the

hush of sea and land the shimmering phosphorescent

sparkle of the silver-seeming plain over which we swept all

swift and silently. Then the lights of the city, brilliant,

profuse, widely scattered as in a lower firmament !

Miss Vavasour sat with Miranda's hand in hers. " How
lovely to live in an hour like this, and yet it is like this

with such surroundings that I should like to die."

"Hush!" said Miranda, "we must all die when God
wills it. It is not good to talk so, my dear."
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During the next week our good friends and fellow-pas-

sengers of the Florentia were to leave us on their return

voyage. We arranged to meet as often as we could manage
the leisure, and, as it happened, there was to be a ball at

Government House one of the great functions of the

season, which, it was decided, would be an appropriate

conclusion to our comradeship. Mr. and Mrs. Neuchamp
were going back to their station, Captain Carryall was

under sailing orders, and our friends the Colonel and Mrs.

Percival were leaving for India and "going foreign"

generally.

Miranda was not eager to attend the extremely grand,

and, as far as she was concerned, strange entertainment.

But the whole party were most anxious for her to make her

appearance in public at least on that occasion. Partly
from natural curiosity, partly on account of my wishes,

and my sisters' and Mrs. Neuchanip's strong persuasion,

she consented pleading, however, to be relieved from all

anxiety on the score of her dress.

"Oh! we'll take that responsibility," said Elinor. "An-

tonia Neuchamp is generally admitted to dress in perfect

taste. We'll compose a becoming ball-dress amongst us or

die something simple and yet not wholly out of the

fashion, and becoming to Miranda's style of beauty."
" I'm afraid you'll make me vain," she answered, smiling.

" What will you do if I spend all Hilary's money on dress ?

However, it must be a lovely sight. I have read of balls

and grand entertainments, of course, and when I was a girl

longed to be able to take part in them. Now that I am

married," and here she gazed at me with those tender,

truthful eyes,
" I seem not to care for mere pleasure. It

leads to nothing, you know."

"You are going to be a pattern wife, Miranda, I see,"

said Mariana, my elder sister. " You must not spoil Hilary,

you know. He will think he is the only man in the world."
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"And is he not for me?" she asked, eagerly. Then

blushing at the quick betrayal of her inmost heart, she

added, "Should it not be so? Are civilised people in a

great city anxious to attract admiration even after they are

married ?
"

" There are people who do this and more in all societies,

my dear," said my mother, with a seriousness which rebuked

our inclination to smile at Miranda's ignorance of the world.

" But do you, my dear child, cling fast to the faith in which

you have been reared. You will neither be of them nor

among them that follow the multitude to do evil.'
7

" I don't think there is as much evil in Miranda as would

fill a teaspoon," said Elinor. " This isle of hers must have

been a veritable Eden, or she must have come down from

the moon, dear creature. You must be very good to deserve

her, I can tell you, Master Hilary."=**=***#*#*
The day arrived, the night of which was to realise all

manner of rose-coloured visions, in which the youth and

maidens of Sydney had for weeks indulged. It was to be

the ball of the season. The grand entertainment at which

a royal personage, who had arrived in a man-of-war but

recently, had consented to be present ! The officers of the

squadron were, of course, invited. They were gratified that

the ball was fixed for a week previous to their sailing on

an extended cruise among the islands. As it happened, too,

the great pastoral section the proprietors of the vast

estates of the interior were still at their clubs and hotels,

not yet departed for their annual sojourn amid the limitless

wastes of " The Bush." The jeunesse doree of the city, the

JlaneurSj and civil servants who, like the poor, are "
always

with us," were specially available. Lastly, the Governor's

wife had openly stated that she wished to show her friends,

the Percivals, what we could do in Sydney. And she was

not a woman to fail in any of her undertakings.
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It was arranged that we should comply with Paul Frank-

ston's imperious mandate, and meet at Marahmee early in

the day for the greater convenience of driving thence to

Government House, instead of taking steamboat from the

North Shore. All our plans prospered exceedingly. The

day was calm and fair
;
the night illumined by the soft radi-

ance of the moon. We dined in great peace and content-

ment, the ladies having devoted as it appeared to me
the greater portion of the afternoon to the befitting adorn-

ments of their persons. We were all in good spirits. I had

reason indeed to be so, for that day I had concluded a highly

profitable trade arrangement, which augured well for my
future mercantile career.

"What a glorious night !

" said Paul Frankston. "Don't

be afraid of that Moselle, Ernest, it's some of my own im-

porting a rare wine, as most judges think. Do you remem-

ber the ball we went to, Antonia, given by that fellow

Schafer ? Such a swell he looked, and how well he did the

thing ! He has different quarters now, if all's true that

we hear."

" The poor Count !

" answered Mrs. Neucharnp,
" I can't

help feeling sorry for him though he was an imposter. Is

it really true that they put him in prison in Batavia ?

What a fate after such a brilliant career !

"

"
Carryall was there last year and saw him. Got an

order, you know, from the Dutch authorities. Said he was

fairly cheerful
; expected to be out in three years."

" He was very near not being imprisoned in Batavia or

anywhere else," interposed Mr. Neuchamp, with some show

of asperity.
" If Jack Windsor had come up a little earlier

in the fray we'd have broken the scoundrel's neck, or other-

wise saved the hangman a task."

"Now, Ernest, you mustn't bear malice," said his wife,

reprovingly ;

" after all it was Harriet Folleton and not me
whom he wished to carry oft

7
. It was an afterthought try-
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ing to make me accompany her. But ' all's well that ends

well.' He has paid for his misdeeds in full."

" Not half as much as he deserves," growled Neuchamp,
who evidently declined to perceive the humorous side of the

affair the attempted abduction of an imprudent beauty
and heiress, besides the ultra-felonious taking away of Miss

Frankston, as she was then as a pendant to a career of

general swindling and imposture practised upon the good

people of Sydney. Mr. Frankston's eyes began to glitter,

too, at the reminiscence. So the conversation was changed.

"I really believe that women never wholly repudiate

admiration," continued Mr. Neuchamp, reflectively, "how-

ever unprincipled and abandoned the ' first robber 7

may be.

It's a curious psychical problem."

"You know that is untrue, Ernest," quoth Mrs. Neu-

champ, with calm decision. " Don't let me hear you say

such things." An hour later our carriages had taken up

position in the apparently endless line of vehicles which

stretched along Macquarie Street and the lamplit avenues

which led to it. After nearly an hour's waiting, as it

seemed to me, we drove through the lofty freestone gate-

way which led to the viceregal mansion, and descended

within the portico, amid a guard of honour and attendant

aides-de-camp. Passing through a vestibule, and being duly

divested of wraps in the cloak-rooms, we were finally ushered

into the Viceroy's presence, and duly announced.

Paul Frankston took the lead, with Miranda on his arm.

I followed with Mrs. Neuchamp, whose husband escorted

my sisters. As we were announced by name, I noticed

that Colonel and Mrs. Percival, with a few other people of

distinction, were standing on the dais, close to the Governor

and Lady Rochester, the latter talking to a young man in

naval uniform, whom I conjectured to be the Prince. As

we approached I saw Mrs. Percival speak to Lady Roches-

ter, who at once came forward and greeted us warmly.
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" Mr. Frankston," she said,
" I know the Governor wishes

to talk to you about the fortifications
;
will you and your

party come up here and stay with us. And so this is Mrs.

Telfer, the heroine of my friend, Mrs. Percival's romance !

I am delighted to see her and congratulate you, Mr. Telfer,

on bringing us such a sea princess for your bride. She has

all the air of it, I declare."

Miranda secured a seat near Mrs. Percival, who watched

with pleasure her evident admiration, mingled with a cer-

tain awe, of the brilliant, unaccustomed scene before her.

Much to her relief Miss Vavasour came up with the Cra-

vens, and commenced a critical review of Miranda's and

other dresses, which soon obliterated all trace of timidity

and strangeness.

"Well, my princess," began Miss Vavasour, "and how
does this gay and festive scene strike you ? Isn't it a fairy

tale a dream of the Arabian Nights ? Don't you expect
to see the fairy godmother come when the clock strikes

twelve, and your carriage turn into a pumpkin and white

mice ?
"

" It is a scene of enchantment," said Miranda. " I hardly

expected anything so dazzlingly beautiful. How the naval

uniforms seem to light up the throng, and the soldiers too.

I don't wonder at all the pretty things we read about them

in books."
"
Yes, they do strike the unaccustomed eye," said Miss

Vavasour. "I wish I saw them for the first time. I'm

afraid I'm growing old. Oh! my coming-out ball! I

didn't sleep for a week before in anticipation of delicious

joy, or a week after in retrospection. Ah ! me, my youth
is slipping away unsatisfied, I much fear. And now, unless

my eyes deceive me, we are going to have the first quadrille.

Miranda, we must show these good people that we dance in

our island. How about partners and a vis-a-vis f
"

We were not left long in doubt. One of the aides-de-
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camp, a gorgeous apparition in gold and scarlet, came up
bowing, and intimated Ms Koyal Highness' wish, to dance

with Mrs. Telfer. This, of course, was equivalent to a

command. I looked for some indecision or hesitation on

the part of Miranda. But it appeared to her evidently just

as much a part of the proceedings as if (as had happened

before) she had been asked to dance with the captain of a

man-of-war at one of their island fetes, where waltz, qua-

drille, and polka had long been familiar. I had provided

myself with an enviable partner in the shape of Mrs. Neu-

champ ; and her husband having promptly arranged matters

with Miss Vavasour, we betook ourselves to the next set,

where we had a full view of the viceregal party. My
sisters had apparently no difficulty in deciding between

several aspirants for their respective hands, as they and

their partners helped to make up the set.

When the melodious crash broke forth, in commence-

ment from Herr Konigsmark's musicians, recruited from

an Austrian military band which had visited Australia,

a murmur of admiration made itself audible, as the Prince

and his partner stepped forth in the opening measure of

the dance. I turned my head and was lost in astonishment

as I noticed the unconscious grace with which Miranda

moved calm as when rivalling the fairies in rhythmic
measure on a milk white beach beside the moonlit wave.

How many a time had I watched her !

"Who in the world is that lovely creature dancing with

the Prince ? " I heard a middle-aged dame behind me ask.

"She has a foreign appearance, and I think she is the

most exquisitely beautiful woman I ever saw in my life.

What a figure, too ! How she smiles, what teeth, what

eyes ! Is there any news of a migration of angels ? Such

strange things happen nowadays on account of electricity

and all that. Who and what is she, Mary Kingston, again

I ask you ?
"
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" My dear Arabella !

" answered the other dame, evidently
one of the aristocracy of the land,

"
you are so enthusiastic !

She came with the Frankston party. That's her husband

quite close to us, dancing with Mrs. Neuchamp. He's the

son of Captain Telfer of North Shore, and has been away

among the islands and nobody knows where for ever so

long. He married her at Norfolk Island. I believe she is

one of those wonderful Pitcairn people that we hear such

good accounts of."

" H'm
;
he's a young man of distinctly good taste, I must

say. I wish my Cavendish had gone to the islands too, if

that is the sort of girl they grow there. Mrs. Percival

seems to be a great chum of hers. How did that come

about ?
"

"I believe they came back in the Florentia together.

Captain Carryall touched at Norfolk Island on the way
from Honolulu, and it seems that Mrs. Percival's little boy
fell overboard on the voyage, and the girl was into the sea

after him like a shot, and swam with him in her arms till

the boats came. There was something about a shark too.

Mrs. Percival tells everybody she saved his life. No
wonder she raves about her."

" What a pearl of a girl ! No wonder, indeed ! And to

think of her having a world of courage and fire in her with

all that delicacy and beauty. I can't take my eyes off her.

The Prince admires her, apparently, top; and she smiles

like a pleased child, with as little thought of vanity or harm,
I dare swear, as a baby. She ought to be a princess, no

doubt of it. So I see it's the last figure. I must go and

look up my old friend, Paul Frankston, and make him tell

me all about her."

After the dance and the usual promenade, Mrs. Neuchamp
and I recovered our respective spouses, and took the oppor-

tunity to make a detour of the ball-room, and even to go

through the next apartment, where refreshments were pro-
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curable, into the ample gardens. The night was superbly
beautiful. The full moon lit up the grove of tropical

foliage and richly-flowering plants, the glades carpeted with

velvet lawn, the wide sea-plain traversed by shimmering

pathways of silver. Below, in the sleeping bay, lay several

men-of-war, half in shadow, half illuminated with coloured

lamps hanging from their rigging. Gay and mirthful, grave
or earnest, the frequent partners passed to and fro like

shadows of revellers beneath the moon, or turned to the

lower paths to gaze at the motionless vessels, the silver sea,

the whispering wave. It was an ecstatic experience, a fairy

pageant, a supernal revelation of an enchanted landscape.

Miranda pressed my arm. "
Oh, Hilary ! how lovely all

this is ! But you must not laugh at me. Now that I have

seen it, I do not think I shall be anxious to follow it up.

There is something almost intoxicating about it all. I can

imagine it unfitting people for their everyday life."

We had hardly returned to the ball-room when the glori-

ous strains of the " Tausend und einer nacht " waltz pealed

forth from the band, and hurrying and anxious swains in

search of their partners, not always easy to discover in such

a crush, were seen in every direction. Instant request was

preferred to Miranda by a naval officer high in command,
but to my surprise, as we had not spoken on the subject,

she graciously, but firmly, declined the honour. He pro-

tested, but she quietly repeated her negative: "I only

dance round dances with my husband, Captain Harley ! and,

indeed, these not very often."

He was inclined to be persistent, though most courteous.

" I am sure you used to dance them once. Indeed, I heard

such an account of your waltzing, Mrs. Telfer."

" That was before I was married, Captain Harley !
" she

replied, with such evident belief that this explanation fully

answered every objection that neither the captain nor I

could help smiling.
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" Look at your friend, Mrs. Neuchamp !

" he said, as that

dainty matron came gliding past with a military partner,

looking like the very impersonation of the waltz, "and

Mrs. Craven, and Mrs. Percival."

"I am so sorry that I can't comply," she answered.
"
They are quite right to dance waltzes if they please. I

do not care for them now, and am only going to have one

with Hilary to-night. He is fond of it, I know. I will

dance the Lancers with you, if you like."

"
Anything with you" murmured the captain gallantly,

as he carefully wrote her name on his card, and departed
to secure a partner for the yet unfinished portion of the

dance.
" I see by this lovely programme," she said,

" that there

is another waltz, a polka, and then the Lancers, which I

used to know very well; and after that I will dance the

next waltz with you, Hilary, just to feel what this wonder-

ful floor is like. You are not angry with me for refusing

Captain Harley ? I really feel as if I could not do it."

" You can follow your own way, my dear !

" I said,
" in

this and all minor matters. It concerns you chiefly ; and,

considering how many husbands think their wives are

rather too fond of dancing, I shall certainly not quarrel

with mine for not caring for it enough."
I was not altogether without interest as to this set of

Lancers which she had promised to the gallant captain of

the Arethusa, knowing as I did that the fashion had changed

considerably since the Lancers was a decorous, somewhat

dull dance, differing from the quadrille only in a more

complicated series of evolutions, and, like that very proper

performance, affording much opportunity for conversation.

Not intending to take part in it myself, and being, indeed,

more than sufficiently entertained as a spectator of the

novel spectacle, I stationed myself near the "tops," one

couple of which Miranda's partner elected to be. I saw by
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the composition of the set, and the looks of some of the

youths and maidens who eagerly took their places with

their pre-arranged vis-a-vis, that the pace would be rapid

and the newest variations introduced.

I provided, therefore, for a contretemps. My younger
sister having professed herself tired with the previous

waltz, had declined the invitation of a partner not wholly

acceptable as it appeared to me. I therefore persuaded
her to walk up with me to a seat near Miranda, so that we,

as I explained, might see how she got on.

What I anticipated exactly came to pass. The first few

non-committal quadrille steps were got through without

unusual display, but when Miranda saw the damsel next to

her leaning back as far as she could manage, while her

partner swung her round several times, as if he either

wished to lift her entirely off her feet, or drag her arms out

of the sockets, a look of amazement overspread her features.

She stopped with a startled air, commingled with distaste,

and saying to her surprised partner,
" I cannot dance like

this I did not know why did no one tell me ?
"

walked like a queen to the nearest seat. Now my foresight

came in. Knowing that a girl of nineteen would be willing

to dance with a naval officer of the rank and fashion of

Captain Harley, if she was ready to drop with fatigue, I

said promptly,
" Allow me to introduce you to my sister,

Captain Harley, who will, I am sure, be happy to take my
wife's place ;

" a look of joyful acquiescence lit up her coun-

tenance, and before any serious hitch took place in the

figure the vacancy was filled.

I fancied that my sister Elinor, who was at the age when

girls are not disinclined for a little daring frolic out of pure

gladsomeness, performed her part in the figures with some-

what less unreserve after noticing the look of quiet surprise

with which Miranda observed some of the more vivacious

couples.
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We contented ourselves, when the next series of waltzes

commenced, with a single dance, which we enjoyed as thor-

oughly as the perfection of floor, music, and surroundings

warranted.
"
Oh, what a floor !

"
said Miranda

;

" if I were as fond

of dancing as I used to be, I could dance all night; and

such music ! Quite heavenly, if it is not wicked to say so.

And there is the sea, too, with the moonlight on it as in old

days ! We have been taken to an enchanted castle !

"But there is something different. I can hardly de-

scribe my feelings. Why, I cannot explain, but going back

to dancing now for the mere pleasure of it, when I have

entered upon the serious duties of life, appears like return-

ing to one's childish passion for dolls and playthings."
" And yet, how many married people of both sexes are

dancing now, not with each other either."

" I see them, and I wonder. I am not surprised at mar-

ried men dancing if they like it. If they come at all,

they may as well do so as sit down and get weary. But I

think the married women should leave the round dances to

the girls."
" Would not balls be rather slow if the married women

only danced squares ?
"

" I don't see why. Yet many of the girls have no part-

ners wall-flowers, I think you call them. And that is

hardly fair, surely."

As this dance only came before supper, which was now
near at hand, we danced it out. I hardly noticed until the

music closed how many of the other couples had stopped, or

that quite a crowd had collected around us. This was a trib-

ute, I found, to Miranda's performance, which had an ease

and grace of movement such as I never saw any living woman

possess. She hardly seemed to use the ordinary means of

progression. Hers was a half-aerial motion, in time to

every note and movement of the music, while the rhythmic
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sway and yielding grace of her figure presented the idea of

a mermaiden floating through the translucent waves rather

than that of a mortal woman.

As she swayed dreamily to the wondrous music of " Tau-

send und einer nacht," her head thrown slightly back, her

parted lips, her wondrous eyes, her faultless form so im-

pressed the by-standers with the ideal of supreme beauty,

that they scarce repressed an audible murmur as the music

ceased and the dance came to an end.

When supper was announced there was the usual crush,

but before the doors were opened a few of the more favoured

guests, including the Frankstons and ourselves, were con-

ducted by one of the aides-de-camp to a place near the vice-

regal party. Miranda was taken possession of by another

of our naval friends, who seemed to think that they had

special claims upon her, as having knowledge of her island

home. I was requested to take in our good friend and

fellow-voyager Mrs. Percival, who was more warm and effu-

sive in praise of Miranda than I ever thought possible

before her child's danger broke through the crust of her

ordinary manner. Now nothing could have been more sis-

terly and unreserved than her tone and expression.
" It has been quite a luxury to all of us to look on at that

wonderful darling of a wife of yours dancing ! The whole

room, including Lady Eochester, was in ecstasies, I assure

you. You came in for your share of compliments also,

which I mustn't make you vain by repeating. How exqui-

sitely, how charmingly she does dance ! I have seen some of

the best danseuses in Europe and India on and off the

stage and not one worthy to be named with her. She is

a dream of grace the very poetry of motion. I said so

before to-night, and now every one agrees with me. It is

rather a disappointment in some quarters that she declines

to dance except with you. It would seem odd for some

people, but being the woman she is I understand it."
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" She is free to follow her own course socially/' I said.

" She will soon decide upon her line of action, and will not

be turned from it by outside influence. Fortunately she

and my mother are much in harmony as to leading princi-

ples, which relieves my mind considerably."

"You are fortunate in that, then, as in several other

respects ; may I add that I think you worthy of your good
fortune. I trust that my boy's simple prayers for your
welfare and he prays for you both every night may be

answered."

Just before the conclusion of the supper I saw that

Miranda had been presented to his Excellency the Gov-

ernor, who was standing near the Prince. Both of these

personages were most complimentary and flattering in their

attention to her, and when we left, as we had arranged,

immediately after that most important function supper,

leaving the girls to go home with Mr. and Mrs. Neuchamp,
we were gratified to think that we could not have been

more graciously received treated even with distinction

and that nothing had occurred to detract in the slightest

degree from the unwonted pleasure and modest triumph
of the night.

After this, our first experience of "
society," in the higher

sense of the word, unexpectedly agreeable, as it had been,

Miranda's fixed resolve, in which I fully concurred, was to

detach ourselves from it and its code of obligations, except
at rare intervals to live our own lives, and to trouble

ourselves as little as might be with the tastes and fancies

of others.

I was likely to have my time fully occupied in the devel-

opment of my business. Miranda had, partly from obser-

vation, partly from information supplied by my mother

and sisters, discovered that there was even in prosperous,
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easy going, naturally favoured Sydney a section of ill-fed,

ill-clothed, ill-taught poor.
" While I meet them daily, such

as I never saw on our island, I cannot occupy myself with

the vanities of life." My mother was delighted to find a

daughter willing to co-operate with her in the benevolent

plans of relief which she was always organising for the

poor and the afflicted. Between them a notable increase

of efficiency took place in the management of children's

hospitals, soup-kitchens, and other institutions, commonly

regarded with indifference, if not dislike, by the well-to-do

members of society. Outside of these duties, our chief

pleasure at the end of the week, when only we could afford

the time, was a cruise in our sailing boat the Harpooner,

which soon came to be known as one of the fastest in the

harbour, as well as one that was rarely absent from the

Saturday's regatta, when a stiff breeze was sending the spray

aloft. ###*=***:*:#
Our life henceforth was that of the happy nations "that

have no history." My business prospered, and as it largely

increased and developed from its original proportions,

Captain Carryall began to tire of his voyages and settled

down on shore.

Within a year of the founding of our commercial enter-

prise one of the ideal houses we had so often pictured came

into our possession. In an afternoon stroll, Miranda and I

had ventured into a deserted garden, lured by the masses of

crimson blooms on a great double hibiscus. The heavy

entrance-gate was awry the stone pillars decaying the

avenue weed-grown and neglected the shrubberies trodden

down and disfigured by browsing cattle. Exploring further

behind a screen of thick-growing pines, we found the house,

a noble, wide-balconied freestone building, which I well

remembered in my boyhood. Then it was inhabited, care-

fully tended, and ringing with the voices of happy boys
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and girls in holiday-time. What blight had fallen on the

place, or on the pleasant family that once dwelt there?

On the north-eastern side the land sloped down to a little

bay, sheltered from the prevailing wind, and provided with

pier and boat-house all marine conveniences, in short.

"Oh! if we had a house like this/' said Miranda, clapping
her hands,

" how happy we should be ! "Not that I am
otherwise now

;
but I should enjoy having this for our own.

We could soon renovate the poor garden." I assented, but

said nothing at the time resolved to take counsel of our

good friend and trusted adviser then and now who else

but Paul Frankston ?

From him I learned the history of the house and its old-

time inmates. Some were dead and some were gone. The

story was long. The gist of it was, however, that it was

now in the hands of certain trustees for the benefit of the

heirs-at-law. "I think I can find out about it," he con-

cluded. " And now come down and look at my little boat.

I've had some painting and gilding done lately ;
I want

you all father, mother, sisters, wife, and everybody to

come for a sail next Saturday. I'm going to have a race

with Richard Jones to the Heads and back, and I want

your wife to steer. Then we'll win, I'm sure, and we'll call

in at Edenhall that's the name of the old place you saw

been its name for fifty years or more and we'll have

another look at it."

I said "
Yes, by all means."

The next Saturday proved to be a day specially provided

by the gods for boat-sailing. The wind was in the right

quarter, the weather fine. The Sea-gull swept across the

harbour like a veritable sea-bird, spreading her broad wings.

The whole party had punctually assembled at our jetty

after an early lunch. The breeze freshened as the day
wore on

;
we had our friendly race against an old comrade

of Mr. Frankston's like him, not all ignorant of the ways
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of those who go down to the deep in ships which we won

handsomely, thanks to Miranda's steering, as Paul loudly

averred. And that young woman herself, as the Seorgull

went flying past her sister yacht in the concluding tack,

lying down "
gunnel under," with every inch of canvas on

that she dared carry, was as eager and excited as if she had

been paddling for her life in one of the canoe races of her

childhood.

We got back to Neutral Bay in time for afternoon tea, a

little later than the established hour. But instead of having

it on board, Paul proposed to have it at Edenhall, where he

said he had permission to go whenever he pleased. He had

arranged with the caretaker too.

We landed at the long unused pier.
" How many times

have I been here before, in poor old Dartmoor's time," said

Mr. "Frankston, "and how many a jolly night have I spent

within those old walls ! Well, well ! time goes on, and our

friends, where are they ? Life 's a sad business at best.

However, we can't make it better by crying over our losses.

Ladies and gentlemen, follow me !

"

With a sudden change of tone and manner, Paul stepped

briskly along the upward winding path, long unused, which

led to the house. The hall door stood open, and passing

along a noble hall and turning to the right, we entered a

dining-room of fine proportions. In this was an improvised
table on trestles whereon was spread a tempting collation.

Two men servants, whom I recognised as the Marahmee

butler and footman, stood ready to serve the company. A
needful amount of sweeping and repair had been effected.

The windows had been cleaned, and a fine view of the bay

thereby afforded. Altogether the effect was as striking as

it was unexpected ;
a general exclamation broke from the

company.
" Ladies and gentlemen," said Paul,

" I have prepared a

surprise for you, I know
;
but oblige me by making your-
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selves at home for the present, and dining with ine in this

informal fashion I will explain by and by.
77

The day was nearly spent. It would probably be near

the time of twilight, which in summer in Australia is nearer

nine o'clock than eight, before we reached our homes. So

the majority of the guests hailed the idea as one of Paul's

eccentric notions with which he was wont to amuse his

intimates. The Marahmee champagne was proverbial, and

after a reasonable number of corks had been drawn a pro-

gressive degree of cheerfulness was reached. Paul rose to

his feet, and requested the usual solemnities to be observed,

as he was about to propose a toast. " Those of my friends

who have been here before, in its happier times, will

remember the former owner of this once pleasant home.

Little is left now save the evidences of decay and desertion

the memories of a long past happy day. But there is no

reason why it should not be again inhabited, again be filled

with pleasant and pleasure-giving inhabitants. It is solid

and substantial; if somewhat old-fashioned, all the better

I say. There was no jerry building in the old days. The

garden is here to be easily renewed in beauty the jetty,

and the boat-house. The sea is here, much as I remember

when as a boy I used to get
'

congewoi
' for bait off those

very rocks."
"
Hear, hear !

" from the guests, and Mr. Eichard Jones.
" And now I come to a piece of news which I am sure

you will hear with pleasure. The house and grounds have

been purchased by a young friend of mine, whose health,

with that of his charming wife, I now ask you to drink with

all the honours. The health of Mr. and Mrs. Telfer, their

long life and prosperity ! and may we all have many as

pleasant a sail round the harbour as we have had to-day,

and come here to enjoy ourselves at the end of it."

The applause which followed was tumultuous. Paul has

sprung a surprise upon his guests with a vengeance. I was



336 A MODERN BUCCANEER

as much astonished as anybody ;
for though I knew that he

had promised to make inquiries about the price put upon
the property, I had no idea that he would go further in the

matter, still less that he would purchase it on my account,

as it was evident that he had done.

I said a few words, chiefly to the effect that it seemed to

me quite unnecessary to go through the form of exerting

myself for my advancement in life, as my friends, Mr.

Frankston and Captain Carryall, were bent on making my
fortune for me. I trusted to prove not wholly unworthy
of such unselfish friendship, and thanking them all in the

name of my wife and myself, trusted that a meeting like

this would often conclude a happy day such as we had just

completed. As for Miranda, she went up to the old man,

and placing her hand in his, looked up into his face with an

expression of heartfelt gratitude, which hardly needed the

addition of her words :
" You have made us both perfectly

happy what can I say ? My heart will not let me speak.

We have nothing to wish for now in this world."

The old man looked at her with an expression of mingled

admiration and paternal affection. " I have two daughters

now," he said, "and two sons; I was always wishing to

have another pair, to gossip with when Antonia and Ernest

were away. Now I have found them I am sure. The only

thing we want now is another boat."

Miranda's eyes glistened at the allusion, and she looked

as if she was only prevented, by a half-instinctive doubt as

to the fitness of the occasion, from embracing Paul before

the assembled company.

Years have passed since that day. Children's voices

have long since echoed in the wide verandahs and amid the

shrubberies of Edenhall. The house, thoroughly renovated,

is one of the most comfortable, if not the most aristocratic,
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of the many embowered mansions which look over the Haven

Beauteous.

My boys have been " water babies " from earliest child-

hood, and we can turn out a crew not easy to beat, particu-

larly when their mother can be persuaded to steer. My
girls have inherited a large proportion of their mother's

fearless spirit, though people say not one has equalled her

in beauty. Their partners in the dance, however, appear to

consider them sufficiently good-looking, if one may judge

by the competition which their appearance at balls usually

produces.

Our business, always aided by the cool heads and steady

courage of the senior partners, has increased, with the

growth of the city of Sydney and the development of the

island trade, beyond all hope and expectation. I am a rich

man now, and, indeed, somewhat in danger of the occasional

mood of discontent with the uneventful, unvarying tide of

success upon which life's barque appears ever to float. But

one look at Miranda's face, serenely happy in her children,

in her daily life of charity and almsgiving, in the devoted

love and trust of my parents, is all-sufficient to banish all

vagrant ideas.

Sometimes, in the train of unbidden fancies which throng
the portals of the mind, the scenes and sounds of a far

clime claim right of audience. Again I see the paradisal

woodland, the mysterious mountain forest, the ceaseless

moan of the billow upon the reef sounds in my ear
;
while

forms, now fair, now fierce, flit, shadow-like, across the scene.

I hear again the soft voices of the island girls as in frolic

race they troop to beach or stream. I see the sad, bright

eyes of Lalia, or mark the fierce regard of Hope Island

Nellie as she stands with bared bosom full in the track of

the deadly arrow flight. I hear the lion roar of Hayston
as he quells a mutiny, or towers, alone and unarmed, above

a crowd of hostile islanders. I shudder in thought at the
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dangers which I have escaped. Once more sounds from

afar the weird voice of the tempest in the midnight wreck

of the Leonora. Lastly, the harbour lights disappear as I

sit in my cane lounge in the verandah of Edenhall, and in

place of the wooded heights and distant city I see the

breakers upon the reef of Ocean Island, and discern a soli-

tary figure in the stern of a small boat sailing out into the

illimitable gloom; I fall a musing upon the mysterious

problems of Fate of man's life and the strange proces-

sion of circumstance until the hour strikes and I retire.

Yet my thoughts are still dominated by the majestic

figure of the Captain, grand in his natural good qualities,

grand in his fearless courage, his generosity, his friendship

grand even in his vices. He was not without resem-

blance to a yet more famous corsair, immortalised by the

poet

Who died and left a name to other times,

Link'd with one virtue and a thousand crimes.

THE END
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DICKENS.
By Professor A. W. WARD.
DRYDEN.
ByG. SAINTSBURY.

FIELDING.
By AUSTIN DOBSON.

GIBBON.
By J. C. MORISON.

GOLDSMITH.
By WILLIAM BLACK.

GRAY.
By EDMUND GOSSE.

HAWTHORNE.
By HENRY JAMES.

HUME.
By Professor HUXLEY, F.R.S

JOHNSON.
By LESLIE STEPHEN.

KEATS.
By SIDNEY COLVIN.

LAMB, CHARLES.
By Rev. A. AINGER.

LANDOR.
By SIDNEY COLVIN.

LOCKE.
By THOMAS FOWLER.
MACAULAY.
By J. C. MORISON.

MILTON.
By MARK PATTISON.

POPE.
By LESLIE STEPHEN.

SCOTT.
By R. H. HUTTON.

SHELLEY.
By J. A. SYMONDS.

SHERIDAN.
By Mrs. OLIPHANT.

SIDNEY.
By JOHN A. SYMONDS.

SOUTHEY.
By Professor DOWDEN.

SPENSER.
By Dean CHURCH.

STERNE.
By H. D. TRAILL.

SWIFT.
By LESLIE STEPHEN.
THACKERAY.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE,

WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. MYERS.

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON.



twelve English Statesmen.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. each.

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. By EDWARD A. FREE-
MAN, D.C.L., LL.D.

TIMES: "Gives with great picturesqueness . . . the dramatic incidents of
a memorable career far removed from our times and our manner of thinking."

HENRY II. By Mrs. J. R. GREEN.
TIMES: "It is delightfully real and readable, and in spite of severe com-

pression has the charm of a mediaeval romance."

EDWARD I. By T. F. TOUT, M.A., Professor of History,
The Owens College, Manchester.

SPEAKER : "A truer or more lifelike picture of the king, the conqueror, the

overlord, the duke, has never yet been drawn."

HENRY VII. By JAMES GAIRDNER.
A THENMUM:" The best account of Henry VII. that has yet appeared."

CARDINAL WOLSEY. By Bishop CREIGHTON, D.D.
SA TURDA Y REVIEW: 11

Is exactly what one of a series of short biographies
of English Statesmen ought to be."

ELIZABETH. By E. S. BEESLY, M.A.
MANCHESTER GUARDIAN: "It maybe recommended as the best and

briefest and most trustworthy of the many books that in this generation have dealt
with the life and deeds of that

'

bright Occidental Star, Queen Elizabeth of happy
memory.'"

OLIVER CROMWELL. By FREDERIC HARRISON.
TIMES : "Gives a wonderfully vivid picture of events."

WILLIAM III. By H. D. TRAILL.
SPECTA TOR :" Mr. Traill has done his work well in the limited space at his

command. The narrative portion is clear and vivacious, and his criticisms, although
sometimes trenchant, are substantially just."

WALPOLE. By JOHN MORLEY.
ST. JAMES'S GAZETTE :" It deserves to be read, not only as the work of

one of the most prominent politicians of the day, but for its intrinsic merits. It is

clever, thoughtful, and interesting biography."

PITT. By Lord ROSEBERY.
TIMES :

"
Brilliant and fascinating. . . The style is terse, masculine, nervous,

articulate, and clear
;
the grasp of circumstance and character is firm, penetrating,

luminous, and unprejudiced ; the judgment is broad, generous, humane, and
scrupulously candid. ... It is not only a luminous estimate of Pitt's character and
policy, it is also a brilliant gallery of portraits. The portrait of Fox, for example, is

a masterpiece."

PEEL. By J. R. THURSFIELD, M.A.
DAILY NEWS : "A model of what such a book should be. We can give it no

higher praise than to say that it is worthy to rank with Mr. John Morley's Walpole
in the same series."

CHATHAM. By JOHN MORLEY. [In Preparation.

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON.
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AGRICULTURE.
(See also BOTANY ; GARDENING.)

FRANKLAND (Prof. P. F.). A HANDBOOK
OF AGRICULTURAL CHEMICAL ANALYSIS.
Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

LAURIE (A. P.). PRIMER OF AGRICULTURAL
CHEMISTRY, or THE FOOD OF PLANTS.
Pott 8vo. is.

MUIR (J.). MANUAL OF DAIRY WORK.
Pott 8vo. is.

AGRCULTURE, PRACTICAL AND SCIEN-
TIFIC. Cr. 8vo. [/ the Press.

NICHOLLS (H. A. A.). TEXT BOOK OF
TROPICAL AGRICULTURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TANNER (Henry). ELEMENTARY LESSONS
IN THE SCIENCE OF AGRICULTURAL PRAC-
TICE. Fcp. 8vo. 3-y. 6d.

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE.
Pott 8vo. is.

THE PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE. For
Use in Elementary Schools. Ext. fcp. 8vo.
THE ALPHABET OF THE PRINCIPLES OF
AGRICULTURE. 6d. FURTHER STEPS IN
THE PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE, is.

ELEMENTARY SCHOOL READINGS ON THE
PRINCIPLES OF AGRICULTURE FOR THE
THIRD STAGE, is.

THE ABBOT'S FARM ; or, Practice with
Science. Cr. 8vo. $s. 6d.

ANATOMY, Human. (See PHYSIOLOGY.)

ANTHROPOLOGY.
BROWN (J. Allen). PALAEOLITHIC MAN IN
NORTH-WEST MIDDLESEX. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

DAWKINS (Prof. W. Boyd). EARLY MAN
IN BRITAIN AND HIS PLACE IN THE TER-
TIARY PERIOD. Med. 8vo. 25*.

FINCK (Henry T.). ROMANTIC LOVE AND
PERSONAL BEAUTY. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. iBs.

FISON(L.)and HOWITT (A. W.). KAMI-
LAROI AND KURNAI GROUP. Group-Mar-
riage and Relationship, and Marriage by
Elopement. 8vo. 155.

FRAZER (J. G.). THE GOLDEN BOUGH : A
Study in Comparative Religion. 2 vols.

8vo. 28*.

GALTON (Francis). ENGLISH MEN OF SCI-
ENCE: THEIR NATURE AND NURTURE.
8vo. 8j. 6d.

INQUIRIES INTO HUMAN FACULTY AND
ITS DEVELOPMENT. 8vo. 16*.

GALTON (Francis). NATURAL INHERIT-
ANCE. 8vo. gs.

LIFE-HISTORY ALBUM : Being a Personal

Note-book, combining Diary, Photograph
Album, a Register of Height, Weight, and
other Anthropometrical Observations, and a
Record of I llnesses. 410. 3j. 6d. Or with Cards
of Wool for Testing Colour Vision. 45. 6d.

RECORD OF FAMILY FACULTIES. Con-
sisting of Tabular Forms and Directions foi

Entering Data. 410. zs. 6d.

HEREDITARY GENIUS : An Enquiry into its

Laws and Consequences. Ext. cr. 8vo 7f.net.
FINGER PRINTS. 8vo. 6s. net.

BLURRED FINGER PRINTS. 8vo. zs. 6d. net.

M'LENNAN (J. F.). THE PATRIARCHAL
THEORY. Edited and completed by DONALD
M'LENNAN, M.A. 8vo. 14^.

STUDIES IN ANCIENT HISTORY. Com-
prising "Primitive Marriage." 8vo. 16*.

MONTELIUS WOODS. -THE CIVILISA-
TION OF SWEDEN IN HEATHEN TIMES.
By Prof. OSCAR MONTELIUS. Translated
by Rev. F. H. WOODS. Illustr. 8vo. 141.

ORR (H. B.). THEORY OF DEVELOPMENT
AND HEREDITY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

TURNER (Rev. Geo.). SAMOA, A HUNDRED
YEARS AGO AND LONG BEFORE. Cr. 8vo. gj.

TYLOR (E. B.). ANTHROPOLOGY. With
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

WESTERMARCK (Dr. Edward). THE His-
TORY OF HUMAN MARRIAGE. With Preface
by Dr. A. R. WALLACE. 2nd Edit. 8vo.

14*. net.

WILSON (Sir Daniel). PREHISTORICANNALS
OF SCOTLAND. Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. 36*.

PREHISTORIC MAN : Researches into the
Origin of Civilisation in the Old and New
World. Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. 36*.

THE RIGHT HAND : LEFT-HANDEDNESS.
Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

ANTIQUITIES.
(See also ANTHROPOLOGY.)

ATKINSON (Rev. J. C.). FORTY YEARS IN
A MOORLAND PARISH. Ext. cr. 8vo. 85. 6rf.

net. Illustrated Edition, izs. net.
MEMORIALS OF OLD WHITBY. Illust.

Ex. cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

BURN (Robert). ROMAN LITERATURE in
RELATION TO ROMAN ART. With Illustra-
tions. Ext. cr. 8vo. i4S.



2 ANTIQUITIES ART.

ANTIQUITIES continued.

DILETTANTI SOCIETY'S PUBLICA-
TIONS.

ANTIQUITIES OF IONIA. Vols. I. III. 2/.aj.

each, or $1. 5^. the set, net. Vol. IV. Folic,
half morocco, 3/. 13*. 6d. net.

AN INVESTIGATION OF THE PRINCIPLES OF
ATHENIAN ARCHITECTURE. By F. C
PENROSE. Illustrated. Folio, ^l. js. net

SPECIMENS OF ANCIENT SCULPTURE : EGYP
TIAN, ETRUSCAN, GREEK, AND ROMAN
Vol. II. Folio, s/. $s. net.

DYER (Louis). STUDIES OF THE GODS IN
GREECE AT CERTAIN SANCTUARIES RE-
CENTLY EXCAVATED. Ext.cr. 8vo. 8*.6^.net.

ERMAN (A.) LIFE IN ANCIENT EGYPT.
Transl. by H. M. TIRARD. Illust. Super-
royal 8vo. 2is. net.

EVANS (Lady). CHAPTERS ON GREEK DRESS.
Illustrated. 8vo. 55. net.

FOWLER (W. W.). THE CITY-STATE OF
THE GREEKS AND ROMANS. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

GARDNER (Percy). SAMOS AND SAMIAN
COINS : An Essay. 8vo. js. 6d.

GOW(J.,Litt.D.). A COMPANION TO SCHOOL
CLASSICS. Illustrated. 3rd Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

HARRISON (Miss Jane) and VERRALL
(Mrs.). MYTHOLOGY AND MONUMENTS OF
ANCIENT ATHENS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. i6s.

HELLENIC SOCIETY'S PUBLICATIONS
EXCAVATIONS AT MEGALOPOLIS, 1890

1891. By Messrs. E. A. GARDNER, W.
LORING, G. C. RICHARDS, and W. J. WOOD-
HOUSE. With an Architectural Description
by R. W. SCHULTZ. 410. 25^.

ECCLESIASTICAL SITES IN ISAURIA (CiLi-
CIA TRACHEA). By the Rev. A. C. HEAD-
LAM. Imp. 410. 55.

JONES (H. S.). SELECT PASSAGES FROM
ANCIENT WKITERS, ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE
HISTORY OF GREEK SCULPTURE. [In Press.

LANCIANI (Prof. R.). ANCIENT ROME IN
THELIGHT OF RECENT DISCOVERIES. 410. 24*.

PAGAN AND CHRISTIAN ROME. 410. 24*.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). A PRIMER OF
GREEK ANTIQUITIES. Pott 8vo. is.

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER
TO MENANDER. 6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 9*.

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Il-

lustrated. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

(See also HISTORY, p. 12.)

NEWTON (Sir C. T.). ESSAYS ON ART AND
ARCHEOLOGY. 8vo. 12$. 6d.

SCHUCHHARDT (C.). DR. SCHLIEMANN'S
EXCAVATIONS AT TROY, TIRYNS, MYCENAE,
ORCHOMENOS, ITHACA, IN THE LIGHT OF
RECENT KNOWLEDGE. Trans, by EUGENIE
SELLERS. Preface byWALTER LEAF, Litt.D.
Illustrated. Svo. T.&S. net.

SCHREIBER (T.). ATLAS OF CLASSICAL
ANTIQUITIES. Edit, by W. C. F. ANDER-
SON. 4to. [In the Press.

STRANGFORD. (See VOYAGES & TRAVELS.)
WALDSTEIN (C.). CATALOGUE OF CASTS
IN THE MUSEUM OF CLASSICAL ARCHEO-
LOGY, CAMBRIDGE. Crown Svo. if. 6d.

Large Paper Edition. Small 410. $s.

WHITE (Gilbert). (See NATURAL HISTORY.)
WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). A PRIMER OF RO-
MAN ANTIQUITIES. Pott Svo. i*.

ARCHEOLOGY. (See ANTIQUITIES.)

ARCHITECTURE.
FREEMAN (Prof. E. A.). HISTORY OF THB.
CATHEDRAL CHURCH OF WELLS. Cr. Svo.

3*. 6d.

HULL (E.). A TREATISE ON ORNAMENTAL
AND BUILDING STONES OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND FOREIGN COUNTRIES. Svo. 12*.

MOORE (Prof. C. H.). THE DEVELOPMENT
AND CHARACTER OF GOTHIC ARCHITEC-
TURE. Illustrated. Med. Svo. 18*.

PENROSE (F. C.). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

STEVENSON (J. J.). HOUSE ARCHITEC-
TURE. With Illustrations. 2 vols. Roy.
Svo. i8j. each. Vol. I. ARCHITECTURE;
Vol. II. HOUSE PLANNING.

SWAINSON (H.) and LETHABY (W. R.).
THE CHURCH OF ST. SOPHIA AT CONSTAN-

TINOPLE. Illust. Med. Svo. [In the Press.

ART.

(See also Music.)

ANDERSON (L.). '^LINEAR PERSPECTIVE.
AND MODEL DRAWING.^8vo. zs.

ART AT HOME SERIES. Edited by
W. J. LOFTIE, B.A. Cr. Svo.
THE BEDROOM AND BOUDOIR. By Lady
BARKER. 2s. 6d.

NEEDLEWORK. By ELIZABETH GLAISTER.
Illustrated, zs. 6d.

Music IN THE HOUSE. By JOHN HULLAH.
4th edit. zs. 6d.

THE DINING-ROOM. By Mrs. LOFTIE.
With Illustrations. 2nd Edit. zs. 6d.

AMATEUR THEATRICALS. By WALTER H.
POLLOCK and LADY POLLOCK. Illustrated

by KATE GREKNAWAY. zs. 6d.

ATKINSON Q. B.). AN ART TOUR TO
NORTHERN CAPITALS OF EUROPE. Svo. 12*.

BENSON (W. A. S.). HANDICRAFT AND
DESIGN. Cr. Svo. $s. net.

BURN (Robert). (See ANTIQUITIES.)

CARR(J. O-PAPERS ON ART. Cr.Svo. Bs.6d.

COLLIER (Hon. John). A PRIMER OF ART.
Pott Svo. is.

COOK (E. T.). A POPULAR HANDBOOK TO
THE NATIONAL GALLERY. Including Notes
collected from the Works of Mr. RUSKIN.
4th Edit. Cr. Svo, half morocco. 14*.

Large paper Edition, 250 copies. 2 vols. Svo.

DELAMOTTE(Prof. P. H.). A BEGINNER'S
DRAWING-BOOK. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.

ELLIS (Tristram). SKETCHING FROM NA-
TURE. Illustr. by H. STACY MARKS, R.A.,
and the Author. 2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6rf.

HAMERTON (P. G.). THOUGHTS ABOUT
ART. New Edit. Cr.Svo. Bs. 6d.

HOOPER (W. H.)and PHILLIPS (W. C ).

A MANUAL OF MARKS ON POTTERY AND
PORCELAIN. i6mo. 45. 6d.

HUNT (W.). TALKS ABOUT ART. With a
Letter from Sir J. E. MILLAIS, Bart., R.A.
Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

HUTCHINSON (G. W. C.). SOME HINTS
ON LEARNING TO DRAW. Roy. Svo. Bs. f>d.



ASTRONOMY BIOGRAPHY.

LAURIE (A. P.). FACTS ABOUT PROCESSES,
PiGMENIS, AND VEHICLES. Cr. 8vO.

[In the Press.

LECTURES ON ART. By REGD. STUART
POOLE, Professor W. B. RICHMOND, E. J.

POYNTER, R.A., J. T. MlCKLBTHWAITB,
and WILLIAM MORRIS. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6J.

NEWTON (Sir C. T.).-^" ANTIQUITIES.)
PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). ESSAYS ON ART.

Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6*.

PATER (W.). THE RENAISSANCE : Studies
In Art and Poetry. 5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 10*. 6d.

PENNELL (Joseph). PEN DRAWING AND
PEN DRAUGHTSMEN. New and Enlarged
Edit.

,
with 400 Illust. 4to Buckram. 42$. net.

PROPERT (J. Lumsden). A HISTORY OF
MINIATURE ART. Illustrated. Super roy.
410.3^. 13.1. 6d. Bound in vellum. 4/. 14*. 6d.

TAYLOR (E. R.). DRAWING AND DESIGN.
Ob. cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

TURNER'S LIBER STUDIORUM : A
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G.
RAWLINSON. Med. 8vo. izs. 6d.

TYRWHITT (Rev. R. St. John). OUR
SKETCHING CLUB, sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

WARE (W. R.). MODERN PERSPECTIVE.
With Plates. 5th. Edit. 4to. 21*. net.

WYATT (Sir M. Digby). FINE ART: A
Sketch of its History, Theory, Practice, and
Application to Industry. 8vo. 5$ .

ASTRONOMY.
AIRY (Sir G. B.)- POPULAR ASTRONOMY.

Illustrated, yth Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

GRAVITATION. An Elementary Explana-
tion of the Principal Perturbations in the
Solar System, and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

BLAKE (J. F.). ASTRONOMICAL MYTHS.
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. gs.

CHEYNE (C. H. H.). AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE PLANETARY THEORY.
Cr. 8vo. js . 6d.

CLARK (L.) and SADLER (H.). THE STAR
GUIDE. Roy. 8vo. 5*.

CROSSLEY (E.), GLEDHILL (J.), and
WILSON (J. M.). A HANDBOOK OF Don-
BLE STARS. 8vo. 21$.

CORRECTIONS TO THE HANDBOOK OF
DOUBLE STARS. 8vo. u.

FORBES (Prof. George). THE TRANSIT OF
VENUS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

GODFRAY (Hugh). AN ELEMENTARY
TREATISE ON THE LUNAR THEORY. 2nd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 55. 6d.

A TREATISE ON ASTRONOMY, FOR THE
USE OF COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS. 8vo. i2j. 6d.

GREGORY (R. A.). THE PLANET EARTH.
Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

LOCKYER(J. Norman, F.R.S.). A PRIMER
OF ASTRONOMY. Illustrated. Pott 8vo. M.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN ASTRONOMY.
Illustr. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 5*. 6d.

QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By J. FORBES
ROBERTSON. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illus-

trated. 8vo. 14$.
THE METEORITIC HYPOTHESIS OF THE

ORIGIN OF COSMICAL SYSTEMS. Illustrated.

8vo. 17$. net.

LOCKVER (J. N., F.R.S.). THE EVOLU-
TION OF THE HEAVENS AND THE EARTH.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

STAR-GAZING PAST AND PRESENT. Ex-
panded from Notes with the assistance of
G. M. SEABROKE. Roy. 8vo. iis.

LODGE(O. J.). PIONEERS OF SCIENCE. Ex.
cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

MILLER (R. Kalley). THE ROMANCE OF
ASTRONOMY. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

NEWCOMB (Prof. Simon). POPULAR AS-
TRONOMY. Engravings and Maps. 8vo. 18*.

RADCLIFFE (Charles B.). BEHIND THE
TIDES. 8vo. 45. 6d.

R03COE SCHUSTER. (See CHEMISTRY.)

ATLASES.
(See also GEOGRAPHY).

BARTHOLOMEW (J. G.). ELEMENTARY
SCHOOL ATLAS. 4to. is.

PHYSICAL AND POLITICAL SCHOOLATLAS.
So maps. 4to. Bs. 6d. ; half mor. ioj. 6d.

LIBRARY REFERENCE ATLAS OF THB
WORLD. With Index to 100,000 places.
Folio. 52j. 6d. net. Also in 7 parts, 5$. net
each

; Geographical Index. 7*. 6d. net.

uABBERTON (R. H.). NEW HISTORICAL
ATLAS AND GENERAL HISTORY. 410. 15*.

BIBLE. (See under THEOLOGY, p. 35.)

BIBLIOGRAPHY.
A BIBLIOGRAPHICALCATALOGUE OF
MACMILLAN AND CO.'S PUBLICA
TIONS, 184389. Med. 8vo. ioj. net.

MAYOR (Prof. John E. B.). A BIBLIOGRA-
PHICAL CLUE TO LATIN LITERATURE. Cr.
8vo. ioj. 6d.

RYLAND (F.). CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SMITH (Adam). CATALOGUE OF LIBRARY.
Ed. by J. BONAR. 8vo. js. 6d. net.

WHITCOMB (L. S.). CHRONOLOGICAL OUT-
LINES OF AMERICAN LITERATURE. Intro-
duction by BRANDER MATTHEWS. Cr. 8vo.
6s. net.

BIOGRAPHY.
(See also HISTORY.)

For other subjects of BIOGRAPHY, see ENGLISH
MEN OF LETTERS, ENGLISH MEN OF
ACTION, TWELVE ENGLISH STATESMEN.
PP- 4> 5-

ABBOTT (E. A.). THE ANGLICAN CAREER
OF CARDINAL NEWMAN, avols. 8vo. 25j.net.

AGASSIZ (Louis): His LIFE AND CORRES-
PONDENCE. Edited by ELIZABETH CARY
AGASSIZ 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. iBs.

ALBEMARLE (Earl of). FIFTY YEARS OF
MY LIFE. 3rd Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. 7S.6d.

ALFRED THE GREAT. By THOMAS
HUGHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AMIEL(H.F.)-THEJOURNAL INTIME. Trans.
Mrs. HUMPHRY WARD. 2nd Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas). (See PHYSICS.)

ARNAULD (Angelique). By FRANCES
MARTIN. Cr. 8vo. 4-r. 6d.



BIOGRAPHY.

BIOGRAPHY continued.

ARTEVELDE. JAMES AND PHILIP VAN
ARTEVELDE. By W. J. ASHLEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BACON (Francis) : AN ACCOUNT OF HIS LIFE
AND WORKS. By E. A. ABBOTT. 8vo. 141.

BARNES. LIFE OF WILLIAM BARNES, POET
AND PHILOLOGIST. By his Daughter, Lucv
BAXTER (" Leader Scott"). Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

BERLIOZ (Hector): AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF.
Trns. by R.&E.HOLMES, 2 vols. Cr.Svo. 2ij.

BERNARD (St.). THE LIFE AND TIMES OF
ST. BERNARD, ABBOT OF CLAIRVAUX. By
J. C. MORISON, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BLACKBURNE. LIFE OF THE RIGHT HON.
FRANCIS BLACKBURNE, late Lord Chancellor
of Ireland, by his Son, EDWARD BLACK-
BURNE. With Portrait. 8vo. izs.

BLAKE. LIFE OF WILLIAM BLAKE. With
Selections from his Poems, etc. Illustr. from
Blake's own Works. By ALEXANDER GIL-
CHRIST. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 42^.

BOLEYN (Anne) : A CHAPTER OF ENGLISH
HISTORY, 152736. By PAUL FRIEDMANN.
2 vols. 8vo. 28$.

BROOKE (Sir Jas.), THE RAJA OF SARA-
WAK (Life of). By GERTRUDE L. JACOB.
2 VOls. 8VO. 2$S.

BURKE. By JOHN MORLEY Globe 8vo. 5*.

CALVIN. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

CAMPBELL (Sir G.). -MEMOIRS OF MY IN-
DIAN CAREER. Edited by Sir C. E. BER-
NARD. 2 vols. 8vo. 2is. net.

CARLYLE (Thomas). Edited by CHARLES
E. NORTON. Cr. 8vo.

REMINISCENCES. 2 vols. 12*.

EARLY LETTERS, 1814 26. 2 vols. i8j.

LETTERS, 1826 36. 2 vols. i8.r.

CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN GOETHE
AND CARLYLE. QS.

CARSTARES (Wm.): A CHARACTER AND
CAREER OF THE REVOLUTIONARY EPOCH
(1649 1715). By R. H. STORY. 8vo. izs.

CAVOUR. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

CHATTERTON : A STORY OF THE YEAR
1770. By Prof. DAVID MASSON. Cr. 8vo. $s.A BIOGRAPHICAL STUDY. By Sir DANIEL
WILSON. Cr. 8vo. 6*. 6d.

CHURCH (R. W.). LIFE AND LETTERS.
'

8vo. [In the Press.

CLARK. MEMORIALS FROM JOURNALS AND
LETTERS OF SAMUEL CLARK, M.A. Edited
by His WIFE. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

C' EVELAND (Duchess of). TRUE STORY
OK KASPAR HAUSER. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.). (See LITERATURE, p. 22.)

COL RIDGE (S.T.): A NARRATIVE OF THE
EVENTS OF HIS LIFE. By J. D. CAMPBELL.
8vo. ioj. td.

COMBE. LIFE OF GEORGE COMBE. By
CHARLES GIBBON. 2 vols. 8vo. 32*.

CROMWELL. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

DAM IEN (Father) : A JOURNEY FROM CASH-
MERE TO HIS HOME IN HAWAII. By EDWARD
CLIFFORD. Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

DANTE: AND OTHER ESSAYS. By Dean
CHURCH. Globe 8vo. 5^.

DARWIN (Charles) : MEMORIAL NOTICES,
By T. H. HUXLEY, G. J. ROMANES, Sir

ARCH. GEIKIE, and W. THISELTON DYER.
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

DEAK (Francis) : HUNGARIAN STATESMAN.
A Memoir. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

DRUMMOND OF HAWTHORNDEN. By
Prof. D. MASSON. Cr. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

EADIE. LIFE OF JOHN EADIE, D.D. By
JAMES BROWN, D.D. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

ELLIOTT. LIFE OF H. V. ELLIOTT, OF
BRIGHTON. ByJ. BATEMAN. Cr.Svo. 6s.

EMERSON. LIFE OF RALPH WALDO EMER-
SON. By J. L. CABOT. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 18*.

EPICTETUS. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

ENGLISH MEN OF ACTION. Cr. 8vo.
With Portraits, zs. 6d. each.

CLIVE. By Colonel Sir CHARLES WILSON.
COOK (CAPTAIN). By WALTER BESANT.
DAMPIER. By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
DRAKE. By JULIAN CORBETT.
GORDON (GENERAL). By Col. SirW.BUTLER.
HASTINGS (WARREN). By Sir A. LYALL.
HAVELOCK (SiR HENRY). By A. FORBES.
HENRY V. By the Rev. A. J. CHURCH.
LAWRENCE (LORD). By Sir RICH. TEMPLE.
LIVINGSTONE. By THOMAS HUGHES.
MONK. By JULIAN CORBETT.
MONTROSE. By MOWBRAY MORRIS.
MOGRE(SlRjOHN). ByCol.MAURICE.[//?V?/.
NAPIER (SiR CHARLES). By Colonel Sir
WM. BUTLER.

PETERBOROUGH. By W. STEBBING.
RODNEY. By DAVID HANNAY.
SIMON DE MONTFORT. By G. W. PRO-
THERO. \Inprep.

STRAFFORD. By H. D. TRAILL.
WARWICK, THE KING-MAKER. By C. W.
OMAN.

WELLINGTON. By GEORGE HOOPER.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited

by JOHN MORLEY. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. ;

sewed, u
ADDISON. By W. J. COURTHOPE.
BACON By Dean CHURCH.
BENTLEY. By Prof. JEBB.
BUNYAN. By J. A. FROUDE.
BURKE. By JOHN MORLEY.
BURNS. By Principal SHAIRP.
BYRON. By JOHN NICHOL.
CARLYLE. By JOHN NICHOL.
CHAUCER. By Prof. A. W. WARD.
COLERIDGE. By H. D. TRAILL.
COWPER. By GOLDWIN SMITH.
DEFOE. By W. MINTO.
DE QUINCEY. By Prof. MASSON.
DICKENS. By A. W. WARD.
DRYDEN. By G. SAINTSBURY.
FIELDING. By AUSTIN DOBSON.
GIBBON. By J. COTTER MORISON.
GOLDSMITH. By WILLIAM BLACK.
GRAY. By EDMUND GOSSE.
HAWTHORNE. By HENRY JAMES.
HUME. By T. H. HUXLEY.
JOHNSON. By LESLIE STEPHEN
KEATS. By SIDNEY COLVIN.
LAMB. By Rev. ALFRED AINGER.
LANDOR. By SIDNEY COLVIN.
LOCKE. By Prof. FOWLER.



BIOGRAPHY.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS contd.

MACAULAY. By J. COTTER MORISON.
MILTON. By MARK PATTISON.
POPE. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
SCOTT. By R. H. MUTTON.
SHELLEY. By J. A. SYMONDS.
SHERIDAN. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. -

SIDNEY. By J. A. SYMONDS.
SOUTHEY. By Prof. DOWDEN.
SPENSER. By Dean CHURCH.
STERNE. By H. D. TRAILL.
SWIFT. By LESLIE STEPHEN.
THACKERAY. By ANTHONY TROLLOPB.
WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. MYERS.

ENGLISH STATESMEN, TWELVE.
Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d. each.

WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR. By EDWARD
A. FREEMAN, D.C.L., LL.D.

HENRY II. By Mrs. J. R. GREEN.
EDWARD I. By T. F. TOUT, M.A.
HENRY VII. By JAMES GAIRDNER.
CARDINAL WOLSEY. By Bp. CREIGHTON.
ELIZABETH. By E. S. BEESLY.
OLIVER CROMWELL. By F. HARRISON.
WILLIAM III. By H. D. TRAILL.
WALPOLE. By JOHN MORLEY.
CHATHAM. By JOHN MORLEY. [InthePrtss.
PITT. By LORD ROSEBERY.
PEEL. By J. R. THURSFIELD.

FAIRFAX. LIFE OF ROBERT FAIRFAX OF
STEETON, Vice-Admiral, Alderman, and
Member for York, A.D. 1666-1725. By CLE-
MENTS R. MARKHAM, C.B. 8vo. 12*. 6d.

FITZGERALD (Edward). (See LITERATURE,
P- 23.)

FORBES (Edward): MEMOIR OF. By GFORGB
WILSON, M.P., and Sir ARCHIBALD GKIKIK,
F.R.S., etc. 8vo. 14*.

FORBES-MITCHELL(W.)-REMiNiscENCES
OF THE GREAT MUTINY. Cr. 8vo. 8s.6d.net.

FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FRASER. JAMES FRASER, SECOND BISHOP
OF MANCHESTER : A Memoir. By T.
HUGHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GOETHE: LIFE OF. By Prof. HEINRICH
DUNTZER. Translated by T. W. LYSTKR.
2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 21$.

GOETHE AND CARLYLE. (See CARLYLE.)

GORDON (General) : A SKETCH. By REGI-
NALD H. BARNES. Cr. 8vo. is.

LETTERS OF GENERAL C. G. GORDON
TO HIS SISTER, M. A. GORDON. 4th Edit.
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

HANDEL : LIFE OF. By W. S. ROCKSTRO.
Cr. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

HIGINBOTHAM (Chief Justice). LIFE OF.

ByE. E MORRIS. Ex. cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

HOBART. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 24 )

HODGSON. MEMOIR OF REV. FRANCIS
HODGSON, B.D. By his Son, Rev. JAMES T.

HODGSON, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i8j.

JEVONS (W. Stanley). LETTERS AND JOUR-
NAL. Edited by His WIFE. 8vo. 14*.

KAVANAGH (Rt. Hon. A. McMurrough) : A
BIOGRAPHY. From papers chiefly unpub-
lished, compiled by his Cousin, SARAH L.
STEELE. With Portrait. 8vo. 14^. net.

KlNGSLEY (Chas.) : His LETTERS, AND ME-
MORIES OF HIS LIFE. Edi. by His WIFE. 2

vols. Cr. 8vo. i2j. Cheap Edit, i vol. 6*.

LAMB. THE LIFE OF CHARLES LAMB. By
Rev. ALFRED AINGER, M.A. Globe 8vo. 5*.

LETHBRIDGE(Sir R.). GOLDEN BOOK OF
INDIA. Royal 8vo. 40?.

LIGHTFOOT. BISHOP LIGHTFOOT. Re-

printed from QuarterlyRevieiu.Cr. 8 vo.3-y.6a?.

LOUIS (St.). (Sit SBLECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

MACMILLAN (D.). MEMOIR OF DANIEL
MACMILLAN. By THOMAS HUGHES, Q.C.
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d. Cheap
Edition. Cr. 8vo, sewed, is.

MALTHUS AND HIS WORK. By JAMES
BoWAR. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

MANNING (H. E., Card.): LIFE OF. By
E. S. PURCELL. 8vo. [In the Press.

MARCUS AURELIUS. (See SELECT Bio-

GRAPHY, p. 6.)

MAURICE. LIFE OF FREDERICK DENISON
MAURICE. By his Son, FREDERICK MAURICE,
Two Portraits. 2 vols. 8vo. 36s. Popular
Edit. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. r6s.

M \XWELL. PROFESSOR CLERK MAXWELL,
A LIFE OF. By Prof. L. CAMPBELL, M.A.,
and W. GARNETT, M.A. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

MAZZINI. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

MELBOURNE. MEMOIRS OF VISCOUNT
MELBOURNE. By W. M. TORRENS. With
Portrait. 2nd Edit. 2 vols. 8vo. 32^.

MtLTON. THE LIFE OF JOHN MILTON.
By Prof. DAVID MASSON. Vol. I.. 2is. ;

Vol. II
,

i6s. ; Vol. III., 18*. ; Vols. IV.
and V., 32^. ; Vol. vj., with Portrait,
sis. ; Index to the six vols. shortly. (See
also p. 17.)

MILTON : JOHNSON'S LIFE OF. Introduction
and Notes by K. DEIGHTON. Gl. 8vo. is.gd.

NAPOLEON I. : HISTORY OF. By P. LAN-
FFEY. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo. 30J.

NELSON. SOUTHEY'S LIFE OF NELSON.
With Introduction and Notes by MICHAEL
MACMILLAN, B.A. Globe 8vo. 3$. 6d.

NORTH (M.). RECOLLECTIONS OF A HAPPY
LIFE. Being; the Autobiography ofMARIANNB
NORTH. Ed. by Mrs. J. A. SYMONDS. 2nd
Edit. 2 vols. Ex. cr. 8vo. 17^. net.

SOME FURTHER RECOLLECTIONS OF A
HAPPY LIFE. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

OXFORD MOVEMENT, THE, 183345.
By Dean CHURCH. Gl. 8vo. 5$.

PARKER(W.K.) A BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.
By His SON. Cr. 8vo. 4$. net.

PARKES (Sir H.): LIFE OF. Edited by
S. LANE-POOLE and F. V. DICKINS. 2 vols.
8vo. x$s. net.

PATTESON. LIFE AND LETTERS OF JOHN
COLERIDGE PATTESON, D.D., MISSIONARY
BISHOP. ByC. M. YONGE. 2 vols. Cr.Svo.
i2j. (See also under AWDRY, p. 44.)

PATTISON (M.). MEMOIRS. Cr.Svo. 8s.6d.

PITT. (See SELECT BIOGRAPHY, p. 6.)

POLLOCK (Sir Frdk.
,
2nd Bart.). PERSONAL

REMEMBRANCES. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i6s.

POOLE, THOS., AND HIS FRIENDS.
By Mrs. SANDFORD. 2nd edit. Cr. 8vo.

'^
6s.



BIOGRAPHY BIOLOGY.

BIOGRAPHY continued.

RAMSAY (Sir A. C.) : LIFE OF. By Sir A.

GEIKIE, F.R.S. 8vo [In the Press.

RENAN (Ernest) : IN MEMORIAM. By Sir
M. E. GRANT DUFF. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ROBINSON (Matthew) : AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF.
Edited by J. E. B. MAYOR. Fcp. 8vo. ss.

ROSSETTI (Dante Gabriel) : A RECORD AND
A STUDY. By W. SHARP. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6rf.

RUMFORD. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 26.)

SCHILLER, LIFE OF. By Prof. H. DUNTZER.
Trans, by P. E. PINKERTON. Cr. 8vo. ios.6rf.

SHELBURNE. LIFE OF WILLIAM, EARL
OF SHELBURNE. By Lord EDMOND FITZ-
MAURICE. In 3 vols. Vol. I. 8VO. I2S.

Vol. II. 8vo. i2s. Vol. III. 8vo. i6s.

SIBSON. (See MEDICINE.)
SMETHAM (Jas.).: LETTERS OF. Ed. by
SARAH SMETHAM and W. DAVIES. Portrait.

Globe 8vo. $s.

THE LITERARY WORKS. Gl. 8vo. <$s.

SMITH (Adam.): LIFE OF. ByJ.RAE. 8vo.

[In the Press.

SWIFT : LIFE or. Edit, by H. CRAIK, C.B.
2 vols. Gl. 8vo. ios.

TAIT. THE LIFE OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL
TAIT, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. By
the BISHOP OF ROCHESTER and Rev. W.
BENHAM, B.D. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. ios. net.

CATHARINE AND CRAWFURD TAIT,
WIFE AND SON OF ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL,
ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY : A Memoir.
Ed. by Rev. W. BENHAM, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Popular Edit., abridged. Cr.Svo. 2S. 6rf.

THRING (Edward): A MEMORY OF. By
J. H. SKRINE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TUCKWELL (W.). THE ANCIENT WAYS ;

WINCHESTER FIFTY YEARS AGO. Globe
8vo. 4s. 6rf.

VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING
OF ITALY. By G. S. GODKIN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WARD. WILLIAM GEORGE WARD AND THE
OXFORD MOVEMENT. By his Son, WILFRID
WARD. With Portrait. 8vo. i4s.
WILLIAM GEORGEWARD AND THE CATHO-

LIC REVIVAL. 8vo. 14$.

WATSON. A RECORD OF ELLEN WATSON.
By ANNA BUCKLAND. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WHEWELL. DR. WILLIAM WHEWELL, late

Master of Trinity College, Cambridge. AD
Account of his Writings, with Selections from
his Literary and Scientific Correspondence.
By I. TODHUNTER, M.A. 2 vols. 8vo. 25*

WILLIAMS (Montagu). LEAVES OF A LIFE.
Cr. 8vo. 3S. 6rf.

LATER LEAVES. Being further Reminis-
cences. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6rf.

ROUND LONDON, DOWN EAST AND UP
WEST. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6rf.

WILSON. MEMOIR OF PROF. GEORGE WIL-
SON, M.D. By His SISTER. With Portrait.

2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WORDSWORTH. DOVE COTTAGE, WORDS-
WORTH'S HOME 1800 8. Gl. 8vo, swd. is.

Select Biography.
BIOGRAPHIES OF EMINENT PER-
SONS. Reprinted from the Times. 4 vols.

Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. each.

FARRAR (Archdeacon). SEEKERS AFTER
GOD. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

FAWCETT (Mrs. H.). SOME EMINENT
WOMEN OF OUR TIMES. Cr. 8vo 2s. 6d.

GUIZOT. GREAT CHRISTIANS OF FRANCE :

ST. Louis AND CALVIN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HARRISON (Frederic). THE NEW CALEN-
DAR OF GREAT MEN. Ex.cr.8vo. 7S.6rf.net.

LODGE (O. J.). PIONEERS OF SCIENCE.
Cr. 8vo. js. 6rf.

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). THE MAKERS OF
MODERN ITALY : MAZZINI, CAVOUR, GARI-
BALDI. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

MARTINEAU (Harriet). BIOGRAPHICAL
SKETCHES, 185275. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

NEW HOUSE OF COMMONS, JULY,
i8p2. Reprinted from the Times. i6mo. is.

RITCHIE (Mrs.). RECORDS OF TENNYSON,
RUSKIN, AND BROWNING. Globe 8vo. 5*.

CHAPTERS FROM SOME MEMOIRS.
8vo. ios. 6d.

SMITH(Goldwin). THREE ENGLISH STATES-
MEN : CROMWELL, PYM, PITT. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

STEVENSON (F. S.). HISTORIC PERSON-
ALITY. Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

THORPE (T. E.). ESSAYS IN HISTORICAL
CHEMISTRY. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

WINKWORTH (Catharine). CHRISTIAN
SINGERS OF GERMANY. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 6d.

YONGE (Charlotte M.). THE PUPILS OF ST.

JOHN. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PIONEERS AND FOUNDERS ; or, Recent
Workers in the Mission Field. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. PottSvo. 2S.6rf.net.

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS. Pott 8vo.

2S. 6rf. net.--G&3< Readings Edition. Globe
8vo. as. Abridged Edition. PottSvo. is.

BIOLOGY.

(See also BOTANY ; NATURAL HISTORY ;

PHYSIOLOGY; ZOOLOGY.)

BALFOUR (F. M.}. COMPARATIVE EM-
BRYOLOGY. Illustrated. 2 vols. 8vo. Vol. I.

I8S. Vol. II. 2TS.

BALL (W. P.). ARE THE EFFECTS OF USB
AND DISUSE INHERITED? Cr. 8vo. ss. 6rf.

BATESON (W.). MATERIALS FOR THB
STUDY OF VARIATION. Illustr. 8vo. 2is.net.

BERNARD (H. M.). THE APODIDAE. Cr.

8vo. 7s. 6rf.

BIRKS (T. R.). MODERN PHYSICAL FA-
TALISM, AND THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLUTION.

Including an Examination of Mr. Herbert

Spencer's
"

First Principles." Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CALDERWOOD (H.). EVOLUTION AND
MAN'S PLACE IN NATURE. Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6rf.

DE VARIGNY(H.). EXPERIMENTAL EVO-
LUTION. Cr. 8vo. ss.

EIMER (G. H. T.). ORGANIC EVOLUTION
AS THE RESULT OF THE INHERITANCE OF

ACQUIRED CHARACTERS ACCORDING TO THB
LAWS OF ORGANIC GROWTH. Translated by
J. T. CUNNINGHAM, M.A. 8vo. i2s. 6rf.



BOTANY CHEMISTRY.

FISKE (John). OUTLINES OF COSMIC PHILO-

SOPHY, BASED ON THE DOCTRINE OF EVO-
LUTION. 2 VOls. 8VO. 2$J.

MAN'S DESTINY VIEWED IN THE LIGHT
OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FOSTER (Prof. M.) and BALFOUR (F. M.).
THE ELEMENTS OF EMBRYOLOGY. Ed. A.

SEDGWICK, and WALTER HEAPE. Illus. 3rd
Edit.

, revised and enlarged. Cr. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

HUXLEY (T. H.) and MARTIN (H. N.).

(See under ZOOLOGY, p. 46.)

KLEIN (Dr. E.). MICRO-ORGANISMS AND
DISEASE. With 121 Engravings, srd Edit.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LANKESTER (Prof. E. Ray). COMPARA-
TIVE LONGEVITY IN MAN AND THE LOWER
ANIMALS. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.). SCIENTIFIC
LECTURES. Illustrated. 2nd Edit. 8vo. Bs.6d.

MURPHY (J. J.). NATURAL SELECTION.
Gl. 8vo. 55.

ORR (H. B.). DEVELOPMENT AND HERE-
DITV. Cr. 8vo. ts. net.

O6BORN (H. F.). FROM THE GREEKS TO
DARWIN. 8vo.&qs. net. - >

PARKER (T. Jeffery). LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY BIOLOGY. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. ios.6J.

ROMANES (G. J.). SCIENTIFIC EVIDENCES
OF ORGANIC EVOLUTION. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

WALLACE (Alfred R.). DARWINISM : An
Exposition of the Theory of Natural Selec-
tion. Illustrated. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 9*.

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE THEORY OF
NATURAL SELECTION, AND TROPICAL NA-
TURE : and other Essays. New Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE GEOGRAPHICAL DISTRIBUTION OF
ANIMALS. Illustrated. 2 vols. 3vo. 42*.

ISLAND LIFE. Illustr. Ext. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WILLEY(A.). AMPHIOXUS, AND THE ANCES-
TRY OF THE VERTEBRATES. 8vo. ioy.6rf.net.

BIRDS. (See ZOOLOGY; ORNITHOLOGY.)

BOOK-KEEPING.
THORNTON (J.). FIRST LESSONS IN BOOK-
KEEPING. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

KEY. Oblong 410. los. 6d.
PRIMER OF BOOK-KEEPING. Pott 8vo. i*.

KEY. Demy 8vo. 2j. 6d.

EXERCISES IN BOOK-KEEPING. PottSvo. is.

STUDENT'S MANUAL OF BOOK-KEEPING.
Gl. 8vo. [/ the Press.

BOTANY.
(See also AGRICULTURE; GARDENING.)

ALLEN (Grant). ON THE COLOURS OF
FLOWERS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

ATKINSON (G. F.). BIOLOGY OF FERNS.
8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

BALFOUR (Prof. J. B.) and WARD (Prof.
H. M.). A GENERAL TEXT-BOOK OF
BOTANY. 8vc. [In preparation.

BETTANY (G. T.). FIRST LESSONS IN PRAC-
TICAL BOTANY. Pott 8vo. is.

BOWER (Prof. F. O.). A COURSE OF PRAC-
TTCAL INSTRUCTION IN BOTANY. Cr. 8vo.
IQS. 6d.

PRACTICAL BOTANY FOR BEGINNERS.
Gl. 8vo. 3*. td.

CHURCH (Prof. A. H.) and VINES (S. H.)
MANUAL OF VEGETABLE PHYSIOLOGY.

Illustrated. Crown 8vo. [In preparation.

GOODALE (Prof. G. L.). PHYSIOLOGICAL
BOTANY. i. OUTLINES OF THE HISTOLOGY
OF PHJENOGAMOUS PLANTS ; 2. VEGETABLE
PHYSIOLOGY. 8vo. IQJ. 6d.

GRAY (Prof. Asa). STRUCTURAL BOTANY
j

or, Organography on the Basis of Mor-
phology. 8vo. ios. 6d.

THE SCIENTIFIC PAPERS OF ASA GRAY.
Selected by C. S. SARGENT. 2 vols. 8vo. 21*.

HANBURY (Daniel). SCIENCE PAPERS,
CHIEFLY PHARMACOLOGICAL AND BOTANI-
CAL. Med. 8vo. 14*.

HARTIG (Dr. Robert). TEXT-BOOK OF THE
DISEASES OF TREES. Transl. by Prof. WM.
SOMERVILLE, B.Sc. Introduction by Prof.

H. MARSHALL WARD. 8vo. ios. net.

HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.). THE STUDENT'S
FLORA OF THE BRITISH ISLANDS. 3rd
Edit. Globe 8vo. ID*. 6d.
A PRIMER OF BOTANY. Pott 8vo. i*.

LASLETT (Thomas). TIMBER AND TIMBER
TREES, NATIVE AND FOREIGN. 2nd Ed.
Revised by H. MARSHALL WARD, D.Sc.
Cr. Svo 8s. 6d.

LUBBOCK (Sir John, Bart.). ON BRITISH
WILD FLOWERS CONSIDERED IN RELATION
TO INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 41. W.

FLOWERS, FRUITS, AND LEAVES. With
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d.

MQLLER THOMPSON. THE FERTILI-
SATION OF FLOWERS. By Prof. H. MULLEK.
Transl. by D'ARCY W. THOMPSON. Preface

by CHARLES DARWIN, F.R.S. 8vo. ait.

NISBET (J.). BRITISH FOREST TREES AND
THEIR SYLVICULTURAL CHARACTERISTICS
AND TREATMENT. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

OLIVER (Prof. Daniel). LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY BOTANY. Illustr. Fcp. 8vO. 4S.6d.

FIRST BOOK OF INDIAN BOTANY. Illus-

trated. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

PETTIGREW (J. Bell). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS, IN THE
LOWER ANIMALS, AND IN MAN. 8vo. 12*.

SMITH (J.). ECONOMIC PLANTS, DICTION-
ARY OF POPULAR NAMES OF ; THEIR HIS-
TORY, PRODUCTS, AND USES. 8vo. 14*.

SMITH (W. G.). DISEASES OF FIELD AND
GARDEN CROPS, CHIEFLY SUCH AS ARE
CAUSED BY FUNGI. Illust. Fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

WARD (Prof. H. M.). TIMBER AND SOME OF
ITS DISEASES. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

YONGE(C. M.). THE HERB OF THE FIELD
New Edition, revised. Cr. 8vo. 51.

BREWING AND WINE.
PASTEUR FAULKNER. STUDIES ON
FERMENTATION : THE DISEASES OF BEER,
THEIR CAUSES, AND THE MEANS OF PRE-
VENTING THEM. By L. PASTEUR. Trans-
lated by FRANK FAULKNER. 8vo. 21*.

CHEMISTRY.
(See also METALLURGY.)

BEHRENS (H.). MICROCHEMICAL ANALY-
sis. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BRODIE (Sir Benjamin). IDEAL CHEMISTRY.
Cr. 8vo. a*.

COHEN (J. B.). THE OWENS COLLEGE
COURSE OF PRACTICAL ORGANIC CHEMIS-
TRY. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.



CHEMISTRY DICTIONARIES.

COHN (L.). ORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Transl.

by A. SMITH. [In the Press.

COOKE (Prof. J. P., jun.)- PRINCIPLES OF
CHEMICAL PHILOSOPHY. New Ed. 8vo. 19*.

DOBBIN (L.) andWALKER (Jas.) CHEMI-
CAL THEORY FOR BEGINNERS. Pott 8vo.

as. 6d.

FLEISCHER (Emil). A SYSTEM OF VOLU-
METRIC ANALYSIS. Transl. with Additions.

byM.M.P. MuiR.F.R.S.E. Cr.Svo. 7s.6d.

FRANKLAND (Prof. P. F.). (See AGRI-

CULTURE.)
GLADSTONE (J. H.) and TRIBE (A.) -
THE CHEMISTRY OF THE SECONDARY BAT
TERIES OF PLANTSAND FAURE. Cr. 8vo. zs.bd

HARTLEY (Prof. W. N.). A COURSE o

QUANTITATIVE ANALYSIS FOR STUDENTS
Globe 8vo. 5*.

HEMPEL (Dr. W.). METHODS OF GAS
ANALYSIS. Translated by L. M. DENNIS
Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

HOFMANN (Prof. A. W.). THE LIFE WORK
OF LIEBIG IN EXPERIMENTAL AND PHILO
SOPHIC CHEMISTRY. 8vo. $s.

JONES (Francis). THE OWENS COLLEGE
JUNIOR COURSE OF PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY.
illustrated. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

QUESTIONS ON CHEMISTRY. Fcp.Svo. 3.1

LANDAUER (I.). BLOWPIPE ANALYSIS
Translated by J. TAYLOR. Gl. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

LOCKYER (J. Norman, F.R.S.). THE
CHEMISTRY OF THE SUN. Illustr. 8vo. 144.

LUPTON (S.). CHEMICAL ARITHMETIC.
With 1200 Problems. Fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

MANSFIELD (C. B.). A THEORY OF SALTS.
Cr. 8vo. 14$.

MELDOLA (Prof. R.). THE CHEMISTRY OF
PHOTOGRAPHY. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MEYER (E. von). HISTORY OF CHEMISTRY
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OF THE KINGS OF ENGLAND AND FRANCE.
On a Sheet, is.

HOLM (A.). GREEK HISTORY FROM ITS
ORIGIN TO THE DESTRUCTION OF THE INDE-
PENDENCE OF THE GREEK PEOPLE. Trans-
lated. 4 vols. Vol. I. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

INGRAM (T. Dunbar). A HISTORY OF THB
LEGISLATIVE UNION OF GREAT BRITAIN
AND IRELAND. 8vo. ios. 6d
Two CHAPTERS OF IRISH HISTORY: r.The

Irish Parliament ofJames II.; 2. The Alleged
Violation of the Treaty of Limerick. 8vo. 6s.

JEBB (Prof. R. C.). MODERN GREECE. Two
Lectures. Crown 8vo. 5$.

JENNINGS (A. C.). CHRONOLOGICAL TA-
BLES OF ANCIENT HISTORY. 8vo. 5$.

KEARY (Annie). THE NATIONS AROUND
ISRAEL Cr. 8vo. 35-. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). THE ROMAN AND
THE TEUTON. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS.
Cr. 8vo. 3-y. 6d.

LABBERTON (R. H.). (See ATLASES. )

LEE -WARNER (W.). THE PROTECTED
PRINCES OF INDIA. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

LEGGE (Alfred O.). THE GROWTH OF THE.
TEMPORAL POWER OF THE PAPACY. Cr.
8vo. 8s. 6d.

LETHBRIDGE (Sir Roper). A SHORT MAN-
UAL OF THE HISTORY OF INDIA. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

THE WORLD'S HISTORY. Cr.8vo,swd. is.

HISTOR OF INDIA. Cr. 8vo. zs. ; sewed.
M. 6d.

HISTORYOF ENGLAND. Cr.8vo,swd. is.6d.
EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY

AND GEOGRAPHY OF BENGAL. Cr.Svo. is.6d.

LYTE (H. C. Maxwell). A HISTORY OF ETON
COLLEGE, 14401884. Illustrated. 8vo. 211
A HISTORY OF THE UNIVERSITY v

OXFORD, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO
THE YEAR 1530. 8vo. 16*.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). GREEK LIKK
AND THOUGHT, FROM THE AGE OF ALH*.
ANDER TO THE ROMAN CONQUEST. Cr
8vo. i2s. 6d.

SOCIAL LIFB IN GREECE, FROM How KB-

TO MENANDER. 6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. o^s.

THE GREEK WORLD UNDER ROM \N<

SWAY, FROM POLYBIUS TO PLUTARCH. Cr
8vo. ios. 6d.

PROBLEMS IN GREEK HISTORY. Crown.
8vo. 7s. 6d.

MARRIOTT (J. A. R.). (See SELECT Bio-

GRAPHY, p. 6.)

MICHELET(M.). A SUMMARY OF MODERN.
HISTORY. Translated by M. C. M. SIMJ-
SON. Globe 8vo. 4$. 6d.

MULLINGERQ.B.). CAMBRIDGE CHARAC-
TERISTICS IN THE SEVENTEENTH CfiNTUKV
Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

NORGATE (Kate). ENGLAND UNDER TME
ANGEVIN KINGS. In 2 vols. 8vo. vs.

OLTPHANT(Mrs. M. O. W.). THE MAKEX.S
OF FLORENCE : DANTE, GIOTTO, SAVONA-
ROLA, AND THEIR ClTY. IlluStr. Cr. 8vo.
ios. 6d. Edition de Luxe. 8vo. au. net.

THE MAKERS OF VENICE : DOGES, Coi.

QUERORS, PAINTERS, AND MEN OF LETTER.S
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6d.

ROYAL EDINBURGH : HER SAINTS.
KINGS, PROPHETS, AND POETS. Illustrate.!

by Sir G. REID, R.S.A. Cr. 8vo. ios. 6d.

JERUSALEM, ITS HISTORY AND HOPE.
Illust. Cr. 8vo. ios. (>d. Large Paper
Edit. SQJ. net.

THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. Illust..

Ex. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net. [/ the Press.,

OTTfi (E. C.). SCANDINAVIAN HISTORY
With Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s.

PALGRAVE (Sir F.). HISTORY OF NOR-
MANDY AND OF ENGLAND. 4 vols. 8vo. 41.43.

PARKMAN (Francis). MONTCALM AND
WOLFE. Library Edition. Illustrated with
Portraits and Maps. 2 vols. 8vo. i2S.6d. each.

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF FRANCIS
PARKMAN. Popular Edition. In 12 vols.

Cr. 8vo. js. 6d. each. PIONEERS OF FRANCE
IN THE NEW WORLD, i vol. ; THE JESUITS
IN NORTH AMERICA, i vol. ; LA SALLE
AND THE DISCOVERY or THE GREAT WEST,
i vol. ; THE OREGON TRAIL, i vol. ; THE
OLD REGIME IN CANADA UNDER Louis
XIV., i vol. ; COUNT FRONTENAC AND NEW
FRANCE UNDER Louis XIV., i vol. ; MONT--
CALM AND WOLFE, a vols. ; THE CON-
SPIRACY OF PONTIAC, 2 voli. ; A HALF CEN-
TURY OF CONFLICT, 2 vols.



HISTORY ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.

PARKMAN(Fra- cis). THE OREGON TRAIL.
Illustrated. Med 8vo. 2is.

PERKINS (J. B.). FRANCE UNDER THE
REGENCY. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

PIKE (L. O.). CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY
OF THE HOUSE OF LORDS. 8vo. i2s. 6d. net.

POOLE (R. L.). A HISTORY OF THE HUGUE-
NOTS OF THE DISPERSION AT THE RECALL
OF THE EDICT OF NANTES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

RHODES (J. F.). HISTORY OF THE UNITED
STATES FROM THE COMPROMISE OF 1850 TO
1880. 2 vols. 8vo. 245-.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. Thorold). HISTORICAL
GLEANINGS. Cr. 8vo. ist Series. 4*. 6d.
and Series. 6s.

SAYCE (Prof. A. H.). THE ANCIENT EM-
PIRES OF THE EAST. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SEELEY (Sir J. R.). LECTURES AND
ESSAYS. 8vo. los. 6d.

THE EXPANSION OF ENGLAND. Two
Courses of Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 4.?. 6d.

OUR COLONIAL EXPANSION. Extracts
from the above. Cr. 8vo. is.

SEWELL (E. M.) and YONGE (C. M.).
EUROPEAN HISTORY, NARRATED IN A
SERIES OF HISTORICAL SELECTIONS FROM
THE BEST AUTHORITIES. 2 vols. 3rd Edit.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.

SHAW (Miss). AUSTRALIA. [/ the Press.

SHUCKBURGH (E. S.). A HISTORY OF
ROME TO THE BATTLE OF ACTIUM. Cr.
8vo. 8-y. 6d.

SMITH (G.). OXFORD AND HER COLLEGES.
Pott8vo. 3* (Seealsounder POLITICS, p-34-)

STEPHEN (Sir J. Fitzjames). THE STORY
OF NUNCOMAR AND THE IMPEACHMENT OF
SIR ELIJAH IMPEY. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 15*.

TAIT(C. W. A.). ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH HIS-

TORY, BASED ON GREEN'S " SHORT HISTORY
OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE." Cr. 8vo. 3.1. 6d.

TOUT (T. F.). ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH HIS-
TORY. Pott 8vo. is.

TREVELYAN (Sir Geo. Otto). CAWNPORE.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WHEELER (J. Talboys). PRIMER OF IN-
DIAN HISTORY, ASIATIC AND EUROPEAN.
Pott 8vo. is.

COLLEGE HISTORY OF INDIA, ASIATIC
AND EUROPEAN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. ; swd. zs. 6d.

A SHORT HISTORY OF INDIA. With Maps.
Cr. 8vo. i2s.

INDIA UNDER BRITISH RULE. 8vo. izs.6d.

WILLIAMS(H.). BRITAIN'S NAVAL POWER.
Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d. net.

WOOD (Rev. E. G.). THE REGAL POWER
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 45. 6d.

YONGE (Charlotte). CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH
HISTORY. Ext. fcp. 8vo. $s. each. Vol. i.

FROM ROLLO TO EDWARD II. ; Vol. 2. THE
WARS IN FRANCE ; Vol. 3. THE WARS OF
THE ROSES ; Vol. 4. REFORMATION TIMES ;

Vol. 5. ENGLAND AND SPAIN ; Vol. 6. FORTY
YEARS OF STEWART RULE (1603 43) ; Vol. 7.

THE REBELLION AND RESTORATION (1642
1678).

THE VICTORIAN HALF-CENTURY. Cr.
8vo. is. 6d.

; sewed, is.

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND
MOORS IN SPAIN. Pott 8vo. 25. 6d. net.

HORSE BREEDING.
PEA-^E (A. E.). HORSE BREEDING FOR
FARMERS. Cr. 8vo. 2^. 6d.

HORTICULTURE. (See GARDENING.)

HYGIENE.
BERNERS (J.) FIRST LESSONS ON HEALTH.
Pott 8vo. is.

BLYTH (A. Wynter). A MANUAL OF PUBLIC
HEALTH. 8vo. 17$. net.- LECTURES ON SANITARY LAW. 8vo.
8s. 6d. net.

BROWNE (J. H. Balfour). WATSR SUPPLY.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

CORFIELD (Dr. W. H.). THE TREATMENT
AND UTILISATION OF SEWAGE. 3rd Edit.
Revised by the Author, and by Louis CJ.

PARKES, M.D. 8vo. i6s.

FAYRER (Sir J.). ON PRESERVATION OF
HEALTH IN INDIA. Pott 8vo. is.

GOODFELLOW(J.).-THE DIETETIC VALUB
OF BREAD. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KINGSLEY (Charles). SANITARY AND SO-
CIAL LECTURES. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.- HEALTH AND EDUCATION. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

MIERS (H. A.) and CROSSKEY(R.). THE
SOIL IN RELATIONTO HEALTH. Cr.

REYNOLDS (E. S.). PRIMER OF HYGIENE.
Pott 8vo. is.

REYNOLDS (Prof. Osborne). SEWER GAS.
AND HOW TO KEEP IT OUT OF HOUSES. 3rd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

RICHARDSON (Dr. B. W.). HYGEIA : A
CITY OF HEALTH. Cr. 8vo. is.- THE FUTURE OF SANITARY SCIENCE.
Cr. 8vo. is.- ON ALCOHOL. Cr. 8vo. is.

WILLOUGHBY (E. F.). PUBLIC HEALTH
AND DEMOGRAPHY. Fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.

HYMNOLOGY.
(See under THEOLOGY, p. 38.)

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.
AESOP'S FABLES. Selected by J. JACOBS.
With 300 Illustrations by R. HEIGHWAY.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also with uncut edges, paper
label, 6*.

BALCH (Elizabeth). GLIMPSES OF OLD
ENGLISH HOMES. GI. 410. 14$.

BLAKE. (See BIOGRAPHY, p. 4.)

BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.).
(See VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.)

CHRISTMAS CAROL (A). Printed in

Colours, with Illuminated Borders. 410. 2ij.

CORIDON'S SONG, AND OTHER VERSES.
Preface by AUSTIN DOBSON. Illustrations

by HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also
with uncut edges, paper label, 6s.

DAYS WITH SIR ROGER DE COVER.
LEY. From the Spectator. Illustrated by
HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6^. Also with
uncut edges, paper label. 6,r.

DELL (E. C.). PICTURES FROM SHELLEY.
Engraved by J. D. COOPER. Folio. 2is. net.

FIELDE (A. M.). A CORNER OF CATHAY.
Illustrated. Fcap. 410. 8s. 6d. net.
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKS-contd.
GASKELL (Mrs.). CRANFORD. Illustrated

by HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also
with uncut edges paper label. 6s.

GOLDSMITH (Oliver). THE VICAR o
WAKEFIELD. New Edition, with 182 Illus-

trations by HUGH THOMSON. Preface by
AUSTIN DOBSON. Cr. 8vo. 6*. Also with
Uncut Edges, paper label. 6s.

GREEN (John Richard). ILLUSTRATED
EDITION OF THE SHORT HISTORY OF THB
ENGLISH PEOPLE. 4 vols. Sup. roy. 8vo.
12$. each net.

GRIMM. (Set BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG, p. 44.)

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS. Introduction by
H. CRAIK, C.B. With ico Illustrations by
C. E. BROCK. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also with un-
cut edges, paper label, 6s.

HALLWARD (R. F.). FLOWERS OF PARA-
DISE. Music, Verse, Design, Illustration. 6s.

HAMERTON(P. G.). MAN IN ART With
Etchings and Photogravures. 3^. 13$. 6d. net.

Large Paper Edition. io/. los. net.

HARRISON (F.). ANNALS OF AN OLD MA-
NOR HOUSE, SUTTON PLACE, GUILDFORD.
4to. 42-5-. net.

HOOD (Thomas). HUMOROUS POEMS. Illus-

trated by C. E. BROCK. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also
with uncut edges, paper label. 6s.

IRVING (Washington). OLD CHRISTMAS.
From the Sketch Book. Illustr. by RANDOLPH
CALDECOTT. Gilt edges. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also
with uncut edges, paper label. 6s. Large
Paper Edition. 30?. net.

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. Illustr. by RAN-
DOLPH CALDECOTT. Gilt edges. Cr. 8vo.
6s. Also with uncut edges, paper label. 6s.

OLD CHRISTMAS AND BRACEBRIDGE
HALL. Edition de Luxe. Roy. 8vo. au.

RIP VAN WINKLE AND THE LEGEND OF
SLEEPY HOLLOW. Illustr. by G. H. BOUGH-
TON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also with uncut edges,
paper label. 6s. Edition de Luxe. Roy.
8vo. 3oj. net.

KINGSLEY (Charles). THE WATER BABIES.
(See BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.)
THE HEROES. (See BOOKS for the YOUNG.)
GLAUCUS. (See NATURAL HISTORY.)

LANG (Andrew). THE LIBRARY. With a

Chapter on Modern English Illustrated

Books, by AUSTIN DOBSON. Cr. 8vo. 4.1. 6d.

Large Paper Edition. 2ij. net.

LYTE (H. C. Maxwell). (See HISTORY.)

MAHAFFY (Rev. Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS
(J. E.). (See VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.)

MEREDITH (L. A.). BUSH FRIENDS IN
TASMANIA. Native Flowers, Fruits, and
Insects, with Prose and Verse Descriptions.
Folio. 52$. 6d. net.

MITFORD (M. R.). OUR VILLAGE. Illus-

trated by HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Also with uncut edges, paper label. 6s.

OLD SONGS. With Drawings by E. A.
ABBEY and A. PARSONS. 4to,mor.gilt. ^is.6d.

PENNELL (Jos.). (See ART.)

PROPERT (J. L.). (See ART.)

STUART, RELICS OF THE ROYAL.
HOUSE OF. Illustrated by 40 Plates in

Colours drawn from Relics of the Stuarts by
WILLIAM GIBB. With an Introduction by
JOHN SKELTON, C.B., LL.D., and Descrip-
tive Notes by W. ST. JOHN HOPE. Folio,
half morocco, gilt edges. io/. los. net.

TENNYSON (Lord H.). JACK AND THE
BEAN-STALK. English Hexameters. Illus-

trated by R. CALDECOTT. Fcp. 4to. 3$. 6d.

TRISTRAM (W. O.). COACHING DAYS AND
COACHING WAYS. Illust. H. RAILTON and
HUGH THOMSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Also with
uncut edges, paper label, 6s. Large Paper-
Edition, 3oy. net.

TURNER'S LIBER STUDIORUM : A
DESCRIPTION AND A CATALOGUE. By W. G.
RAWLINSON. Med. 8vo. izs. 6d.

WALTON and COTTON LOWELL. THB
COMPLETE ANGLER. With Introduction by
JAS. RUSSELL LOWELL. 2 vols. Ext. cr. 8vo.

52$. 6d. net.

WINTER (W.). SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND.
80 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LANGUAGE. (See PHILOLOGY.)

LAW.
BERNARD (M.). FOUR LECTURES ON SUB-

JECTS CONNECTEDWITH DIPLOMACY. 8vo. 9*.

BIGELOW (M. M.). HISTORY OF PROCE-
DURE IN ENGLAND FROM THE NORMAN
CONQUEST, 1066-1204. 8vo. i6j.

BOUTMY (E.). STUDIES IN CONSTITU-
TIONAL LAW. Transl. by Mrs. DICEY. Pre-
face by Prof. A. V. DICEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. Transl..

by Mrs. EADEN. Introduction by Sir F.

POLLOCK, Bart. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHERRY (R. R.). LECTURES ON THB.
GROWTH OF CRIMINAL LAW IN ANCIENT
COMMUNITIES. 8vo. 5$. net.

DICEY (Prof. A. V.). INTRODUCTION TO-
THE STUDY OF THE LAW OF THE CONSTI-
TUTION. 4th Edit. 8vo. izs. 6d.

ENGLISH CITIZEN SERIES, THE.
(See POLITICS.)

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.). THE TREATY RE-
LATIONS OF RUSSIA AND TURKEY, FROM
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8VO. 25.

HOLMES (O. W., jun.). THE COMMON
LAW. 8vo. i2j.

LIGHTWOOD (J. M.). THE NATURE or-

POSITIVE LAW. 8vo. izs. 6d.

MAITLAND(F. W.). PLEAS OF THE CROWN?
FOR THE COUNTY OF GLOUCESTER, A.D. 1221.

8vo. js. 6d.

JUSTICE AND POLICE. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d.

MONAHAN (James H.). THE METHOD or-

LAW. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MUNRO (J. E. C.) COMMERCIAL LAW.
Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d.

PATERSON (James). COMMENTARIES ON
THE LIBERTY OF THE SUBJECT, AND THB
LAWS OF ENGLAND RELATING TO THE SE-

CURITY OF THE PERSON. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 21*.

THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, SPEECH,
AND PUBLIC WORSHIP. Cr. 8vo. 12*.



LAW LITERATURE.

PHILLIMORE (John G.). PRIVATE LAW
AMONG THE ROMANS. 8vO. 6s.

POLLOCK (Sir F.
, Bart.). ESSAYS IN JURIS-

PRUDENCE AND ETHICS. 8vo. IOT. 6d.

THE LAND LAWS. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

LEADING CASES DONB INTO ENGLISH.
Cr. 8vo. 3-y. 6d.

RICKEY (Alex. G.). THE IRISH LAND LAWS.
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

STEPHEN (Sir J. F., Bart.). A DIGEST OF
THE LAW OF EVIDENCE. 6th Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6j.

A DIGEST OF THE CRIMINAL LAW :

CRIMES AND PUNISHMENTS. sthEd. 8vo. i6j.

A DIGEST OF THE LAW OF CRIMINAL
PROCEDURE IN INDICTABLE OFFENCES. By
Sir J. F., Bart., and HERBERT STEPHEN,
LL.M. 8vo. i2j. 6d.

A HISTORY OF THE CRIMINAL LAW OF
ENGLAND. 3 vols. 8vo. 48$.
A GENERAL VIEW OF THE CRIMINAL

LAW OF ENGLAND. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 14$.

STEPHEN (J. K.). INTERNATIONAL LAW
AND INTERNATIONAL RELATIONS. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

STEVENS (C. E.). SOURCES OF THE CON-
STITUTION OF THE UNITED STATES, CON-
S.IDEKED IN RELATION TO COLONIAL AND
ENGLISH HISTORY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d. net.

WILLIAMS (S. E.). FORENSIC FACTS AND
FALLACIES. Globe 8vo. 4^. 6d.

LETTERS. (See under LITERATURE, p. 22 )

LIFE-BOAT.

GILMpRE (Rev. John). STORM WARRIORS;
or, Life-Boat Work on the Goodwin Sands.
Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.

LEWIS (Richard). HISTORY OF THE LIFE-
BOAT AND ITS WORK. Cr. 8vo. $s.

LIGHT. (See under PHYSICS, p. 32.)

LITERATURE.
History and Criticism of Commentaries,

etc. Poetry and the Drama Poetical Col-
lections and Selections Prose Fiction Col-
lected Works, Essays, Lectures, Letters,
Miscellaneous Works.

History and Criticism of.

(See also ESSAYS, p. 22.)

ARNOLD (M.). (See ESSAYS, p. 22.)

BROOKE (Stopford A.). A PRIMER OF ENG-
LISH LITERATURE. Pott 8vo. u. Large
Paper Edition. 8vo. 7$. 6d.
A HISTORY OF EARLY ENGLISH LITERA-

TURE. 2 vols. 8vo. 2or. net.

CLASSICAL WRITERS. Edited by JOHN
RICHARD GREEN. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d. each.
DEMOSTHENES. By Prof. BUTCHER, M.A.
EURIPIDES. By Prof. MAHAFFY.
LIVY. By the Rev. W. W. CAPES, M.A.
MILTON. By STOPFORD A. BROOKE.
SOPHOCLES. By Prof. L. CAMPBELL, M.A.
TACITUS. By Messrs.CnuRCHand BRODRIBB.
VERGIL. By Prof. NETTLESHIP, M.A.

EMERSON (O. F.). HISTORY OF THE ENG-
LISH LANGUAGE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. (Set
BIOGRAPHY, p. 4.)

HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.
In 4 vols. Cr. 8vo.

EARLY ENGLISH LITERATURE. By STOP-
FORD BROOKE, M.A. [In preparation.

ELIZABETHAN LITERATURE (1560 1665).

By GEORGE SAINTSBURY. 7$. 6d.

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY LITERATURE (1660
1780). By EDMUND GOSSE, M.A. js.bd.

THE MODERN PERIOD. By Prof. DOWDEN.
[In preparation.

JEBB (Prof. R. C.). A PRIMER OF GREEK
LITERATURE. Pott 8vo. is.

THE ATTIC ORATORS, FROM ANTIPHON
TO ISAEOS. 2nd Edit. 2 vols 8vo. zs-r.

JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS.
MILTON, DRYDEN, POPE, ADDISON, SWIFT,,
AND GRAY. With Macaulay's "Life of

Johnson
" Ed. by M.ARNOLD. Cr.Svo. 4S.6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). LITERARY AND
GENERAL LECTURES. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). A HISTORY OF
CLASSICAL GREEK LITERATURE. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. Vol. i. THE POETS. With an

Appendix on Homer by Prof. SAYCE. In 2

Parts. Vol. 2. THE PROSE WRITERS. In a
Parts. 45. 6d. each.

MORLEY (John). (See COLLECTED WORKS,,
P. 25.)

NICHOL (Prof. J.) and McCORMICK (Prof.)
A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERA-

TURE. Globe 8vo. [In preparation.

OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.). THE LITE-
RARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE END
OF THE l8TH AND BEGINNING OF THE IQTH
CENTURY. 3 vols. 8vo. 21$.

RYLAND (F.). CHRONOLOGICAL OUTLINES
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WARD (Prof. A. W.). A HISTORY OF ENG-
LISH DRAMATIC LITERATURE, TO THKT
DEATH OF QUEEN ANNE. 2 vols. 8vo. 32*.

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). A PRIMER OF RO-
MAN LITERATURE. Pott 8vo. is.

WULKER. ANGLO SAXON LITERATURE.
Transl. by A. W. DEERING and C. F. Me
CLUMPHA. [In the Press.

Commentaries, etc.

BROWNING.
A PRIMER OF BROWNING. By MARY WILSON.

Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

CHAUCER.
A PRIMER OF CHAUCER. By A. W. POL-
LARD. Pott 8vo. is.

DANTE.
READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO OF DANTB

Chiefly based on the Commentary of Ben*
venuto da Imola. By the Hon. W. W.
VERNON, M.A. With an Introduction by
Dean CHURCH. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 24$.

READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF DANTB. By
the Hon. W. W. VERNON, M.A. With an
Introduction by Rev. E. MOORE, D.D.
2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3or.

COMPANION TO DANTE. From G. A. SCAR.
TAZZINI. By A. J. BUTLER. Cr. 8vo,
iw. 6d.

HOMER.
HOMERIC DICTIONARY. (See DICTIONARIES.)
THE PROBLEM OF THE HOMERIC POEMS,.
By Prof. W. D. GEDDES. 8vo. 14*.
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LITERATURE.
Commentaries, etc. continued.

HOMER.
HOMERIC SYNCHRONISM. An Inquiry into

the Time and Place of Homer. By the
Rt. Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

PRIMER OF HOMER. By same. Pott 8vo. i*.

LANDMARKS OF HOMERIC STUDY, TOGETHER
WITH AN ESSAY ON THE POINTS OF CON-
TACT BETWEEN THE ASSYRIAN TABLETS
AND THE HOMERIC TEXT. By the same.
Cr. 8vo. zs.6d.

COMPANION TO THE ILIAD FOR ENGLISH
READERS. By W. LEAF, Litt.D. Crown
8vo. js. 6d.

HORACE.
STUDIES, LITERARY AND HISTORICAL, IN
THE ODES OF HORACE. By A. W. VER
RALL, Litt.D. 8vo. 8j.6rf.

SHAKESPEARE.
A PRIMER OF SHAKSPERE. By Prof. Dow
DEN. Pott Svo. is.

A SHAKESPEARIAN GRAMMAR. By Rev.
E. A. ABBOTT. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6$.

.AJCoMPLETE CONCORDANCE. By J. BART-
LETT. 410. 42$. net. ; half mor., 45^. net.

SHAKESPEAREANA GENEALOGICA. By G. R.
FRENCH. Svo. 15*.

A SELECTION FROM THE LIVES IN NORTH'S
PLUTARCH WHICH ILLUSTRATE SHAKES-
PEARE'S PLAYS. Edited by Rev. W. W.
SKEAT, M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SHORT STUDIES OF SHAKESPEARE'S PLOTS.

By Prof. CYRIL RANSOMK. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.
Also separately : HAMLET, gd. ; MAC-

BETH, gd. ; TEMPEST, gd.
CALIBAN: A Critique on "The Tempest"
and " A Midsummer Night's Dream. '

By
Sir DANIEL WILSON. Svo. iw. 6d.

TENNYSON.
A COMPANION TO "!N MEMORIAM." By
ELIZABETH R. CHAPMAN. Globe Svo. as.

" IN MEMORIAM "-!TS PURPOSE ANE STRUC-
TURE : A STUDY. By J. F. GENUNG. Cr.

Svo. 5$.

ESSAYS ON THE IDYLLS OF THE KING. By
H. LITTLEDALE, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 4J. 6d.

A STUDY OF THE WORKS OF ALFRED LORD
TENNYSON. By E. C. TAINSH. New Ed.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

WORDSWORTH.
WORDSWORTHIANA : A Selection of Papers
read to the Wordsworth Society. Edited

by W. KNIGHT. Cr. Svo. 7s. 6d.

Poetry and the Drama.
^ALDRICH (T. Bailey). THE SISTERS' TRA-

GEDY : with other Poems, Lyrical and Dra-

, matic. Fcp. Svo. 3$. 6d. net.

AN ANCIENT CITY : AND OTHER POBMS.
Ext. fcp. Svo. 6$.

ANDERSON (A.). BALLADS AND SONNETS.
Cr. Svo. 55.

ARNOLD (Matthew). THE COMPLETE
POETICAL WORKS. New Edition. 3 vols.

Cr. 8vo. 75. 6d. each.
'

Vol. i. EARLY POEMS, NARRATIVE POEMS
AND SONNETS.

Vol. 2. LYRIC AND ELEGIAC POEMS.
Vol. 3. DRAMATIC AND LATER POEMS.
COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, i vol.

Cr. Svo. -JS. 6d.

SELECTED POEMS. Pott Svo. zs. 6d. net.

AUSTIN (Alfred). POETICAL WORKS. New
Collected Edition. 6 vols. Cr. Svo. 5$. each.

Vol. i. THE TOWER OF BABEL.
Vol. 2. SAVONAROLA, etc.

Vol. 3. PRINCE LUCIFER.
Vol. 4. THE HUMAN TRAGEDY.
Vol. 5. LYRICAL POEMS.
Vol. 6. NARRATIVE POEMS.
SOLILOQUIES IN SONG. Cr. Svo. 6s.

AT THE GATE OF THE CONVENT: and
other Poems. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MADONNA'S CHILD. Cr. 4to. 35. 6d.
ROME OR DEATH. Cr. 4to. gs.
THE GOLDEN AGE. Cr. Svo. 5^.
THE SEASON. Cr. Svo. 5*.
LOVE'S WIDOWHOOD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ENGLISH LYRICS. Cr. Svo. 3.1. 6d.

FORTUNATUS THE PESSIMIST. Cr. 8vO. 6s.

BETSY LEE : A FO'C'S'LE YARN.
Svo. 3*. 6d.

Ext. fcp.

BLACKIEQ. S.). MESSIS VITAE: Gleanings
of Song from a Happy Life. Cr. Svo. $s.6d.

THE WISE MEN OF GREECE. In a Series
of Dramatic Dialogues. Cr. Svo. gs.

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into Eng-
lish Verse. 2nd Edit. Cr. Svo. 9$.

BLAKE. (See BIOGRAPHY, p. 4.)

BROOKE (Stopford A.). RIQUET OF THE
TUFT : A Love Drama. Ext. cr. Svo. 6s.

POEMS. Globe Svo. 6s.

BROWN (T. E.). THE MANX WITCH : and
other Poems. Cr. Svo. 6s.

OLD JOHN, AND OTHER POEMS. Cr STO. dr.

BURGON (Dean). POEMS. Ex.fcp.8vo. +s.6d.

BURNS. THE POETICAL WORKS. With a
Biographical Memoir by A. SMITH. In 2 vols.

Fcp. Svo. icxy. (See also GLOBE LiBRARY,p.23.)
BUTLER (Samuel). HUDIBRAS. Edit, by
ALFRED MILNES. Fcp. Svo. Part I. 3*. 6rf. ;

Parts 1 1. and I II. 45. 6d.

BYRON. (^GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24)

CALDERON. SELECT PLAYS. Edited by
NORMAN MACCOLL. Cr. Svo. 14$.

CAUTLEY (G. S.). A CENTURY OF EM-
BLEMS. With Illustrations by Lady MARION
ALFORD. Small 410. IQJ. 6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.). POEMS. Cr. Svo. 7s. 6d.

COLERIDGE: POETICAL AND DRAMATIC
WORKS. 4 vols. Fcp. Svo. 31$. 6d. Also
an Edition on Large Paper, zl. izs. 6d.

COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With In-

troduction by J. D. CAMPBELL, and Portrait.

Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

COLQUHOUN. RHYMES AND CHIMES. By
F. S. COLQUHOUN (nee F. S. FULLER MAIT-
LAND). Ext. fcp. Svo. zs. 6d.

COWPER. THE TASK, BOOK IV. With In-
troduction and Notes by W. T. WEBB, M.A.
Sewed, is. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23 ;

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

CRAIK (Mrs.). POEMS. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6*.

DABBS (G. H. R.) RIGHTON (E.).
DANTE : A DRAMATIC POEM. Fcp. 8vo.

zs. 6d.

DAWSON (W. J.). POEMS AND LYRICS.

Fcp. Svo. 4-r. 6d.

DE VERE (A.). POETICAL WORKS. 7 vols.

Cr. Svo. S.T. each.
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DE VERE (A.) : SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL
WORKS OF. By G. E. WOODBERRY.

[In the Press.

DOYLE (Sir F. H.). THE RETURN OF THE
GUARDS : and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7$. (>d.

DRYDEN. (See COLLECTED WORKS and
GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23.)

EMERSON. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 23.)

EVANS (Sebastian). BROTHER FABIAN'S
MANUSCRIPT: and other Poems. Fcp. 8vo. 6s.

IN THE STUDIO : A Decade of Poems.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss.

FITZ GERALD (Caroline). VENETIA Vic-
TRIX : and other Poems. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3.1. 6d.

FITZGERALD (Edward). THE RusAiYAT
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Ext. cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

FOAM. Pott 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

FO'C'SLE YARNS, including "Betsy Lee,"
and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FRASER-TYTLER. SONGS IN MINOR
KEYS. By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER (Mrs.
EDWARD LIDDELL). 2nd Edit. Pott 8vo. 6s.

FURNIVALL (F. J.). LE MORTE ARTHUR.
Edited from the Karleian MSS. 2252, in the
British Museum. Fcp. 8vo. js. 6d.

GARNETT (R.). IDYLLS AND EPIGRAMS.
Chiefly from the Greek Anthology. Fcp.
8vo. 2S. 6d.

GOETHE. FAUST. (See BLACKIE.)
REYNARD THE Fox. Transl. into English

Verse by A. D. AINSLIE. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

GOLDSMITH. THE TRAVELLER AND THE
DESERTED VILLAGE. With Introduction and
Notes, by ARTHUR BARRETT, B.A. is. gd. ;

sewed, is.6d. THE TRAVELLER (separately),
sewed, is. By J. W. HALES. Cr. 8vo. 6d.

(See also GLOBB LIBRARY, p. 23.)

GRAHAM (David). KING JAMES I. An
Historical Tragedy. Globe 8vo. 7$.

GRAY. POEMS. With Introductionand Notes,
by J. BRADSHAW, LL.D. Gl. 8vo. is. gd. ;

sewed, is. 6d. (See also COLLECTED WORKS,
p. 24.)

HALLWARD. (See ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.)

HAYES (A.). THE MARCH OF MAN: and
other Poems. Fcp. 8vo. 3$ . 6d. net.

HERRICK. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SE-
RIES, p. 24.)

HOPKINS (Ellice). AUTUMN SWALLOWS:
A Book of Lyrics. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6*.

HOSKEN (J. D.). PHAON AND SAPPHO, AND
NIMROD. Fcp. 8vo. ss.

JONES (H. A.). SAINTS AND SINNERS.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

THE CRUSADERS. Fcp. 8vo. 25. 6d.

JUDAH. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

KEATS. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES,
p. 24.)

KINGSLEY (Charles). POEMS. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6d. Pocket Edition. Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

Eversley Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 10*.

LAMB. (See COLLECTED WORKS, p. 25.)

LANDOR. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES,
p. 24.)

LONGFELLOW. (See GOLDEN TREASURY
SERIES, p. 24.)

LOWELL (Jas. Russell). COMPLETE POETI-
CAL WORKS. Pott 8vo. 4$. 6d.

With Introduction by THOMAS HUGHES,
and Portrait. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

HEARTSEASE AND RUE. Cr. 8vo. ss.
OLD ENGLISH DRAMATISTS. Cr. 8vo. 54.

(See also COLLECTED WORKS, p. 25.)

LUCAS (F.). SKETCHES OF RURAL LIFE.
Poems. Globe 8vo. $s -

MEREDITH (George). A READING OF
EARTH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss -

POEMS AND LYRICS OF THE JOY OF
EARTH. 3rd Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

BALLADS AND POEMS OF TRAGIC LIFE.
2nd Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

MODERN LOVE. Ex. fcap. 8vo. ss.
THE EMPTY PURSE. Fcp. 8vo. $s-

MILTON. POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with
Introductions and Notes, by Prof. DAVID
MASSON, M.A. 3 vols. 8vo. 2/. 2$. [Uni-
form with the Cambridge Shakespeare.]

Edited by Prof. MASSON. 3 vols.

Globe 8vo. 15$.
Globe Edition. Edited by Prof.

MASSON. Crown 8vo. 3$. 6d.

PARADISE LOST, BOOKS i and 2. Edited

by MICHAEL MACMILLAN, B.A. is. gd. ;

sewed, is. 6d. BOOKS i and 2 (separately),
is. $d. each ; sewed, is. each.

L'ALLEGRO, IL PENSEROSO, LYCIDAS,
ARCADES, SONNETS, ETC. Edited by WM.
BELL, M.A. is. gd. ; sewed, is. 6d.

COMUS. By the same. is. $d. ; swd. is.

SAMSON AGONISTES. Edited by H. M.
PERCIVAL, M.A. zs. ; sewed, is. gd.

MOULTON (Louise Chandler). IN THE
GARDEN OF DREAMS : Lyrics and Sonnets.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MUDIE (C. E.). STRAY LEAVES: Poems.
4th Edit. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MYERS (E.). THE PURITANS: A Poem.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

POEMS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.

THE DEFENCE OF ROME: and other
Poems. Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss -

THE JUDGMENT OF PROMETHEUS : and
other Poems. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

MYERS (F. W. H.). THE RENEWAL OF
YOUTH : and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

ST. PAUL : A Poem. Ext. fcp. 8vo 2s.6d.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.). THE LADY OF LA
GARAYE. gth Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

PALGRAVE(Prof.F.T.). ORIGINAL HYMNS.
3rd Edit. Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

LYRICAL POEMS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6,1.

VISIONS OF ENGLAND. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.
AMENOPHIS. Pott 8vo. 4s. 6d.

PALGRAVE (W. G.). A VISION OF LIFE :

SEMBLANCE AND REALITY. Cr. 8vo. 7$. net.

PEEL (Edmund). ECHOES FROM HOREB I

and other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d

POPE. (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23.)

RAWNSLEY (H. D.).-PoEMS , BALLADS,
AND BUCOLICS. Fcp. 8vo. ss.

ROSCOE (W. C.). POEMS. Edit, by E. M
ROSCOF. Cr. 8vo. js. net.
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Poetry and the Drama continued.

ROSSETTI (Christina). POEMS. New Col-
lected Edition. Globe 8vo. 7$. 6d.

SING-SONG : A Nursery Rhyme Book.
Small 410. Illustrated. 4f. 6d.

GOBLIN MARKET. Illust. Fcp. 8vo. $f.

SCOTT. THE LAV OF THE LAST MINSTREL,
and THE LADY OF THE LAKE. Edited by
Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. is.

THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. By
G. H. STUART, M.A., and E. H. ELLIOT,
B.A. Globe 8vo. zs. ; sewed, is. gd. Canto
I. 9rf.-Cantos I. III. and IV. VI. if. 3rf.

each ; sewed, is. each.

MARMION. Edited by MICHAEL MAC-
MILLAN, B.A. 3f. ; sewed, as. 6d.

MARMION, and THE LORD OF THE ISLES.

By Prof. F. T. PALGRAVE. if.

THE LADY OF THE LAKE. By G. H.
STUART, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 25. 6d. ; swd. 2*.

Canto I., sewed, gd.
ROKEBY. By MICHAEL MACMILLAN,

B.A. 3$. ; sewed, zs. 6d.

(See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23.)

SHAIRP (John Campbell). GLEN DESSBRAY.
and other Poems, Lyrical and Elegiac. Ed.

by F. T. PALGRAVE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SHAKESPEARE. THEWORKS OFWILLIAM
SHAKESPEARE. Cambridge Edition. New
and Revised Edition, by W. ALDIS WRIGHT,
M.A. 9 vols. 8vo. iof. 6d. each. Edition
de Luxe. 40 vols. Sup. roy. 8vo. 6s. each net.

Victoria. Edition. In 3 vols. COME-
DIES ; HISTORIES ; TRAGEDIES. Cr. 8vo.
6s. each.

THE TEMPEST. With Introduction and
Notes, by K. DBIGHTON.. Gl. 8vo. is. gd. ;

sewed, is. 6d.

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 2s.
; sewed,

if. gd.
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM, if. gd. ;

sewed, is. 6d.

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE, is. gd. ;

sewed, is. 6d.

As You LIKE IT. is. gd. ; sewed, is. 6d
TWELFTH NIGHT, if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d
THH WINTER'S TALE. 2s. ; sewed, if. gd
KING JOHN. 15. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

RICHARD II. is. od. ; sewed, if. 6d.
HENRY IV. Part I 2s . 6d. ; sewed, 2f.

HENRY IV. Part II. 2f. 6d. ; sewed, if.

HENRY V. is. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

RICHARD III. By C. H. TAWNEY, M.A.
2$. 6d. ; sewed, 2f.

CORIOLANUS. By K. BRIGHTON. 2f. 6rf. ;

sewed, 2f.

ROMEO AND JULIET. 2f. 6d.
; sewed 2f.

JULIUS G*SAR. if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.
MACBETH, if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

HAMLET. 2f. 6d. ; sewed, 2f.

KING LEAR. if. gd. ; sewed, if. 6d.

OTHELLO. 2f. ; sewed, if. gd.
ANTONYAND CLEOPATRA. 2s.6d.;swd.as
CYMBELINE. 2f . 6d. ; sewed, 2f.

I (Set also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23 ; GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

SHELLEY. COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS.
Edited by Prof. DOWDEN. Portrait. Cr. 8vo.

7f.6d. (See GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

SMITH (C. Barnard). POEMS. Fcp. 8vo. 5*.

SMITH (Horace). POEMS. Globe 8vo. 5x.

INTERLUDES. Cr. 8vo. 55.

INTERLUDES. Second Series. Cr. 8vo. 55.

SPENSER. FAIRIE QUEENE. Book I. By
H. M. PERCIVAL, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 3f. ; swd.,
2f. 6d. (See also GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23.)

STEPHENS (J- B.). CONVICT ONCE: and
other Poems. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

STRETTELL (Alma). SPANISH AND ITAL-
IAN FOLK SONGS. Illustr. Roy.i6mo. i2s.6d.

SYMONS (Arthur). DAYS AND NIGHTS.
Globe 8vo. 6f .

TENNYSON (Lord). COMPLETE WORKS.
New and Enlarged Edition, with Portrait.

Cr. 8vo. yf . 6d. School Edition. In Four
Parts. Cr. 8vo. zs . 6d. each.

POETICAL WORKS. Pocket Edition.
Pott 8vo, morocco, gilt edges. 7f . 6d. net.

WORKS. Library Edition. In 9 vols.

Globe 8vo. $f. each. [Each volume may be
had separately.] POEMS, 2 vols. IDYLLS OF
THE KING. THE PRINCESS, and MAUD.
ENOCH ARDEN, and IN MEMORIAM. BAL-
LADS, and other Poems. QUEEN MARY, and
HAROLD. BECKET, and other Plays.
DEMETER, and other Poems.

WORKS. Ext.fcp. Bvo. Edition, on Hand-
made Paper. In 10 vols. (supplied in sets

only), s/. sf . od. EARLY POEMS. LUCRE-
TIUS, and other Poems. IDYLLS OF THE
KING. THE PRINCESS, and MAUD. ENOCH
ARDEN, and IN MEMORIAM. QUEEN MARY,
and HAROLD. BALLADS, and other Poems.
BECKET, THE CUP. THE FORESTERS,

THE FALCON, THE PROMISE OF MAY.
TIRESIAS, and other Poems.

WORKS. Miniature Edition, in 16 vols.,
viz. THE POETICAL WORKS. 12 vols. in a
box. 25$. THE DRAMATIC WORKS. 4 vols.

in a box. iof . 6d.

The Original Editions. Fcp. 8vo.

POEMS. 6f.

MAUD : and other Poems. 3f . 6d.

THE PRINCESS. 3f. 6d.

THE HOLY GRAIL : and other Poems. ^s.6d.
BALLADS : and other Poems. 55 .

HAROLD : A Drama. 6f .

QUEEN MARY : A Drama. 6*.

THE CUP, and THE FALCON. $s .

BECKET. 6f.

TIRESIAS : and other Poems. 6f.

LOCKSLEY HALL SIXTYYEARS AFTER, etc. 6s.

DEMETER : and other Poems. 6s.

THE FORESTERS : ROBIN HOOD AND MAID
MARIAN. 6s.

THE DEATH OF OENONE, AKBAR'S DREAM,
AND OTHER POEMS. 6f.

POEMS BY Two BROTHERS. Fcp. 8vo. 6f.

MAUD. Kelmscott Edition. Small 410,

vellum. 42f. net.

POEMS. Reprint of 1857 Edition. On-

?"nal
Illustrations. 410. 2if. Edition de

uxe. Roy. 8vo. 42f. net.

The Royal Edition, i vol. 8vo. i6f.

THE TENNYSON BIRTHDAY BOOK. Edit.

by EMILY SHAKESPEAR. Pott 8vo. 2f . 6d.

SONGS FROM TENNYSON'S WRITINGS.

Square 8vo. 2f . 6d.

SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. With In-

troduction and Notes, by F. J. ROWE, M.A.,
and W. T. WEBB, M.A. Globe 8vo. 3f. 6d.

Or Part I. 2f. 6d. ; Part II. 2f . 6d.
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TENNYSON (Lord). BECKET. As arranged
for the Stage by H. IRVING. Svo. swd. 2s. net.

THE BROOK. With 20 Illustrations by A.
WOODRUFF. 32010. zs. 6d.

ENOCH ARDEN. By W. T. WEBB, M.A
Globe Svo. 2s. 6d.

AYLMER'S FIELD. By W. T. WEBB, M.A.
Globe Svo. 2s. 6d.

THE COMING OF ARTHUR, and THE PASS-
INGOF ARTHUR. ByF.J.RowE. Gl.Svo. 2*.6d.

MORTE D'ARTHUK. By F. J. ROWE,
M.A., and W. T. WEBB, M.A. Swd., i*.

THE PRINCESS. By P. M. WALLACE, M.A
Globe Svo. 3J. 6d.

GARETH AND LYNETTE. By G. C
MACAULAY, M.A. Globe Svo. 25. 6d.

GERAINT AND ENID. By G. C. MACAU-
LAY, M.A. Globe Svo. 25. 6d.

THE HOLY GRAIL. By G. C. MACAULAY,
M.A. Globe Svo. 25. 6d.

TENNYSON FOR THE YOUNG. By Canon
AINGER. Pott Svo. if. net. Large Paper,
uncut, y. 6d. ; gilt edges, 45. 6d.

TENNYSON (Frederic*). THE ISLES OF
GREECE : SAPPHO AND ALCAEUS. Cr. Svo

7*. 6d.
DAPHNE : and other Poems. Cr.Svo. 7S.6d

TENNYSON (Hallam, Lord). (See ILLUS-
TRATED BOOKS.)

TREVOR (G. H.). RHYMES OF RAJPUTANA.
Cr. Svo. 7S. 6d.

TRUMAN (Jos.). AFTER-THOUGHTS: Poems
Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

TURNER (Charles Tennyson). COLLECTED
SONNETS, OLD AND NEW. Ext.fcp.8vo. js.td.

TYRWHITT (R. St. John). FREE FIELD.

Lyrics, chiefly Descriptive. Gl. Svo. y. 6d.

BATTLE AND AFTER, CONCERNING SER-
GEANT THOMAS ATKINS, GRENADIER
GUARDS : and other Verses. Gl. Svo. is.6d

WARD (Samuel). LYRICAL RECREATIONS
Fcp. Svo. 6s.

WATSON (W.). POEMS. Fcap. Svo. 5i.

LACHRYMAE MUSARUM. Fcp.Svo. 4s.6d

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 23.)

WEBSTER (A.). PORTRAITS. Fcp. Svo. 51.

SELECTIONS FROM VERSE. Fp. Svo. 4$. 6d.

DISGUISES : A Drama. Fcp. Svo. 55.

IN A DAY : A Drama. Fcp. Svo. 25. 6d.

THE SENTENCE : A Drama. Fcp. Svo.

WHITTIER. COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS
OF JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER. With
Portrait. Pott Svo. 45. 6d. (See also COL-
LECTED WORKS, p. 26.)

WILLS (W. G.). MELCHIOR. Cr. Svo. QJ.

WOOD (Andrew Goldie). THE ISLES OF THE
BLEST : and other Poems. Globe Svo. 5*.

WOOLNER (Thomas). MY BEAUTIFUL
LADY. 3rd Edit. Fcp. Svo. 5$.

PYGMALION. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

SILENUS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WORDSWORTH. COMPLETE POETICAL
WORKS. Copyright Edition. With an Intro-

duction by JOHN MORLEY, and Portrait.

Cr. Svo. -js. 6d.

THE RECLUSE. Fcp. Svo. 25. 6d. Large
Paper Edition. Svo. IQS. 6d.

(Set also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

Poetical Collections and Selections.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 23 ;

BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG, p. 44.)

HALES (Prof. J. W.). LONGER ENGLISH
POEMS. With Notes, Philological and Ex-

planatory, and an Introduction on the Teach-
ing of English. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

MACDONALD (George). ENGLAND'S AN-
TIPHON. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d.

MARTIN (F.). (See BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG,
P- 4S-)

MASSON (R. O. and D.). THREE CENTURIES
OF ENGLISH POETRY. Being Selections from
Chaucer to Herrick. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d.

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). THE GOLDEN
TREASURY OF THE BKST SONGS AND LYRICAL
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Large
Type. Cr. 8vo. ior. 6d. (See also GOLDEN
TREASURY SERIES, p. 23 ; BOOKS FOR THE
YOUNG, p. 45.)

SMITH (Goldwin). BAY LEAVES. Trans-
lations from Latin Poets. Globe 8vo. 5^.

WARD(T. H.). ENGLISH POETS. Selections,
with Critical Introductions by various Writers,
and a General Introduction by MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Edited by T. H. WARD, M.A.
4 vols. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo.- Vol. I. CHAU-
CER TO DONNE, 7.1. 6d. ; II. BEN JONSON TO
DRYDEN, js.6d. ; III. ADDISON TO BLAKE,
js. 6d. IV. WORDSWORTH TO TENNYSON,
8*. 6d.

Appendix to Vol. IV. containing BROWN-
ING, ARNOLD, and TENNYSON. Cr. 8vo. 25.

WOODS (M. A.). A FIRST POETRY BOOK.
Fcp. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

A SECOND POETRY BOOK. 2 Parts. Fcp.
3vo. 2s. 6d. each. Complete, 4.1. 6d.

A THIRD POETRY BOOK. Fcp.Svo. 4*.6d.

WORDS FROM THE POETS. WithaVig-
netteand Frontispiece. i2thEdit. PottSvo. i*.

Prose Fiction.

aiKELAS (D.). LOUKIS LARAS
; or, The

Reminiscences of a Chiote Merchant during
the Greek War of Independence. Translated

by J. GENNADIUS. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

RJORNSON (B.). SYNNOVK SOLBAKKEN.
Translated by JULIE SUTTER. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

8OLDREWOOD (Rolf). Uniform EdiHo*.
Cr. 8vo. 3-r. 6d. each.
ROBBERY UNDER ARMS.
THE MINER'S RIGHT.
THE SQUATTER'S DREAM.
A SYDNEY-SIDE SAXON.
A COLONIAL REFORMER.
NEVERMORE.
A MODERN BUCCANEER.

8URNETT(F. H.).-HAWORTH'S. Gl. 8vo. 2*.

LOUISIANA, and THAT LASS o' LOWRIK'S.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

CALMIRE. 2 vols. Cr.Svo. a.
CARMARTHEN (Marchioness of). A
LOVER OF THE BEAUTIFUL. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CONWAY (Hugh). A FAMILY AFFAIR
Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

LIVING OR DEAD. Cr. Svo. v- 6d.

COOPER (&. H.). RICHARD ESCOTT. Cr.
Svo. 65-.

CORBETT (Julian). THE FALL OF ASGARD :

A Tale of St. OlafsDay. a vols. Gl.Svo. i2S
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CORBETT (J.). FOR Gor. AND GOLD. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

KOPHETUA THE THIRTEENTH. 2 Vols.
Globe 8vo. 12*.

COTES (E.). THE STORY OF SONNY SAHIB.
Fcp. 8vo. 2s.

CRAIK (Mrs.).~ Uniform Edition. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6d. each.
OLIVE.
THE OGILVIES. Also Globe Svo, us.

AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Also Globe 8vo, as.

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY.
Two MARRIAGES. Also Globe Svo, 2*.

THE LAUREL BUSH.
MY MOTHER AND I.

Miss TOMMY : A Mediaeval Romance.
KING ARTHUR : Not a Love Story.

CRAWFORD (F.Marion).- Uniform Edition
Cr. Svo. 3S. 6d. each.
MR. ISAACS : A Tale of Modern India.
DR. CLAUDIUS.
A ROMAN SINGER.
ZOROASTER.
A TALE OF A LONELY PARISH.
MARZIO'S CRUCIFIX.
PAUL PATOFF.
WITH THE IMMORTALS.
GREIFENSTEIN.
SANT' ILARIO.
A CIGARETTE MAKER'S ROMANCE.
KHALED : A Tale of Arabia.
THE WITCH OF PRAGUE.
THB THREE FATES.

DON ORSINO. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE KING. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PIETRO GHISLERI. Cr. Svo. 6-r.

MARION DARCHE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

KATHARINE LAUDERDALE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LOVE IN IDLENESS. Fcp. Svo. 2s.

CUNNINGHAM (Sir H. S.). THE CCKRU-
LEANS : A Vacation Idyll. Cr. Svo. 31. 6d.

THE HERIOTS. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d.
WHEAT AND TARES. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.
SIBYLLA. 2 vols. Gl. Svo. izs.

DAHN (Felix). FELICITAS. Translated by
M.A.C.E. Cr. Svo. 4s. 6d.

DAY (Rev. Lai Behari). BENGAL PEASANT
LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

FOLK TALES OF BENGAL. Cr Svo. 4S.6d.

DEFOE (D.). (See GLOBE LIBRARY, p. 23 :

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

DEMOCRACY : AN AMERICAN NOVEL. Ct.
Svo. 4S. 6d.

DICKENS (Charles). Uniform Edition.
Cr. Svo. -3,5. 6d. each.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS.
OLIVER TWIST.
NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT.
THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP.
BARNABY RUDGE.
DOMBEY AND SON.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
SKETCHES BY Boz.
DAVID COPPERFIELD.
VMERICAN NOTES, AND PICTURES FROM
ITALY.
THE POSTHUMOUS PAPERS OF THE PICK-

*ncK CLUB. Illust. Edit, by C. DICKENS,
Jiin. 2 vols. Ext. cr. Svo. 21s.

DICKENS (M. A.). A MERE CYPHER. Cr.
Svo. 3s. 6d.

A VALIANT IGNORANCE. Crown Svo.
is. 6d.

DILLWYN (E. A.). JILL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

JILL AND JACK. 2 vols. Globe Svo. 121.

DUNSMUIR (Amy). VIDA: Study of a
Girl. 3rd Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DURAND (Sir M.). HELEN TREVERYAN.
Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

EBERS (Dr. George). THE BURGOMASTER'S
WIFE. Transl. by C. BELL. Cr. Svo. 4s. 6d.

ONLY A WORD. Translated by CLARA
BELL. Cr. Svo. 4j. 6d.

" ESTELLE RUSSELL" (The Author of).-
HARMONIA. 3 vols. Cr. Svo. 31*. 6d.

FALCONER (Lanoe). CECILIA DE NOBL.
Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

FLEMING(G.). A NILE NOVEL. Gl.Svo. at.

MIRAGE : A Novel. Globe Svo. 2*.

THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. Globe Svo. at.

VESTIGIA. Globe Svo. as.

FRATERNITY: A Romance. 2 vols. Cr.
SVO. 2IS.

"FRIENDS IN COUNCIL" (The Author
of). REALMAH. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GRAHAM (John W.). NEJERA : A Tale of
Ancient Rome. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GRANT (C.). TALES OF NAPLES AND THE
CAMORRA. [In the Press.

HARBOUR BAR, THE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HARDY (Arthur Sherburne). BUT YET A
WOMAN : A Novel. Cr. Svo. 4.1. 6d.

THEWINDOF DESTINY. 2vols. Gl.Svo. lat

HARDY (Thomas). THE WOODLANDERS,
Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

WESSEX TALES. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

HARTE (Bret). CRESSY. Cr. Svo. is. 64.

THE HERITAGE OF DEDLOW MARSH I

and other Tales. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

A FIRST FAMILY OF TASAJARA. Cr.
Svo. 3S. 6d.

" HOGAN, M.P." (The Author of). HOGAN,
M.P. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

THE HON. Miss FERRARD. Gl. Svo. as.

FLITTERS, TATTERS, AND THE COUN-
SELLOR, ETC. Globe Svo. 2S.

CHRISTY CAREW. Globe Svo. as.

ISMAY*S CHILDREN. Globe Svo. as.

HOPPUS (Mary). A GREAT TREASON: A
Story of the War of Independence. 2 vols.

Cr. Svo. gs.

HUGHES (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL
DAYS. By AN OLD BOY. Golden Treasury
Edition, zs. 6d. net. Uniform Edit. 3S. 6d.

People's Edition. as. People's Sixpenny
Edition. Illustr. Med. 410. 6d. Uniform
with Sixpenny Kingsley. Med. Svo. 6d.

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

THE SCOURING OF THE WHITE HORSE,
and THE ASHEN FAGGOT. Cr. Svo. 3.1. 6d.

(See ILLUSTRATBD

JACKSON (Helen). RAMONA. Gl. Svo. as.

IRVING (Washington).
BOOKS, p. 14.)
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JAMES (Henry). THE EUROPEANS : A Novel.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. ; Pott 8vo, zs.

DAISY MILLEK : and other Stones. Cr.
8vo. 6s. ; Globe 8vo, zs.

THE AMERICAN. Cr. 8vo. 6s. Pott Bvo.

2 vols. 4S.

RODERICK HUDSON. Cr. 8vo. 6s. ; Gl.

8vo, zs. ; Pott 8vo, 2 vols. 4*.

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE : and
other Tales. Cr. 8vo. 6s. ; Globe 8vo, as.

WASHINGTON SQUARE, THE PENSION
BEAUREPAS. Globe 8vo. zs.

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cr. 8vo.

6*. Pott 8vo, 3 vols. 6s.

STORIES REVIVED. In Two Series.

Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.

THE BOSTONIANS. Cr. 8vo. 6j.

NOVELS AND TALES. Pocket Edition.

Pott 8vo. zs. each volume.
CONFIDENCE, i vol.

THE SIEGE OF LONDON; MADAME DE
MAUVES. i vol.

AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE ; THE PEN-
SION BF.AUREPAS ;

THE POINT OF VIEW.
i vol.

DAISY MILLER, a Study ; FOUR MEET-
INGS ; LONGSTAFF'S MARRIAGE; BEN-
VOLIO. i vol.

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE; A
BUNDLE OF LETTERS ; THE DIARY OF
A MAN OF FIFTY

; EUGENE PICKERING.
i vol.

TALES OF THREE CITIES. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

THE PRINCESS CASAMASSIMA. Cr. 8vo.

6s. ; Globe 8vo, vs.

THE REVERBERATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ASPERN PAPERS ; LOUISA PALLANT ;

THE MODERN WARNING. Cr. 8vo. 33. 6d.

A LONDON LIFE. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

THE TRAGIC MUSE. Cr. 8vo. jr. 6d.

THE LESSON OF THE MASTER, AND
OTHER STORIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE REAL THING, AND OTHER TALES.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KEARY (Annie). JANET'S HOME. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6d.

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. Globe 8vo. as.

OLDBURY. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Cr.
8vo. 3J. 6d.

CASTLE DALY. Cr. 8vo. 3-r. 6d.

A DOUBTING HEART. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6J

KENNEDY (P.). LEGENDARY FICTIONS OF
THE IRISH CELTS. Cr. 8vo. 3^ 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). Everslev Edition.

ii vols. Globe Bvo. 5*. each. WESTWARD
Ho ! 2 vols. Two YEARS AGO. 2 vols.

HYPATIA. 2 vols. YEAST, i vol. ALTON
LOCKE, a vols. HEREWARD THE WAKE.
2 vols.

Complete Edition. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d. each.

WESTWARD Ho! With a Portrait.

HYPATIA. YEAST. ALTON LOCKE. Two
YEARS AGO. HEREWARD THE WAKE.

Sixpenny Edition. Med. 8vo. 6rf.

each. WESTWARD Ho ! HYPATIA.
YEAST. ALTON LOCKE. Two YEARS AGO.
HEREWARD THE WAKE.

KIPLING (Rudyard). PLAIN TALES FROM
THE HILLS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE LIGHT THAT FAILED. Cr. 3vo. 6*.

LIFE'S HANDICAP : Being Stories of mine
own People. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MANY INVENTIONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LAFARGUE (Philip). THE NEW JUDGMENT
OF PARIS. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 12$.

LEE (Margaret). FAITHFUL AND UNFAITH-
FUL. Cr. 8vo 3*. 6d.

LEVY (A.). REUBEN SACHS. Cr. 8vo. 3*.6rf.

LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN, A.

24th Thousand. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

"LITTLE PILGRIM IN THE UNSEEN,
A "

(Author of). THE LAND OF DARKNESS.
Cr. 8vo. 5s.

LYSAGHT (S. R.). THE MARPLOT. Cr.

8vo. 3-y. 6d.

LYTTON (Earl of ). THE RING OF AMASIS I

A Romance. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

McLENNAN (Malcolm). MUCKLE JOCK;
and other Stories ofPeasant Life in the North.
Cr. 8vo. 3-r. 6d.

MACMILLAN (M K). DAGONET THE
JESTER. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MACQUOID (K. S.). PATTY. Gl. 8vo. zs.

MADOC (Fayr). THE STORY OF MELICENT.
Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d.

MALET (Lucas). MRS. LORIMER : A Sketch
in Black and White. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MALORY (Sir Thos.). (See GLOBE LIBRARY,
P- 23.)

MINTO (W.). THE MEDIATION OF RALPH
HARDELOT. 3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 31$. 6d.

MITFORD (A. B.). TALES OF OLD JAPAN.
With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

MIZ MAZE, THE ; OR, THE WINKWORTH
PUZZLE. A Story in Letters by Nine
Authors. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

MURRAY (D. Christie). AUNT RACHEL.
Cr. 8vo. 3.9. 6d.

SCHWARTZ. Cr. 8vo. 3$ 6d.

THE WEAKER VESSEL. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6rf.

JOHN VALE'S GUARDIAN. Cr. 8vo. 31. 6d.

MURRAY (D. Christie) and HERMAN (H.).
HE FELL AMONG THIEVES. Cr.Svo. 3^.6d.

NEW ANTIGONE, THE: A ROMANCE.
Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

NOEL (Lady Augusta). HITHERSEA MERE.
3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3 is. 6d.

NORRIS (W. E.). MY FRIEND JIM. Globe
8vo. zs.

CHRIS. Globe 8vo. zs.

NORTON (Hon. Mrs.). OLD SIR DOUG-
LAS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.). Uniform
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. each.

A SON OF THE SOIL.

THE CURATE IN CHARGE.
YOUNG MUSGRAVE.
HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY.
SIR TOM.
HESTER.
1 HE WIZARD'S SON.
A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN AND HIS FAMILY
THE SECOND SON.
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OLIPHANT (Mrs. M. O. W.^.-Uniform
Edition. Cr. 8vo.

3,$-. 6d. each.
THE MARRIAGE OF ELINOR
NEIGHBOURS ON THE GREEN.
JOYCE.
A BELEAGUERED CITY.
KIRSTEEN.
THE RAILWAY MAN AND HIS CHILDREN.
THE rfEIR-PRESUMPTIVE AND THE HEIR-
APPARENT.

LADY WILLIAM.

PALMER (Lady Sophia). MRS. PENICOTT'S
LODGER : and other Stories. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

PARRY (Gambier). THE STORY OF DICK.
Cr. 8vo. 3j. 6d.

PATER (Walter). MARIUS THE EPICUREAN :

His SENSATIONS AND IDEAS. 3rd Edit, a

vols. 8vo. 15$.

PRICE (E. C.). IN THE LION'S MOUTH.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

RHOADES (].). THE STORY OF JOHN TRE-
VENNICK. Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.

ROSS (Percy). A MISGUIDIT LASSIE. Cr.
Svo. 4s. 6d.

RUSSELL (W. Clark). MAROONED. Cr.
Svo. 3-r. 6d.- A STRANGE ELOPEMENT. Cr. Svo.

ST. JOHNSTON (A.). A SOUTH SEA
LOVER : A Romance. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SHORTHOUSE (J. Henry). Uniform Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 3$. f>d. each.

JOHN INGLESANT : A Romance.
SIR PERCIVAL : A Story of the Past and of

the Present.
THE LITTLE SCHOOLMASTER MARK: A

Spiritual Romance.
THE COUNTESS EVE.
A TEACHER OF THE VIOLIN : and other Tales.

BLANCHE, LADY FALAISE.

SLIP IN THE FENS, A. Globe Svo. 2*.

SMITH (Garnett). THE MELANCHOLY OF
STEPHEN ALLARD. Ex. cr. Svo. [In thePress.

STEEL(Mrs. F. A. ). Miss STUART'S LEGACY.
Cr. Svo. 3*. 6d.- THE FLOWER OF FORGIVENESS. Crown
Svo. 35. 6d.- TALES OF THE PUNJAB. Illustrated. Cr.
Svo. 6-y.

THEODOLI(Marchesa) UNDER PRESSURE.
Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

TIM. Cr. Svo. 3J. bd.

TOURGENIEF. VIRGIN SOIL. Translated

by ASHTON W. DILKE. Cr. Svo. 6*.

VELEY (Margaret). A GARDEN OF MEMO-
RIES ; MRS. AUSTIN ; LIZZIE'S BARGAIN.
Three Stories. 2 vols. Globe Svo. 12$.

VICTOR (H.). MARIAM : OR TWENTY-ONE
DAYS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

VOICES CRYING IN THE WILDER
NESS : A NOVEL. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

WARD (Mrs. T. Humphry). Miss BRETHEF
TON. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

WEST (M.). A BORN PLAYER. Cr. Svo. 6*.

WORTHEY (Mrs.). THE NEW CONTINENT J

A Novel. 2 vols. Globe Svo. 125.

YONGE (C. M.). THE RUBIES OF ST. Lo.
Fcp. Svo. 2s. (See also p. 26.)

YONGE (C. M.) and COLERIDGE (C. R.).
STROLLING PLAYERS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Collected Works
; Essays ; Lectures ;

Letters
; Miscellaneous Works.

ADDISON. SELECTIONS FROM THE "SPEC-
TATOR." With Introduction and Notes by
K. DEIGHTON. Globe Svo. 2$. 6d.

AN AUTHOR'S LOVE. Being the Unpub-
lished Letters of PROSPER MERIMKB'S
"Inconnue." 2 vols. Ext. cr. Svo. 12*.

ARNOLD (Matthew). LETTERS. Edited by
G. W. E. RUSSELL, M.P. 3 vols. Cr. Svo.

r/ the Press.
ESSAYS IN CRITICISM 6th Ed. Cr.Svo 9*.
ESSAYS IN CRITICISM. Second Series.

Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d.

DISCOURSES IN AMERICA. Cr. Svo. 4$. 64.

ASPECTS OF MODERN STUDY. Cr.
Svo. 2s. 6d. net.

AUSTIN (A.). THE GARDEN THAT I LOVE.
Ex. cr. Svo. gs.

BACON. ESSAYS. With Introduction and
Notes, by F. G. SELBY, M.A. Gl. Svo. 3*. ;

swd., 2s. (>d.

ADVANCEMENT OF LEARNING. By the
same. Gl. Svo. Book I. zs. Book II. -$s.6d.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24 )

BATES(K. L.). ENGLISH RELIGIOUS DRAMA.
Cr. Svo. 6s. 6d. net.

BLACKIEQ.S.). LAYSERMONS. Cr.Svo. 6*.

BRIDGES (John A.). IDYLLS OF A LOST
VILLAGE. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

BRIMLEY (George). ESSAYS. Globe Svo. 5*.

BUNYAN (John). THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
FROM THIS WORLD TO THAT WHICH is TO
COME. Pott Svo. zs. 6d. net.

BUTCHER (Prof. S. H.) SOME ASPECTS OF
THE GREEK GENIUS. Cr. Svo. 7$. net

CARLYLE (Thomas). (See BIOGRAPHY.)

CHAUCER. CANTERBURY TALES. Edit, by
A. W. POLLARD. 2 vols. Gl. Svo. icw.

CHURCH (Dean). MISCELLANEOUS WRI-
TINGS. Collected Edition. 6 vols. Globe
Svo. $s. each. Vol. I. MISCELLANEOUS
ESSAYS. II. DANTE : AND OTHER ESSAYS.

III. ST. ANSELM. IV. SPENSER. V.
BACON. VI. THE OXFORD MOVEMENT,
183345.

CLIFFORD (Prof. W. K.). LECTURES AND
ESSAYS. Edited by LESLIE STEPHEN and
Sir F. POLLOCK. Cr. Svo. Bs. 6d.

CLOUGH (A. H.). PROSE REMAINS. With
a Selection from his Letters, and a Memoir
by His WIFE. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

COLLINS (J. Churton). THE STUDY OF
ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. Svo. 4$. 6d.

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. [In the Press.

COWPER. LETTERS. Ed. by W. T. WEBB,
M.A. Globe Svo. [/ the Press.



COLLECTED WORKS.

CRAIK (H.). ENGLISH PROSE SELECTIONS.
With Critical Introductions by various writers,
and General Introductions to each Period.
Edited by H. CRAIK, C.B. Vols. I. II. and
III. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. each. [IV. in Press.

CRAIK (Mrs.). CONCERNING MEN: and
other Papers. Cr. 8vo. %s. 6d.-- ABOUT MONEY : and other Things. Cr.
8vo. y. 6d.- SERMONS OUT OF CHURCH. Cr.Svo. -$s.f>d.

CRAWFORD (F. M.). THE NOVEL : WHAT
IT is. Pott 8vo. 3-r.

CUNLIFFE (J. W.). THE INFLUENCE OF
SENECA ON ELIZABETHAN TRAGEDY. 4.9. net.

DE VERE (Aubrey). ESSAYS CHIEFLY ON
POETRY. 2 vols. Globe 8vo. 12*.- ESSAYS, CHIEFLY LITERARY AND ETHI-
CAL. Globe 8vo. 6s.

DICKENS.LETTERSOF CHARLES DICKENS.
Edited by his Sister-in-Law and MARY
DICKENS. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

DRYDEN, ESSAYS OF. Edited by Prof.

C. D. YONGE. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. (See also
GLOBE LIBRARY, below.)- THE SATIRES. Edited by J. CHURTON
COLLINS. Gl. 8vo. is. gd>

DUFF (Rt. Hon. Sir M. E. Grant). MISCEL-
LANIES, Political and Literary. 8vo. IQJ. 6d.

EMERSON(RalphWaldo). THE COLLECTED
WORKS. 6 vols. Globe 8vo. $s. each.
I. MISCELLANIES. With an Introductory
Essay by JOHN MORLEY. II. ESSAYS.
III. POEMS. IV. ENGLISH TRAITS; RE-
PRESENTATIVE MEN. V. CONDUCT OF LlFE J

SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE. VI. LETTERS;
SOCIAL AIMS, ETC.

FASNACHT (G. E.). SELECT SPECIMENS OF
THE GREAT FRENCH WRITERS IN THE
SEVENTEENTH, EIGHTEENTH, AND NINE-
TEENTH CENTURIES. With Literary Appre-
ciations by the most eminent French Critics,
and a Historical Sketch of French Literature.

Edit, by G. E. FASNACHT. ^Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

FINLAYSON (T. C.).-EssAYS, ADDRESSES,
ANDLYRICALTRANSLATJONS. Cr. 8vO.

FITZGERALD (Edward): LETTERS AND
LITERARY REMAINS OF. Ed. by W. ALDIS
WRIGHT, M.A. f 3 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3U. 6d.- LETTERS. Edited by W. A. WRIGHT.
a vols. Globe 8vo. loj.

GLOBE LIBRARY. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. each :

BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON. Introduction

by MOWBRAY MORRIS.
BURNS. COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS AND
LETTERS. Edited, with Life and Glossarial

Index, by ALEXANDER SMITH.
COWPER. POETICAL WORKS. Edited by

the Rev. W. BENHAM, B.D.
DEFOE. THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON
CRUSOE. Introduction by H. KINGSLEY.

DRYDEN. POETICAL WORKS. A Revised
Text and Notes. ByW. D. CHRISTIE, M.A.

FROISSART'S CHRONICLES. Transl. by Lord
BERNERS. Ed. by G. C. MACAULAY, M.A.

GOLDSMITH. MISCELLANEOUS WORKS.
Edited by Prof. MASSON.

GLOBE LIBRARY continued.

HORACE. WORKS. Rendered into English
Prose by JAMES LONSDALE and S. LEE.

MALORY. LE MORTE D'ARTHUR. Sir Thos.

Malory's Book of King Arthur and of his

Noble Knights of the Round Table. The
Edition of Caxton, revised for modern use.

By Sir E. STRACHEY, Bart.

MILTON. POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with

Introductions, by Prof. MASSON.
POPE. POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with
Memoir and Notes, by Prof. WARD.

SCOTT. POETICAL WORKS. With Essay
by Prof. PALGRAVE.

SHAKESPEARE. COMPLETE WORKS. Edit.

by W. G. CLARK and W. ALOIS WRIGHT.
India Paper Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,

gilt edges. ios. 6d. net.

SPENSER. COMPLETE WORKS Edited by
R.MORRIS. Memoir byJ.W. HALES, M.A.

VIRGIL. WORKS. Rendered into English
Prose by JAMES LONSDALE and S. LEE.

GOETHE. MAXIMS AND REFLECTIONS.
Trans, by T. B. SAUNDERS. Gl. 8vo. $s.

NATURE APHORISMS. Transl. by T. B.
SAUNDERS. Pott 8vo 6d. net.

GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. Uni-
formly printed in Pott 8vo, with Vignette
Titles by Sir J. E. MILLAIS, Sir NOEL
PATON, T. WOOLNER W. HOLMAN HUNT,
ARTHUR HUGHES, etc. zs. 6d. net each.
BALLADEN UND ROMANZEN. Being a Se-

lection of the best German Ballads and
Romances. Edited, with Introduction and
Notes, by Dr. BUCHHEIM.

CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POE-
TRY. By F. T. PALGRAVE.

DEUTSCHE LYRIK. The Golden Treasury
of the best German Lyrical Poems. Se-

lected by Dr. BUCHHEIM.
LA LYRE FRA^AISE Selected and arranged,
with Notes, by G. MASSON.

LYRIC LOVE : An Anthology. Edited by W.
WATSON.

THE BALLAD BOOK. A Selection of the
Choicest British Ballads. Edited by
WILLIAM ALLINGHAM.

BOOK OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS, A. By Sir

HENRV ATTWELL.
BOOK OF PRAISE, THE. From the Best Eng-

lish Hymn Writers. Selected by ROUN-
DELL, EARL OF SELBORNE.

CHILDREN'SGARLAND FROM THEBESTPOETS
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ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF). A Systematic
Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Sur-

gery by Authors of various Nations. Edited

by JOHN ASHHURST, jun., M.D. 6 vols.

Roy. Svo. 3iJ. 6d. each.

THORNE (Dr. Thome). DIPHTHERIA. Cr.
Svo. Bs. 6d.

WHITE (Dr. W. Hale). A TEXT-BOOK OF
GENERAL THERAPEUTICS. Cr. Svo Bs. 6d.

WILLIAMS (C. T.). AERO-THERAPEUTICS.
Svo. 6s. net.
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MEDICINE-continued.

ZIEGLER (Ernst). A TEXT-BOOK OF PA-
THOLOGICAL ANATOMY AND PATHOGENESIS.
Translated and Edited by DONALD MAC-
ALISTER, M.A., M.D. Illustrated. 8vo.

Part I. GENERAL PATHOLOGICAL ANATOMY.
i2j. 6d. Part II. SPECIAL PATHOLOGICAL
ANATOMY. Sections I. VIII. and IX.
XII. 8vo. i2j. 6d. each.

METALLURGY.
(See also CHEMISTRY.)

HIORNS (Arthur H.). A TEXT-BOOK OF
ELEMENTARY METALLURGY. Gl. 8vo. 41.

PRACTICAL METALLURGY AND ASSAYING.
Illustrated, and Edit. Globe 8vo. 6*.

IRON AND STEEL MANUFACTURE. Illus-

trated. Globe 8vo. 3-r. 6d.

MIXED METALS OR METALLIC ALLOYS.
Globe 8vo. 6s.

METAL COLOURING AND BRONZING.
Globe 8vo. S.T.

PHILLIPS (J. A.). A TREATISE ON ORB
DEPOSITS. Illustrated. Med. 8vo. 25*.

METAPHYSICS.
(See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 29 )

MILITARY ART AND HISTORY.

AITKEN (Sir W.). THE GROWTH OF TH
RECRUITANDYOUNG SOLDIER. Cr.Svo. 8s.6d,

CUNYNGHAME (Gen. Sir A. T.). MY
COMMAND IN SOUTH AFRICA, 1874 78.

8vo. \-2s. 6d.

DILKE (Sir C ) and WILKINSON (S.). IM-
PERIAL DEFENCE. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

HOZIER (Lieut.-Col. H. M.). THE SEVEN
WEEKS' WAR. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE INVASIONS OF ENGLAND. 2 vols.

8vo. 28j.

MARTEL (Chas.). MILITARY ITALY. With

Map. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

MAURICE (Lt.-Col.).-WAR. 8vo. 5*. net.

THE NATIONAL DEFENCES. Cr. 8vo.

MERCUR (Prof. J.). ELEMENTS OF THE
ART OF WAR. 8vo. 17.1.

SCRATCHLEY KINLOCH COOKE. -
AUSTRALIAN DEFENCES AND NEW GUINEA.
Compiled from the Papers of the late Major-
General Sir PETER SCRATCHLEY, R.E., by
C. KINLOCH COOKE. 8vo. 14$.

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COM-
MISSION. New Edition. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

WILKINSON (S.). THE BRAIN OF AN
ARMY. A Popular Account of the German
General Staff. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

WINGATE (Major F. R.). MAHDIISM AND
THE EGYPTIAN SUDAN. An Account of the

Rise and Progress of Mahdiism, and of Sub-

sequent Events in the Sudan to the Present
Time. With 17 Maps. 8vo. 30$. net.

WOLSELEY (General Viscount). THE SOL-
DIER'S POCKET-BOOK FOR FlELD SERVICE.

5th Edit. i6mo, roan. $s.

FIELD POCKET-BOOK FORTHE AUXILIARY
FORCES. i6mo. is. 6d.

MINERALOGY. (See GEOLOGY.)

MISCELLANEOUS WORKS.
(See under LITERATURE, p. 22.)

MUSIC.
CHAPPELL (W.).-OLD ENGLISH POPULAR
Music. 2 vols. 4to. 42.y. net. Edition de-

Luxe. 410. 841. net.

FAY (Amy). MUSIC-STUDY IN GERMANY
Preface by Sir GEO. GROVE. Cr.Svo. 4*.6d

GROVE (Sir George). A DICTIONARY OF
Music AND MUSICIANS, A.D. 1450 1889.
Edited by Sir GEORGE GROVE, D.C.L. In

4 vols. 8vo. vis. each. With Illustrations in

Music Type and Woodcut. Also published
in Parts. Parts I. XIV., XIX. XXII
3*. f>d. each

;
XV. XVI. 7s. ; XVII. XVIII.

7s. ; XXIII. XXV. Appendix, Edited by
J. A. FULLER MAITLAND, M.A. 9*. [Cloth,
cases for binding the volumes, if. each.]
A COMPLETE INDEX TO THE ABOVE. By-

Mrs. E. WODEHOUSE. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

HULLAH (John). Music IN THE HOUSE.
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

TAYLOR (Franklin). A PRIMER OF PIANO-
FORTE PLAYING. Pott 8vo. is.

TAYLOR (Sedley). SOUND AND Music, and)

Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. &s. 6d.

A SYSTEM OF SIGHT-SINGING FROM THE
ESTABLISHED MUSICAL NOTATION. 8vo.

5*. net.

RECORD OF THE CAMBRIDGE CENTENARY
OF W. A. MOZART. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d. net.

NATURAL HISTORY.

ATKINSON (J. C.). (Set ANTIQUITIES, p. i.)

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). (Stt SPORT, p. 35.)

BLANFORD (W. T.).- GEOLOGY AND
ZOOLOGY OF ABYSSINIA. 8vo. au.

CAMBRIDGE NATURAL HISTORY,
THE. Edit, by J. W. CLARK, S. F. HAR-
MER, and A. E. SHIHLEY. 8vo. Vol. III..

MOLLUSCS. By Rev. A. H. COOKE.

FOWLER (W. W.). TALES OF THE BIRDS.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

A YEAR WITH THE BIRDS. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 3-r. f>d.

SUMMER STUDIES OF BIRDS AND BOOKS..
Cr. 8vo. 3-y. 6d. [In the Press.

KINGSLEY (Charles). MADAM How AND
LADY WHY ; or, First Lessons in Earth-Lore
for Children. Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

GLAUCUS ; or, The Wonders of the Sea-

Shore. With Coloured Illustrations. Cr.

8vo. $s. 6d. Presentation Edition. Cr.

8vo, extra cloth. js. 6d.

KLEIN (E.). ETIOLOGY AND PATHOLOGY
OF GROUSE DISEASE. 8vo. 75. net.

WALLACE (Alfred Russel). THE MALAY
ARCHIPELAGO: The Land of the Orang
Utang and the Bird of Paradise. Maps and
Illustr. Ext.cr. 8vo. 6*. (See atse BIOLOGY.) <

WATERTON (Charles). WANDERINGS IN

SOUTH AMERICA, THE NORTH-WEST or
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES.
Edited by Rev. J. G. WOOD. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 6s. People's Edition. 410. 6d.
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WHITE (Gilbert). NATURAL HISTORY AND
ANTIQUITIES OF SELBORNE. Ed. by FRANK
BUCKLAND. With a Chapter on Antiquities
by the EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. (See PHYSICS.)

NAVAL SCIENCE.
DELBOS (L.). LECTURES MARITIMES. Cr.

8vo. 2S. net.

FLAGG (A. T.). PRIMER OF NAVIGATION.
Pott 8vo. is.

KELVIN (Lord). POPULAR LECTURES AND
ADDRESSES. Vol. III. NAVIGATION. Cr.
8vo. JS. 6d.

ROBINSON (Rev. ]. L.). ELEMENTS OF
MARINE SURVIVING. frj> Younger Naval
Officers. Illustrated. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo.

75. 6d.

SHORTLAND (Admiral). NAUTICAL SUR-
VEYING. 8vo. 2is.

NOVELS. (See PROSE FICTION, p. 19 )

NURSING.
(See under DOMESTIC ECONOMY, p. 9.)

OPTICS (or LIGHT). (See PHYSICS, p. 32.)

PAINTING. (See ART, p. 2.)

PATHOLOGY. (See MEDICINE, p. 26.)

PERIODICALS.
AMERICAN JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY,
THE. (See PHILOLOGY.)

BRAIN. (See MEDICINE.)
CANTERBURY DIOCESAN GAZETTE.

Monthly. 8vo. zd.

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. (See PO-
LITICAL ECONOMY.)

ECONOMICS, THE QUARTERLY JOUR-
NAL OF. (See POLITICAL ECONOMY.)

NATURAL SCIENCE: A MONTHLY Rs-
VIEW OF SCIENTIFIC PROGRESS. 8vo. if.net.
No. i. March 1892.

NATURE : A WEEKLY ILLUSTRATED JOUR-
NAL OF SCIENCE. Published every Thursday.
Price 6d. Monthly Parts, 2$. and 25. 6d. ;

Current Half-yearly vols., 15.9. each. [Cases
for binding vols. is. 6d. each.]

HELLENIC STUDIES, THE JOURNAL
OF. Published Half-Yearly from 1880. 8vo.

30$. ; or Quarterly Parts, i$s. net.

The Journal will be sold at a reduced price
to Libraries wishing to subscribe, but official

application must in each case be made to the
Council. Information on this point, and upon
the conditions ofMembership,may be obtained
on application to the Hon. Sec., Mr. George
Macmillan,29,Bedford Street.Covent Garden.

LEPROSY INVESTIGATION COMMIT-
TEE, JOURNAL OF. (See MEDICINE.)

MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE. Published

Monthly, is. Half-Yearly Vols. 7s. 6d.

each. [Cloth covers for binding, is. each.]

MATHEMATICAL GAZETTE, THE. (See
MATHEMATICS.)

PHILOLOGY, THE JOURNAL OF. (See
PHILOLOGY.)

PHYSICAL REVIEW, THE. (See PHYSICS.)

PRACTITIONER, THE. (See MEDICINE.)

PSYCHOLOGICAL REVIEW, THE. (See

PSYCHOLOGY.)
RECORD OF TECHNICAL AND SE-
CONDARY EDUCATION. (See EDU-
CATION, p. 9.)

PHILOLOGY.
AMERICAN JOURNALOFPHILOLOGY,
THE. Edited by Prof. BASIL L. GILDER-
SLEEVE. 45 . 6d. each No. (quarterly).

CORNELL UNIVERSITY STUDIES IN
CLASSICAL PHILOLOGY. Edited by
I. FLAGG, W. G. HALE, and B. I. WHEELER.
I. THE C U ^/-CONSTRUCTIONS: their His-

tory and Functions. Part I. Critical, is. Bd.

net. Part II. Constructive. By W. G.
HALE. 3$. \d. net. II. ANALOGY AND THE
SCOPE OF ITS APPLICATION IN LANGUAGE.
By B. I. WHEELER. 1^.3^. net.

GILES (P.). A SHORT MANUAL OF PHILO-
LOGY FOR CLASSICAL STUDENTS. Cr. 8vo.

JOURNAL OF SACRED AND CLASSI-
CAL PHILOLOGY. 4 vols. 8vo. i2*.6^.each.

JOURNAL OF PHILOLOGY. New Series.

Edited by W. A. WRIGHT, M.A., I. BY-
WATER, M.A., and H. JACKSON, M.A.
4S. 6d. each No. (half-yearly).

KELLNER (Dr. L.).
- HISTORICAL OUT-

LINES IN ENGLISH SYNTAX. Globe 8vo. 6s.

MACLEAN (G. E ). AN OLD AND MIDDLE-
ENGLISH READER. Cr. 8vo. 8s. net.

MORRIS (Rev. Richard, LL.D.). PRIMER
OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR. Pott 8vo. is.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN HISTORICAL
ENGLISH GRAMMAR. Pott 8vo. zs. 6d.

HISTORICAL OUTLINES OF ENGLISH AC-
CIDENCE. Extra fcp. 8vo. 6s.

MORRIS (R.) and BOWEN (H. C.). ENG-
LISH GRAMMAR EXERCISES. Pott 8vo. if.

OLIPHANT (T. L. Kington). THE OLD
AND MIDDLE ENGLISH. Globe 8vo. 9$.

THE NEW ENGLISH. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. ms.

PEILE (John). A PRIMER OF PHILOLOGY.
Pott 8vo. is.

PELLISSIER (E.). FRENCH ROOTS AND
THEIR FAMILIES. Globe 8vo. 6s.

TAYLOR (Isaac). WORDS AND PLACES.
9th Edit. Maps. Globe 8vo. 6s.

ETRUSCAN RESEARCHES. 8vo. 14$.
GREEKS AND GOTHS : A Study of the

Runes. 8vo. pj.

WETHERELL (].). EXERCISES ON MOR-
RIS'S PRIMER OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR.
Pott 8vo. is.

YONGE (C. M.). HISTORY OF CHRISTIAN
NAMES. New Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

PHILOSOPHY.
Ethics and Metaphysics Logic Psychology.

Ethics and Metaphysics.
BIRKS(ThomasRawson). FIRST PRINCIPLES
OF MORAL SCIENCE. Cr. 8vo. Bs. 6d.

MODERN UTILITARIANISM ; or, The Sys-
tems of Paley, Bentham, and Mill Examined
and Compared. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

MODERN PHYSICAL FATALISM, AND THE
D&CTRINE OF EVOLUTION. Including an
Examination of Mr. Herbert Spencer's
"First Principles." Cr. 8vo. 6s.
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PHILOSOPHY.
Ethics and Metaphysics continued.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). A HANDBOOK
OF MORAL PHILOSOPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DEUSSEN (P.) ELEMENTS OF METAPHY-
SICS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FISKE (John). OUTLINES OF COSMIC PHILO-
SOPHY, BASED ON THE DOCTRINE OF EVOLU-
TION. 2 VOls. 8vO. 25J.

FOWLER (Rev. Thomas). PROGRESSIVE
MORALITY: An Essay in Ethics. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

HARPER (Father Thomas). THE META-
PHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. Jn svols. Vols. I.

and II. 8vo. iSj.each. Vol. III. Part I. 12*.

HILL (D. J.). GENETIC PHILOSOPHY. Cr.
8vo. -js. net.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.). EVOLUTION AND
ETHICS. 8vo. 25. net.

KANT. KANT'S CRITICAL PHILOSOPHY FOR
ENGLISH READERS. By J. P. MAHAFFY,
D.D., and J. H. BERNARD, B.D. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. Vol. I. THE KRITIK OF PURB
REASON EXPLAINED AND DEFENDED. -js.6d.

Vol. II. THE PROLEGOMENA. Translated,
with Notes and Appendices. 6s.

KRITIK OF JUDGMENT. Translated by
J. H. BERNARD, D.D. 8vo. loj. net.

KANT MAX MULLER. CRITIQUE OF
PURE REASON BY IMMANUEL KANT. Trans-
lated by F. MAX MULLER. With Intro-
duction by LUDWIG NOIRE. 2 vols. 8vo.
16*. each (sold separately). Vol. I. HIS-
TORICAL INTRODUCTION, by LUDWIG NOIRE,
etc. Vol. II. CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON.

KNIGHT (W. A.). ASPECTS OF THEISM.
8vo. 8s. 6d.

MARSHALL (H. R.). PAIN, PLEASURE,
AND AESTHETICS. 8vo. 8s. 6d net.

MAURICE (F. D.). MORAL AND META-
PHYSICAL PHILOSOPHY. 2 vols. 8vo. i6j.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr. James). THE METHOD
OF THE DIVINE GOVERNMENT, PHYSICAL
AND MORAL. 8vo. ior. 6d.

THE SUPERNATURAL IN RELATION TO
THE NATURAL. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

INTUITIONS OF THE MIND. 8vo. IQJ. 6d.

AN EXAMINATION OF MR. J. S. MILL'S
PHILOSOPHY. 8vo. los. 6d.

CHRISTIANITY AND POSITIVISM. Lec-
tures on Natural Theology and Apologetics.
Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

THE SCOTTISH PHILOSOPHY FROM HUT-
CHESON TO HAMILTON, BIOGRAPHICAL, EX-
POSITORY, CRITICAL. Roy. 8vo. i6j.

REALISTIC PHILOSOPHY DEFENDED IN A
PHILOSOPHIC SERIES. 2 vols. Vol. I. EX-
POSITORY. Vol. II. HISTORICAL AND CRITI-
CAL. Cr. 8vo. 14$.

FIRST AND FUNDAMENTAL TRUTHS.
Being a Treatise on Metaphysics. 8vo. 9*.

THE PREVAILING TYPES OF PHILOSOPHY :

CAN THEY LOGICALLY REACH REALITY?
8vo. 3*. 6d.

OUR MORAL NATURE. Cr. 8vo. 2Si 64.

MASSON (Prof. David). RECENT BRITISH
PHILOSOPHY. 3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry).-THE METHODS.
OF ETHICS, sth Edit., revised. 8vo. 14*.A SUPPLEMENT TO THE SECOND EDITION.
Containing all the important Additions and
Alterations in the Fourth Edition. 8vo. 6s.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF ETHICS
FOR ENGLISH READERS. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

THORNTON (W. T.). OLD-FASHIONED
ETHICS AND COMMON-SENSE METAPHYSICS.
8vo. ioj. 6d.

WILLIAMS (C. M.) A REVIEW OF THE SYS-
TEMS OF ETHICS FOUNDED ON THE THEORY"
OF EVOLUTION. Cr. 8vo. its. net.

WINDELBAND (W.). HISTORY OF PHILO-
SOPHY. Transl.byJ.H.TjFTS. 8vo.2u.net.

Logic.
BOOLE (George). THE MATHEMATICAL
ANALYSIS OF LOGIC. 8vo. sewed. 5*.

CARROLL (Lewis). THE GAME OF LOGIC.
Cr. 8vo. 3$. net.

JEVONS(W. Stanley). A PRIMER OF LOGIC.
Pott 8vo. M.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN LOGIC, DE-
DUCTIVE AND INDUCTIVE. Pott 8vo. 3*. 6d..

STUDIES IN DEDUCTIVE LOGIC. 2nd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE PRINCIPLES OF SCIENCE : Treatise on
Logicand Scientific Method. Cr.Svo. i2s.6d.

PURE LOGIC : and other Minor Works.
Edited by R. ADAMSON, M.A., and HAR-
RIET A. | EVONS. 8vo. iw. 6d.

KEYNES (J. N.). STUDIES AND EXERCISES-
IN FORMAL LOGIC. 3rd Edit. 8vo. izs.

McCOSH (Rev. Dr.). THE LAWS OF DIS-
CURSIVE THOUGHT. A Text-Book of Formal
Logic. Cr. 8vo. $s.

RAY (Prof. P. K.). A TEXT-BOOK OF DE-
DUCTIVE LOGIC. 4th Edit. Globe 8vo. 4*. 6d.

VENN (Rev. John). THE LOGIC OF CHANCE..
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

SYMBOLIC LOGIC. Cr. 8vo. ior. 6d.
THE PRINCIPLES OF EMPIRICAL OR IN-

DUCTIVE LOGIC. 8vo. i8s.

Psychology.
BALDWIN (J.). MENTAL DEVELOPMENT IN:

THE CHILD AND THE RACE. [In the Press.

BALDWIN (Prof. J. M.). HANDBOOK OF
PSYCHOLOGY : Senses and Intellect. 8vo.
8s. 6d. net.

FEELING AND WILL. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

ELEMENTS OF PSYCHOLOGY. Cr.Svo. js.6d.

CALDERWOOD (Prof. H.). THE RELA-
TIONS OF MIND AND BRAIN. 3rd Ed. 8vo. 8*.

CATTELL (J. McK.). EXPERIMENTAL
PSYCHOLOGY. [In the Press.

CLIFFORD (W. K.). SEEING AND THINK-
ING. Cr. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

H0FFDING (Prof. H.). OUTLINES OF PSY-
CHOLOGY. Translated by M. E. LOWNDES.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

JAMES (Prof. William). THE PRINCIPLES OF
PSYCHOLOGY. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 25.1. net.

TEXT-BOOK OF PSYCHOLOGY. Cr. 8vo.

7*. net.

JARDINE (Rev. Robert). THE ELEMENTS;
OF THE PSYCHOLOGY OF COGNITION. 3rd
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6*. 6d.
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McCOSH (Rev. Dr.). PSYCHOLOGY. Cr. 8vo.

I. THE COGNITIVE POWERS. 6s. 6d. II.

THE MOTIVE POWERS. 6s. 6d.

THE EMOTIONS. 8vo. QJ.

MAUDSLEY (Dr. Henry). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF MIND. Cr. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

THE PATHOLOGY OF MIND. 8vo. 18*.

BODY AND MIND. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6tL

MURPHY Q. J.).
HABIT AND INTELLI-

GENCE. 2nd Edit. Illustrated. 8vo. i6s.

PSYCHOLOGICAL REVIEW, THE. Ed.
by J. M. CATTELL and J. M. BALDWIN.
8vo. 3$. net.

PHOTOGRAPHY.
MELDOLA (Prof. R.). THE CHEMISTRY OF
PHOTOGRAPHY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PHYSICS OR NATURAL PHILOSOPHY.
General Electricity and Magnetism

Ifeat, Light) and Sound,

General.

ANDREWS (Dr. Thomas) : THE SCIENTIFIC
PAPERS OF THE LATE. With a Memoir by
Profs. TAIT and CRUM BROWN. 8vo. 18*.

BARKER (G. F.). PHYSICS : ADVANCED
COURSE. 8vo. 21$.

" BRITANNIA."" BRITANNIA "
PHYSICS

NOTE-BOOK 410, bds. 55. net.

DANIELL (A.). A TEXT-BOOK OF THE
PRINCIPLES OF PHYSICS. Illustrated. 2nd
Edit. Med. 8vo. 21*.

EARL(A). PRACTICAL LESSONS IN PHYSICAL
MEASUREMENT. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

EVERETT (Prof. J. D.).~THE C. G. S. SYS-
TEM OF UNITS, WITH TABLES OF PHYSICAL
CONSTANTS. New Edit. Globe 8vo. 5*.

FESSENDEN (C.). ELEMENTS OF PHYSICS.

Fcp. 8vo. -3,3.

FISHER (Rev. Osmond). PHYSICS OF THB
EARTH'S CRUST, and Edit. 8vo. T.ZS.

GEE(W.). SHORT STUDIES IN EARTH KNOW-
LEDGE. Globe 8vo. [In the Press.

GORDON (H.) PRACTICAL SCIENCE. Part
I. Pott 8vo. is. Part II. [In the Press.

GUILLEMIN (Amddee).-THE FORCES or
NATURE. A Popular Introduction to the

Study of Physical Phenomena. 455 Wood-
cuts. Rcy. 8vo. 2is.

HUXLEY (T. H.). INTRODUCTORY PRIMER
OF SCIENCE. Pott 8vo. is.

KELVIN (Lord). POPULAR LECTURES AND
ADDRESSES. Vol. I. CONSTITUTION OF
MATTER. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

KEMPE(A. B.). How TO DRAW A STRAIGHT
LINE. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

LOEWY (B.). QUESTIONS AND EXAMPLES
IN EXPERIMENTAL PHYSICS, SOUND, LIGHT,
HEAT, ELECTRICITY, AND MAGNETISM.
Fcp. 8vo. vs.

A GRADUATED COURSE OF NATURAL
SCIENCE. Parti. Gl.Svo. us. Partll. 2s.6d.

MOLLOY (Rev. G.). GLEANINGS IN SCI-

ENCE : A Series of Popular Lectures on
Scientific Subjects. 8vo. 7-y. 6d.

NICHOLS (E. L.). LABORATORY MANUAL
OF PHYSICS AND APPLIED ELECTRICITY.
Vol. I. JUNIOR COURSE IN GENERAL PHY-
SICS. With Tables. 8vo. 12*. 6d. net.

Vol. II. SENIOR COURSE. 12^. 6d. net.

PHYSICAL REVIEW, THE. Edited by
E. L. NICHOLS and E. MERRITT. Bi-

Monthly. 8vo. 3$. net.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour). A PRIMER OF
PHYSICS. Illustrated. Pott 8vo. is.

LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PHYSICS. Illus-

trated. Fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.

QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. By T. H.
CORE. Pott 8vo. 2s.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W.
Haldane). LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Illustrated. GENERALPHY-
SICAL PROCESSES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TAIT (Prof. P. G.). LECTURES ON SOME
RECENT ADVANCES IN PHYSICAL SCIENCE.
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. qs.

Electricity and Magnetism.
CUMMING (Linnaeus). AN INTRODUCTION
TO ELECTRICITY. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

DAY (R. E.). ELECTRIC LIGHT ARITHMETIC.
Pott 8VO. 2S.

GRAY (Prof. Andrew). THE THEORY ANI>
PRACTICE OF ABSOLUTE MEASUREMENTS
IN ELECTRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 2 vols.

Cr. 8vo. Vol.1. 12$. 6d. Vol.11. 2parts. 255.

-- ABSOLUTE MEASUREMENTS IN ELEC-
TRICITY AND MAGNETISM. Fcp. 8vo. 55. 6d.- MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY. 8vo.

[In the Press.

GUILLEMIN (A.). ELECTRICITY AND MAG-
NETISM. A Popular Treatise. Translated
and Edited by Prof. SILVANUS P. THOMP-
SON. Super Roy. 8vo. 31$. 6d.

HEAVISIDE (O.) ELECTRICAL PAPERS.
2 vols. 8vo. 30$. net.

HERTZ (H.). ELECTRIC WAVES. Transl.

by D. E. JONES, B.Sc. 8vo. loj. net.

JACKSON (D. C.). TEXT-BOOK ON ELEC-
TRO-MAGNETISM. Vol. I. Cr. 8vo. gs. net.

KELVIN (Lord). PAPERS ON ELECTRO-
'

STATICS AND MAGNETISM. 8vO. iBs.

LODGE (Prof. Oliver). MODERN VIEWS OF
ELECTRICITY. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

MENDENHALL (T. C.). A CENTURY OF
ELECTRICITY. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W.
Haldane). LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Cr. 8vo. Illustrated. ELEC-
TRICITY AND MAGNETISM. 7$. 6d.- PRACTICAL PHYSICS FOR SCHOOLS. Gl.
8vo. ELECTRICITY AND MAGNETISM.

THOMPSON (Prof. Silvanus P.). ELE-
MENTARY LESSONS IN ELECTRICITY AND
MAGNETISM. Illustrated. Fcp. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

TURNER (H. H.). EXAMPLES ON HEAT
AND ELECTRICITY. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.
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PHYSICS continued.

Heat, Light, and Sound.
AIRY (Sir G. B.). ON SOUND AND ATMO-
SPHERIC VIBRATIONS. Cr. 8vo. gs.

CARNOT-THURSTON. -REFLECTIONS ON
THE MOTIVE POWER OF HEAT, AND ON
MACHINES FITTED TO DEVELOP THAT
POWER. From the French of N. L. S. CAR-
NOT. Edited by R. H. THURSTON, LL.D.
Cr. 8vo. 75. fsd.

JOHNSON(A.).- SUNSHINE. Illus. Cr.8vo.fo.

JONES (Prof. D. E.). HEAT, LIGHT, AND
SOUND. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d.

LESSONS IN HEAT AND LIGHT. Globe
8vo. is. 6d.

MARTINEAU (C. A.). EASY LESSONS IN
HEAT. Gl. 8vo. as 6d.

MAYER (Prof. A. M.). SOUND. A Series of

Simple Experiments. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. -$s.6d.

MAYER (Prof. A. M.) and BARNARD (C.)
LIGHT. A Series of Simple Experiments.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

PARKINSON (S.). A TREATISE ON OPTICS.
4th Edit., revised. Cr. 8vo. IQS. 6d.

PEABODY (Prof. C. H.). THERMODYNAMICS
OF THE STEAM ENGINE AND OTHER HEAT-
ENGINES. 8vo. 21$.

PRESTON (T.). THE THEORY OF LIGHT.
Illustrated. 8vo. [New Ed. in the Press.

THE THEORY OF HEAT. 8vo. 17$. net.

RAYLEIGH (Lord).-THEORY OF SOUND.
Vol. I. 8vo. I2S. net.

SHANN (G.). AN ELEMENTARY TREATISE
ON HEAT IN RELATION TO STEAM AND THE
STEAM-ENGINE. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d.

SPOTTISWOODE (W.). POLARISATION OF
LIGHT. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

:STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and GEE (W. W.
Haldane). LESSONS IN ELEMENTARY PRAC-
TICAL PHYSICS. Cr. 8vo. Illustrated.

OPTICS, HEAT, AND SOUND. [/* the Press.
PRACTICAL PHYSICS FOR SCHOOLS. Gl.

8vo. HEAT, LIGHT, AND SOUND.

STOKES (Sir George G.). ON LIGHT. The
Burnett Lectures. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

STONE (W. H.). ELEMENTARY LESSONS ON
SOUND. Illustrated. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

TAIT (Prof. P. G.). HEAT. With Illustra-

tions. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TAYLOR (Sedley). SOUND AND Music. 2nd
Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.

TURNER (H. H.). (See ELECTRICITY.)

WRIGHT (Lewis). LIGHT. A Course of

Experimental Optics. Illust. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

YEO (J.). STEAM AND THE MARINE STEAM
ENGINE. 8vo. [/ the Press.

PHYSIOGRAPHY and METEOROLOGY.
ARATUS. THE SKIES AND WEATHER FORE-
CASTS OF ARATUS. Translated by E. POSTB,
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

BLANFORD (H. F.). THE RUDIMENTS OF
PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY FOR THE USE OF
INDIAN SCHOOLS. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

A PRACTICAL GUIDE TO THE CLIMATES
AND WEATHER OF INDIA, CEYLON AND
BURMAH, AND THE STORMS OF INDIAN
SEAS. 8vo. 12$ 6d.

FERREL (Prof. W.). A POPULAR TREATISE
ON THE WINDS. 2nd Ed. 8vo. 17*. net.

GEIKIE (Sir Archibald). A PRIMER OF PHY-
SICAL GEOGRAPHY. Illustr. Pott 8vo. is.

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN PHYSICAL
GEOGRAPHY. Illustrated. Fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

QUESTIONS ON THE SAME. is. 6d.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.). PHYSIOGRAPHY.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LOCKYERQ. Norman). OUTLINES OF PHY-
SIOGRAPHY : THE MOVEMENTS OF THB
EARTH. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, swd. u. 6d.

MARR (J. E.) and HARKER (A.). PHYSIO-
GRAPHY FOR BEGINNERS. Gl. 8vo. In Press.

MELDOLA (Prof. R.) and WHITE (Wm.).
REPORT ON THE EAST ANGLIAN EARTH-
QUAKE OF APRIL 22ND, 1884. 8vo. 3-r. 6d.

PHYSIOLOGY.
FEARNLEY(W.). A MANUAL OF ELEMEN-
TARY PRACTICAL HISTOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

FOSTER (Prof. Michael). A TEXT-BOOK OF
PHYSIOLOGY. Illustrated. 6th Edit. 8vo.
Part I. Book I. BLOOD : THE TISSUES OF
MOVEMENT, THE VASCULAR MECHANISM.
IQS. 6d. Part II. Book II. THE TISSUES OF
CHEMICAL ACTION, WITH THEIR RESPECTIVE
MECHANISMS : NUTRITION. los. 6d. Part
III. Book III. THE CENTRAL NERVOUS
SYSTEM. js. 6d. Part IV. Book III. THE
SENSES, AND SOME SPECIAL MUSCULAR
MECHANISMS. BOOK IV. THE TISSUES AND
MECHANISMS OF REPRODUCTION. los. 6d.

Appendix, by A. S. LEA. 7$. 6<?.

A PRIMER OF PHYSIOLOGY. Pott 8vo. is.

FOSTER (Prof. M.) and LANGLEY (J. N.).
A COURSE OF ELEMENTARY PRACTICAL

PHYSIOLOGY AND HISTOLOGY. Cr. 8vo. 7s.6d.

FOSTER (Prof. M.) and SHORE (L. E.).
PHYSIOLOGY FOR BEGINNERS. Gl. 8vo. -zs.6d.

GAMGEE (Arthur). A TEXT-BOOK OF THE
PHYSIOLOGICAL CHEMISTRY OF THE ANIMAL
BODY. 8vo. Vol. I. i8f. Vol. II. iBs.

HUMPHRY (Prof. SirG. M.). THE HUMAN
FOOT AND THE HUMAN HAND. Illustrated.

Fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.

HUXLEY (Prof. Thos. H.). LESSONS IN

ELEMENTARY PHYSIOLOGY. Fcp. 8vo. 45. 6d.

QUESTIONS. ByT.ALCOCK. PottSvo. is.6d.

MIVART (St. George). LESSONS IN ELE-
MENTARY ANATOMY. Fcp. 8vO. 6s. 6d.

PETTIGREW G- Bell). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS IN THE
LOWER ANIMALS AND IN MAN. 8vo. izs.

SEILER (Dr. Carl). MICRO-PHOTOGRAPHS
IN HISTOLOGY, NORMAL AND PATHOLOGI-
CAL. 410. 31$. 6d.

WIEDERSHEIM (R.). HUMAN ANATOMY.
Transl. by H. M. BERNARD. Revised by
G. B. HOWES. [/ the Press.

POETRY. (See under LITERATURE, p. 16.)

POLITICAL ECONOMY.
8ASTABLE (Prof. C. F.). PUBLIC FINANCE.

8vo. 1 2s. 6d. net.

BOHM-BAWERK (Prof.). CAPITAL AND IN-

TEREST. Trans, by W. SMART. 8vo. i2j.net.

THE POSITIVE THEORY OF CAPITAL. By
the same Translator. 8vo. izs. net.
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BONAR (James). MALTHUS AND HIS WORK.
8vo. i2s. 6d.

CATALOGUE OF THE LIBRARY OF ADAM
SMITH. 8vo. js. 6d. net.

CAIRNES (J. E.). SOME LEADING PRINCI-
PLES OF POLITICAL ECONOMY NEWLY EX-
POUNDED. 8vo. 14$.

THE CHARACTER AND LOGICAL METHOD
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CANTILLON. ESSAI SUR LE COMMERCE.
izmo. 7,9. net.

CLARE (G ). A B C OF THE FOREIGN EX-
CHANGES. Cr. 8vo. 3-y. net.

CLARKE (C. B.). SPECULATIONS FROM
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

COMMONS (J. REDISTRIBUTION OF
WEALTH. Cr. 8vo. js. net.

COSSA (L.). INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Translated by
L. DYER. Cr. 8vo. 8.r. 6d. net.

DICTIONARY OF POLITICAL ECON-
OMY, A. By various Writers. Ed. R. H. I.

PALGRAVE. Parts I. to VI. zs.6d. each net.

Vol. I. Med. 8vo. 21*. net.

ECONOMIC JOURNAL, THE. THE
JOURNAL OF THE BRITISH ECONOMIC ASSO-
CIATION. Edit, by Prof. F. Y. EDGEWORTH.
Published Quarterly. 8vo. w. net. (Part I.

April, 1891.) Vpls. L III. 2is. each. [Cloth
Covers for binding Volumes, is. 6d. net each. ]

ECONOMICS: THE QUARTERLY JOURNAL
OF. Vol.II.PartsII.III.IV. 2j.6rf.net each.

Vol. III. 4 parts. 2J.6rf.net each. Vol. IV.

4parts. 2.r.6rf.net each. Vol.V. 4 parts. 2J.6rf.

net each. Vol. VI. 4 parts. 25. 6rf. net each.

Vol. VII. 4 parts, zs. 6rf. net each. Vol.

VIII. 4 parts, 2S. 6rf. net each.

FAWCETT (Henry). MANUAL OF POLITI-
CAL ECONOMY. 7th Edit. Cr. 8vo. I2J.

AN EXPLANATORY DIGEST OF THE ABOVE.
By C. A. WATERS. Cr. 8vo. vs. 6d.

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION. 6th
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

FAWCETT (Mrs. H.). POLITICAL ECON-
OMY FOR BEGINNERS, WITH QUESTIONS.
7th Edit. Pott 8vo. zs. 6d.

FIRST LESSONS IN BUSINESS MAT-
TERS. By A BANKER'S DAUGHTER. 2nd
Edit. Pott 8vo. is.

OILMAN (N. P.). PROFIT-SHARING BE-
TWEEN EMPLOYER AND EMPLOYEE. Cr.

8vo. 7J. 6d.

GOSCHEN (Rt. Hon. George J.). REPORTS
AND SPEECHES ON LOCAL TAXATION. 8vo. $s.

GUIDE TO THE UNPROTECTED: IN
EVERY-DAY MATTERS RELATING TO PRO-
PERTY AND INCOME. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6rf.

GUNTON (George). WEALTH AND PRO-
GRESS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HELM (E.). THE JOINT STANDARD. Cr.

8vo. 3J. 6rf. net.

HORTON (Hon. S. Dana). THE SILVER
POUND AND ENGLAND'S MONETARY POLICY
SINCE THE RESTORATION. 8vo. 14*.

HOWELL (George). THE CONFLICTS OF
CAPITAL AND LABOUR. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

JEVONS (W. Stanley). A PRIMER OF POLITI-
CAL ECONOMY. Pott 8vo. is.

THE THEORY OF POLITICAL ECONOMY.
3rd Ed. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

INVESTIGATIONS IN CURRENCY AND FI-

NANCE. Edit, by H. S. FOXWELL. 8vo. 21*

KEYNES (J. N.). THE SCOPE AND METHOD
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. 8vo. 7$. net.

LEIBNITZ. NOUVEAUX ESSAIS. Transl.by
A. G. LANGLEY. [/ the Press.

MARSHALL (Prof. Alfred). PRINCIPLES OF
ECONOMICS, avols. 8vo. Vol.1, i2j.6rf.net.

ELEMENTS OF ECONOMICS OF INDUSTRY.
Crown 8vo. 3$. 6d.

MARTIN (Frederick). THE HISTORY or
LLOYDS, AND OF MARINE INSURANCE IN

GREAT BRITAIN. 8vo. 14$.

MENGER (C.). THE RIGHT TO THE WHOLE
PRODUCE OF LABOUR. Transl. by M. E.
TANNER. [/ the Press.

PRICE (L. L. F. R.). INDUSTRIAL PEACE :

ITS ADVANTAGES, METHODS, AND DIFFI-
CULTIES. Med. 8vo. 6s.

RAE (J.). EIGHT HOURS FOR WORK. Cr.

8vo. 4-y. fid. net.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry). THE PRINCIPLES
OF POLITICAL ECONOMY. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 16*.

SMART (W.). AN INTRODUCTION TO THE
THEORY OF VALUE. Cr. 8vo. 3$. net.

THOMPSON (H. M.). THE THEORY OF
WAGES AND ITS APPLICATION TO THE EIGHT
HOURS QUESTION. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6rf.

WALKER (Francis A.). FIRST LESSONS IN
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Cr. 8vo. $s.

A BRIEF TEXT-BOOK OF POLITICAL
ECONOMY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

POLITICAL ECONOMY. 8vo. 125. 6d.

THE WAGES QUESTION. Ext. cr. 8vo.

8j. 6d. net.

MONEY. New Edit. Ext.cr.8vo.8j.6aT.net.

MONEY IN ITS RELATION TO TRADE AND
INDUSTRY. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

LAND AND ITS RENT. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6rf.

WALLACE (A. R.). BAD TIMES : An Essay.
Cr. 8vo. 2j. 6d.

WICKSTEED (Ph. H.). THE ALPHABET OF
ECONOMIC SCIENCE. I. ELEMENTS OF THE
THEORY OF VALUE OR WORTH. Gl.Svo. zs.dd.

WIESER (F. von). NATURAL VALUE. Edit,

by W. SMART, M.A. 8vo. los. net.

POLITICS.

(See also HISTORY, p. n.)
ADAMS (Sir F. O.) and CUNNINGHAM

(C.) THE Swiss CONFEDERATION. 8vo. 14*.

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). THE EGYPTIAN
QUESTION. 8vo, sewed, zs.

BATH (Marquis of). OBSERVATIONS ON
BULGARIAN AFFAIRS. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

BRIGHT (John). SPEECHES ON QUESTIONS
OF PUBLIC POLICY. Edit, by J. E. THOROLD
ROGERS. With Portrait. 2 vols. 8vo. 251.

Popular Edition. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3$. 6ti.

PUBLIC ADDRESSES. Edited by J. E. T.
ROGERS. 8vo. 14*.
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POLITICS continued.

BRYCEQas., M.P.). THE AMERICAN COM-
MONWEALTH. 2 vols. New Edit. Ext. cr.

8vo. Vol. I. i2*. 6</.

BUCKLAND (Anna). OUR NATIONAL IN-
STITUTIONS. Pott 8vo. is.

BURKE (Edmund). LETTERS, TRACTS, AND
SPEECHES ON IRISH AFFAIRS. Edited by
MATTHEW ARNOLD,with Preface. Cr.Svo. 6*.

REFLECTIONS ON THE FRENCH REVOLU-
TION. Ed. by F. G. SELBY. Globe 8vo. 5*.

CAIRNES (J. E.). POLITICAL ESSAYS. 8vo.
KM. 6d.

THE SLAVE POWER. 8vo. IDJ. 6d.

COBDEN (Richard). SPEECHES ON QUES-
TIONS OF PUBLIC POLICY. Ed. by J. BRIGHT
and J. E. THOROLD ROGERS. Gl. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

DICEY (Prof. A. V.). LETTERS ON UNIONIST
DELUSIONS. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

DILKE (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles W.). GREATER
BRITAIN. 9th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

PROBLEMS OF GREATER BRITAIN. Maps.
3rd Edit. Ext. cr. 8vo. izs. 6d.

DONISTHORPE (Wordsworth). INDIVI
DUALISM : A System of Politics. 8vo. 14*.

DUFF(Rt. Hon. Sir M. E.Grant). MISCELLA-
NIES, POLITICALAND LITERARY. 8vo. ios.6d.

ENGLISH CITIZEN, THE. His Rights
and Responsibilities. Ed. by HENRY CRAIK,
C.B. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 2j. 6d. each.
CENTRAL GOVERNMENT. By H. D. TRAILL.
THE ELECTORATE AND THE LEGISLATURE.
By SPENCER WALPOLE.

THE LAND LAWS. By Sir F. POLLOCK,
Bart. 2nd Edit.

THE PUNISHMENT AND PREVENTION OF
CRIME. By Col. Sir EDMUND DU CANE.

LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By M. D. CHALMERS.
COLONIES AND DEPENDENCIES : Part I. IN-

DIA. By J. S. COTTON, M.A. II. THE
COLONIES. By E. T. PAYNE.

THE STATE IN ITS RELATION TO EDUCA-
TION. Bv HENRY CRAIK, C.B.

THE STATE AND THE CHURCH. By Hon.
ARTHUR ELLIOTT, M.P.

THE STATE IN ITS RELATION TO TRADE.
By Sir T. H. FARRER, Bart.

THE POOR LAW. By the Rev. T. W. FOWLE.
THE STATE IN RELATION TO LABOUR. By
W. STANLEY JEVONS.

JUSTICE AND POLICE. By F. W. MAITLAND.
THE NATIONAL DEFENCES. By Colonel

MAURICE, R.A. [In the Press.
FOREIGN RELATIONS. By S. WALPOLB.
THE NATIONAL BUDGET ; NATIONAL DEBT ;

TAXES AND RATES. By A. J. WILSON.

FAWCETT (Henry). SPEECHES ON SOME
CURRENT POLITICAL QUESTIONS. 8vo.
ioj. 6d.

FREE TRADE AND PROTECTION. 6th
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FAWCETT (Henry and Mrs. H.). ESSAYS
AND LECTURES ON POLITICAL AND SOCIAL
SUBJECTS. 8vo. ioj. 6d.

FISKE (John). AMERICAN POLITICAL IDEAS
VIEWED FROM THE STAND-POINT OF UNI-
VERSAL HISTORY. Cr. 8vo. 4$.

CIVIL GOVERNMENT IN THE UNITED
STATES CONSIDERED WITH SOME REFERENCE
TO ITS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 6s. f>d.

FREEMAN (E. A.). DISESTABLISHMENT
AND DlSENDOWMENT. WHAT ARE THEY?
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. is.

THB GROWTH OF THE ENGLISH CONSTI-
TUTION, sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

HILL (Florence D.). CHILDREN OF THE
STATE. Edited by FANNY FOWKE. Crown
8vo. 3$. 6d.

HILL (Octavia). OUR COMMON LAND, AND
OTHER ESSAYS. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

HOLLAND (Prof. T. E.). THE TREATY RB-
LATIONS OF RUSSIA AND TURKEY, FROM
1774 TO 1853. Cr. 8vo. is.

JENKS (Prof. Edward). THE GOVERNMENT
OF VICTORIA (AUSTRALIA). 8vo. 14*.

JEPHSON (H.). THE PLATFORM : ITS RISK
AND PROGRESS, a vols. 8vo. zis.

LOWELL (J. R.). (See COLLECTED WORKS.)

LUBBOCK (Sir J.). (See COLLECTED WORKS.)

MATHEW(E.J.)-REPRESENTATivE GOVERN-
MENT. Gl. 8vo. is. 6d. [In the Press.

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford). ESSAYS ON
EASTERN QUESTIONS. 8vo. los. 6d.

PARKIN (G. R.). IMPERIAL FEDERATION.
Cr. 8vo. 45. 6<.

POLLOCK (Sir F., Bart.). INTRODUCTION
TO THE HISTORY OF THE SCIENCE OF
POLITICS. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

LEADING CASES DONE INTO ENGLISH.
Crown 8vo 3$. 6</.

PRACTICAL POLITICS. 8vo. 6*.

ROGERS (Prof. J. E. T.). COBDEN AND
POLITICAL OPINION. 8vo. IQJ. 6d.

ROUTLEDGE (Jas.). POPULAR PROGRESS
IN ENGLAND. 8vo. i6s.

RUSSELL (Sir Charles). NEW VIEWS ON
IRELAND. Cr. 8vo. 2j. 6d.

THE PARNELL COMMISSION : THE OPEN-
ING SPEECH FOR THE DEFENCE. 8vo. ios.6d,

Popular Edition. Sewed, zs.

SIDGWICK (Prof. Henry). THE ELEMENTS
OF POLITICS. 8vo. 14*. net.

SMITH (Goldwin). CANADA AND THE CANA-
DIAN QUESTION. 8vo. Ss. net.

THE UNITED STATES, 1492 1871. Cr.

8vo. Bs. 6d.

STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE. (See
under STATISTICS.)

STATHAM (R.). BLACKS, BOERS, AND
BRITISH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

STRACHEY (J. St. L.). THE EMPIRE. Gl.

8vo. is. 6d. \.ln the Press.

THORNTON (W. T.).--A PLEA FOR PEASANT
PROPRIETORS. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

INDIAN PUBLIC WORKS, AND COGNATE
INDIAN TOPICS. Cr. 8vo. Bs. 6d.

TRENCH (Capt. F.). THE RUSSO-!NDIAN

QUESTION. Cr. 8vo. is . 6d.

WALLACE (Sir Donald M.). EGYPT AND
THE EGYPTIAN QUESTION. 8vo. 14*.

PSYCHOLOGY.
(See under PHILOSOPHY, p. 30.)

SCULPTURE. (ART.)
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SOCIAL ECONOMY.
BOOTH (C.). A PICTURE OF PAUPERISM.

Cr. 8vo. 5*. Cheap Edit. 8vo. Swd., 6d.

LIFE AND LABOUR OF THE PEOPLE OF
LONDON. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d. each.

Maps to illustrate the above. $s.
THE AGED POOR IN ENGLAND AND WALES
CONDITION. Ex. cr. 8vo. &s. 6d. net.

DRAGE (G.). THE UNEMPLOYED. Cr. 8vo.

35. 6d. net.

FAWCETT (H. and Mrs. H.). (See POLITICS.)

OILMAN (N. P.). SOCIALISM AND THE
AMERICAN SPIRIT. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

HILL (Octavia). HOMES OF THE LONDON
POOR. Cr. 8vo, sewed, is.

HUXLEY (Prof. T. H.). SOCIAL DISEASES
AND WORSE REMEDIES: Letters to the
"Times." Cr. 8vo. sewed, u.net.

JEVONS(W. Stanley). METHODS OF SOCIAL
REFORM. 8vo. los. 6d.

KIDD(B.). SOCIAL EVOLUTION. 8vo. ioj.net.

PEARSON (C. H.). NATIONAL LIFE AND
CHARACTER : A FORECAST. Cr. 8vo. 5$. net.

STANLEY (Hon. Maude). CLUBS FOR
WORKING GIRLS. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

SOUND. (See under PHYSICS, p. 32.)

SPORT.
BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). WILD BEASTS
AND THEIR WAYS : REMINISCENCES OF
EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERICA, FROM
184588. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. us. 6d.

CHASSERESSE(D.). SPORTING SKETCHES.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

CLARK (R.). GOLF : A Royal and Ancient
Game. Small 410. 8s. 6d. net.

EDWARDS-MOSS (Sir J. E., Bart \ A
SEASON IN SUTHERLAND. Cr. 8vo. if. 6d.

KINGSLEY (G.). SKETCHES IN SPORT AND
NATURAL HISTORY. Ex. cr. 8vo. [InPress.

STATISTICS.
STATESMAN'S YEAR-BOOK, THE. Sta-

tistical and Historical Annual of the States
of the World for the Year 1894. Revised after

Official Returns. Ed. by J. SCOTT KELTIE.
Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

SURGERY. (See MEDICINE.)

SWIMMING.
LEAHY (Sergeant). THE ART OF SWIMMING

IN THE ETON STYLE. Cr. 8vo. 2$.

TECHNOLOGY.
BENSON (W. A. S.). HANDICRAFT AND
DESIGN. Cr. 8vo. 5$. net.

BURDETT (C. W. B.). BOOT AND SHOE
MANUFACTURE. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

DEGERDON (W. E.). THE GRAMMAR OF
WOODWORK. 410. 3$. ; sewed, 2$.

FOX (T. W.). THE MECHANISM OF WEAV-
ING. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

LETHABY (W. R.). LEAD WORK. Cr. 8vo.

4s. 6d. net.

LOUIS (H.). HANDBOOK OF GOLD-MILLING.
Cr. 8vo. IQS. net.

VICKERMAN (C.). WOOLLEN SPINNING.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THEOLOGY.
The Bible History of the Christian Church
The Church of England Devotional Books
The Fathers Hymnology Sermons, Lec-

tures, Addresses, and Theological Essays.

The Bible.

History ofthe Bible
THE ENGLISH BIBLE ;

An External and
Critical History of the various English
Translations of Scripture. By Prof. JOHN
EADIE. 2 vols. 8vo. 28$.

THE BIBLE IN THE CHURCH. By Right Rev.
Bp. WESTCOTT. icthedit. PottSvo. 4s.6d.

Biblical History
BIBLE LESSONS. By Rev. E. A. ABBOTT.

Cr. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

SlDE-LlGHTS UPON BlBLE HlSTORY. By
Mrs. SYDNEY BUXTON. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

STORIES FROM THE BIBLE. By Rev. A. J.
CHURCH. Illust. Cr.8vo. 2parts. 3J.6rf.each.

BIBLE READINGS SELECTED FROM THE PEN-
TATEUCH AND THE BOOK OF JOSHUA.
By Rev. J. A. CROSS. Gl. 8vo. vs. 6d.

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF BIBLE
STORIES. By Mrs. H. GASKOIN. Pott 8vo.

is. each. Part I. Old Testament; II.

New Testament ; III. Three Apostles.
THE NATIONS AROUND ISRAEL. By A.
KEARY. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

A CLASS-BOOK OF OLD TESTAMENT HIS-
TORY. By Rev. Dr. MACLEAR. Pott 8vo.

45. 6d.

A CLASS-BOOK OF NEW TESTAMENT HIS-
TORY. By the same. Pott 8vo. 55. 6d.

A SHILLING BOOK OF OLD TESTAMENT
HISTORY. By the same. Pott 8vo. is.

A SHILLING BOOK OF NEW TESTAMENT
HISTORY. By the same. Pott 8vo. is.

The Old Testament
SCRIPTURE READINGS FOR SCHOOLS AND
FAMILIES. By C. M. YONGE. Globe 8vo.
is. 6d. each : also with comments, js. 6d.
each. GENESIS TO DEUTERONOMY.
JOSHUA TO SOLOMON. KINGS AND THE
PROPHETS. THE GOSPELTIMES. APOS-
TOLIC TIMES.

THE PATRIARCHS AND LAWGIVERS OF THB
OLD TESTAMENT. By F. D. MAURICE.
Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

THE PROPHETS AND KINGS OF THE OLD
TESTAMENT. By same. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

THE CANON OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. By
Prof H. E. RYLE. Cr. 8vo. 6s

The Pentateuch
AN HISTORICO-CRITICAL INQUIRY INTO THK
ORIGIN AND COMPOSITION OF THE HEXA-
TEUCH (PENTATEUCH AND BOOK OF
JOSHUA). By Prof. A. KUENEN. Trans.

by P. H. WICKSTEED, M.A. 8vo. 14*.
The Psalms
THE PSALMSCHRONOLOGICALLY ARRANGED.
By FOUR FRIENDS. Cr. 8vo. 5.1. net.

GOLDEN TREASURY PSALTER. Student's
Edition of the above. PottSvo. 2s. 6d. net.

THE PSALMS. With Introduction and Notes.

By A. C. JENNINGS, M.A., and W. H.
LOWE, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d. each.

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY AND USE or
THE PSALMS. By Rev. J. F. THRUPP.
2nd Edit. 2 vols. 8vo. 21 s.
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Isaiah

ISAIAH XL. LXVI. With the Shorter Pro-

phecies allied to it. Edited by MATTHEW
ARNOLD. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

ISAIAH OF JERUSALEM. In the Authorised

English Version, with Introduction and
Notes. By MATTHEW ARNOLD. Cr. 8vo.

4*. 6d.

A BIBLE-READING FOR SCHOOLS. The Great

Prophecy of Israel's Restoration (Isaiah
xl. Ixvi.). Arranged and Edited for Young
Learners. By the same. Pott 8vo. if.

COMMENTARY ON THE BOOK OF ISAIAH :

Critical, Historical, and Prophetical ; in-

cluding a Revised English Translation.

By T. R. BIRKS. and Edit. 8vo. 12*. 6d.
THE BOOK OF ISAIAH CHRONOLOGICALLY
ARRANGED. By T. K. CHEYNE. Cr.
8vo. js. 6d.

Ztehariah

THE HEBREW STUDENT'S COMMENTARY ON
ZECHARIAH, Hebrew and LXX. By W. H.
LOWE, M.A. 8vo. IQJ. 6d.

Tht New Testament

THE NEW TESTAMENT. Essay on the Right
Estimation of MS. Evidence in the Text
of the New Testament. By T. R. BIRKS.
Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

THE MESSAGES OF THE BOOKS. Discourses
and Notes on the Books of the New Testa-
ment. By Archd. FARRAR. 8vo. 14*.

THE CLASSICAL ELEMENT IN THE NEW
TESTAMENT. Considered as a Proof of its

Genuineness, with an Appendix on the
Oldest Authorities used in the Formation
ofthe Canon. ByC.H.HooLE. 8vo. ios.6d.

ON A FRESH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH
NEW TESTAMENT. With an Appendix on
the last Petition of the Lord's Prayer. By
Bishop LIGHTFOOT. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

THE UNITY OF THE NEW TESTAMENT. By
F. D. MAURICE. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. i2j.

THE SYNOPTIC PROBLEM FOR ENGLISH
READERS. By A. J. JOLLEY. Cr. 8vo.

3-r. net.

A GENERAL SURVEY OF THE HISTORY OF
THE CANON OF THE NEW TESTAMENT
DURING THE FlRST FOUR CENTURIES. By
Bishop WESTCOTT. Cr. 8vo. IQJ. 6d

GREEK-ENGLISH LEXICON TO THE NEW
TESTAMENT. By W. J. HICKIE, M.A.
Pott 8vo. 3-r.

THE NEW TESTAMENT IN THE ORIGINAL
GREEK. Text revised by Bishop WEST-
COTT and F. J. A. HORT. 8vo. [In Press,

THE NEW TESTAMENT IN THE ORIGINAL
GREEK. The Text revised by Bishop
WESTCOTT, D.D., and Prof. F. J. A.

HORT, D.D. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. ior. 6d.

each. Vol. I. Text. Vol. II. Introduc-
tion and Appendix.

SCHOOL EDITION OF THE ABOVE. Pott 8vo,

4$. 6d. ; Pott 8vo, roan, 5*. 6d. ; morocco,
gilt edges, 6s. 6d.

The Gospels

THE COMMON TRADITION OF THE SYNOPTIC
GOSPELS. In the Text of the Revised
Version. By Rev. E. A. ABBOTT and
W. G. RUSHBROOKE. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

The Gospels
SYNOPTICON : An Exposition of the Common
Matter of the Synoptic Gospels. By W. G.
RUSHBROOKE. Printed in Colours. In Six
Parts, and Appendix. 410. Part I. y. 6d.
Parts II. and III. 7s. Parts IV. V. and

VI., with Indices, IQJ. 6d. Appendices,
ioj. 6d. Complete in i vol. 35,1.

INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF THE FOUR
GOSPELS. ByBp.WESTCOTT. Cr.Svo. los.fui.

THB COMPOSITION OF THE FOUR GOSPELS.
By Rev. ARTHUR WRIGHT. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

THE AKHMIM FRAGMENT OF THE APOCRY-
PHAL GOSPEL OF ST. PETER. By H. B.
SWETE. 8vo. ss. net.

Gospel ofSt. Matthew
THE GREEK TEXT, with Introduction and
Notes by Rev. A. SLOMAN. Fcp.Svo. zs.6d.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. MATTHEW. Drawn
from Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

(St. Matthew and St. Mark in i vol. 9*.)

Gospel of St. Mark
SCHOOL READINGS IN THE GREEK TESTA-
MENT. Being the Outlines of the Life of

our Lord as given by St. Mark, with addi-
tions from the Text of the other Evange-
lists. Edited, with Notes and Vocabulary,
by Rev. A. CALVERT, M.A. Fcp.Svo. zs.6a.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. MARK. Drawn from
Old and New SOURCES. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

(St. Matthew and St. Mark in i vol. QJ.)

Gospel of St. Luke
GREEK TEXT, with Introduction a id Notes
by Rev. J. BOND, M.A. Fcp.Svo. zs.6d.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. LUKE. Drawn from
Old and New Sources. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

THE GOSPEL OF THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN.
A Course of Lectures on the Gospel of St.

Luke. By F. D. MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 3* f>d

Gospel ofSt. John
THE GOSPEL OF ST. JOHN. By F. D.
MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 3*. (>d.

CHOICE NOTES ON ST. JOHN. Drawn from
Old and New Sources. Cr. Svo. 45. 6d.

The Acts ofthe Apostles
THE OLD SYRIAC ELEMENT IN THE TEXT
OF THE CODEX REZAZ. By F. H. CHASE.
Svo. 75. 6d. net.

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. By F. D.
MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

GREEK TEXT, with Notes by T. E. PAGE,
M.A. Fcp. Svo. 3J. 6d.

THE CHURCH OF THE FIRST DAYS: THR
CHURCH OF JERUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF
THE GENTILES, THE CHURCH OF THB
WORLD. Lectures on the Acts of the

Apostles. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
Cr. Svo. ioj. 6d.

The Epistles ofSt. Paul
NOTES ON EPISTLES OF ST. PAUL FROM
UNPUBLISHED COMMENTARIES. By Bishop
LIGHTFOOT. [In the Press.

THE EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS. The
Greek Text, with English Notes. By the

Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. 7th Edit.

Cr. Svo. 7$. 6d.

INTRODUCTORY LECTURES ON ST. PAUL'S
EPISTLES TO THE ROMANS AND TO THE
EPHESIANS. By F. J. A. HORT, D.D.
Cr. Svo. [In the Press.

THE EPISTLES TO THE CORINTHIANS. Greek

Text, with Commentary. By Rev. W.
KAY. Svo. gs.
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The Epistles ofSt. Paul
The EPISTLE TO THE GALATIANS. A
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes,
and Dissertations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.
loth Edit. 8vo. 12*.

THE EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. A
Revised Text, with Introduction, Notes,
and Dissertations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.
8vo. 121.

THE EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. With
Translation, Paraphrase, and Notes for

English Readers. By the Very Rer. C. J.
VAUGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

THE EPISTLES TO THE COLOSSIANS ANB
TO PHILEMON. A Revised Text, with In-

troductions, etc. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.
qth Edit. 8vo. i2J.

THE EPISTLES TO THE EPHESIANS, THB
COLOSSIANS, AND PHILEMON. With In-

troduction and Notes. By Rey. J. LI.

DAVIES. and Edit. 8vo. 7$. 6d.
THE FIRST EPISTLE TO THE THESSALO-
NIANS. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
8vo, sewed, is. 6d.

THE EPISTLES TO THE THESSALONIANS.
Commentary on the Greek Text. By Prof

JOHN EADIE. 8vo. 12*.

The Epistle of St. James
THE GREEK TEXT, with Introduction and

Notes. By Rev. JOSEPH B.MAYOR. 8vo. 141.

Tkt Epistles of St. John
THE EPISTLES OF ST. JOHN. By F. D.
MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 3.1. (>d.

The Greek Text, with Notes, by Bishop
WESTCOTT. 3rd Edit. 8vo. 12$. 6d.

Tht Epistle to the Hebrews
GREEK AND ENGLISH. Edited by Rev.
FREDERIC RENDALL. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

ENGLISH TEXT, with Commentary. By the

same. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

THE GREEK TEXT, with Notes, by Very
Rev C. J. VAUGHAN. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

THE GREEK TEXT, with Notes and Essays,
by Bishop WESTCOTT. 8vo. 14*.

Revelation
LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSE. By F. D.
MAURICE. Cr. 8vo. 3*.6d.

THE REVELATION OF ST. JOHN. By Rev.
Prof. W. MILLIGAN. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d.

LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSB. By the

same. Crown 8vo. 55.

DISCUSSIONS ON THE APOCALYPSB. By the

same. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

LECTURES ON THE REVELATION OF ST.

JOHN. By Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
5th Edit. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

THE BIBLE WORD-BOOK. By W. ALOIS
WRIGHT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 64.

History of the Christian Church.

CHEETHAM (Archdeacon). HISTORY OF
THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH DURING THE FIRST
Six CENTURIES. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

CHURCH (Dean). THE OXFORD MOVB-
MENT, 1833 45. Gl. 8VO. 5*.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. John). THEGROWTH
OF THE CHURCH IN ITS ORGANISATION AND
INSTITUTIONS. 8vo. qs.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. William). THE
CHURCHES OF ASIA : A Methodical Sketch
of the Second Century. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

DALE (A. W. W.). THE SYNOD OF ELVIRA,
AND CHRISTIAN LIFE IN THE FOURTH CBN*
TURY. Cr. 8vo. IOT. 6d.

GWATKIN (H. M.). SELECTIONS FROM
EARLY WRITERS ILLUSTRATIVE OF CHURCH
HISTORY TO THE TIME OF CONSTANTINE.
Cr. 8vo. 4$. net.

HARDWICK (Archdeacon). A HISTORY or
THB CHRISTIAN CHURCH : MIDDLB AGB,)
Edited by Bp. STUBBS. Cr. 8vo. ioi. 6d.

A HlSTOKY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH
DURING THE REFORMATION. Qth Edit., re-

vised by Bishop STUBBS. Cr. 8vo. iOf. 6d.

HARDY (W. J.)and GEE (H.). DOCUMENTS
ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE HISTORY OF THB
ENGLISH CHURCH. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

HORT(Dr. F. J. A.). Two DISSERTATIONS.
I. ON MONOPENH2 6F.O2 IN SCRIPTURB
AND TRADITION. II. ON THE " CONSTAN-
TINOPOLITAN " CREED AND OTHER EASTERN
CREEDS OF THE FOURTH CENTURY. 8vo.

7s. 6d.

SIMPSON (Rev. W.). AN EPITOME or THB
HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 7th
Edit. Fcp. 8vo 3$. 6d.

SOHM(R.). OUTLINES OF CHURCH HISTORY.
Transl. by Miss SINCLAIR. Cr. 8vo.

*

[In the Press.

VAUGHAN (Very Rev. C. J.). THE CHURCH
OF THE FIRST DAYS : THE CHURCH OF
JERUSALEM, THE CHURCH OF THE GBN-
TILES, THE CHURCH OF THE WORLD. Cr.
8vo. ioj. 6d.

WARD (W.). WILLIAM GEORGE WARD AND
THE OXFORD MOVEMENT. 8vo. 145.

W. G. WARD AND THE CATHOLIC RE-
VIVAL. 8vo. i4s.

The Church of England.
Catechism of
CATECHISM AND CONFIRMATION. Pott 8vo.

is. net.

A CLASS-BOOK OF THE CATECHISM o THB
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By Rev. Canon
MACLEAR. Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

A FIRST CLASS-BOOK OF THE CATECHISM
OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By the

same. Pott 8vo. 6d.

THE ORDER OF CONFIRMATION. With
Prayers and Devotions. By the same.

32mo. 6J.

Cotkcts
COLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
With a Coloured Floral Design to each

Collect. Cr. 8vo. 12*.

Disestablishment
DISESTABLISHMENT AND DISENDOWMENT.
WHAT ARE THEY ? By Prof. E. A. FREE-
MAN. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. is.

A DEFENCE OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND
AGAINST DISESTABLISHMENT. By ROUN-
DELL, EARL OF SELBORNE. Cr. 8vo. 2j. 6d.

ANCIENT FACTS AND FICTIONS CONCERNING
CHURCHES AND TITHES By the same.
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

Dissent in its Relation to

DISSENT IN ITS RELATION TO THE CHURCH
OF ENGLAND. By Rev. G. H. CURTEIS.

Bampton Lectures for 1871. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d
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Holy Communion
THOSE HOLY MYSTERIES. By Rev. J. C. P.
ALDOUS. i6mo. is. net.

THE COMMUNION SERVICE FROM THE BOOK
OF COMMON PRAYER. With Select Read-
ings from the Writings of the Rev. F. D.
MAURICE. Edited by Bishop COLENSO.
6th Edit. i6mo. vs. 6d.

BEFORE THE TABLE : An Inquiry, Historical

and Theological, into the Meaning of the
Consecration Rubric in the Communion
Service of the Church of England. By
Very Rev. J. S. HOWSON. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

FIRST COMMUNION. With Prayers and De-
votions for the newly Confirmed. By Rev.
Canon MACLEAR. 32010. 6d.

A MANUAL OF INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIR-
MATION AND FIRST COMMUNION. With
Prayers and Devotions. By the same.

32010. 2S.

Liturgy
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE CREEDS. By

Rev. Canon MACLEAR. Pott 8vo. 3*. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE THIRTY-NINE
ARTICLES. By same. Pott 8vo. [In Press.

A HISTORY OF THE BOOK OF COMMON
PRAYER. By Rev F. PROCTER. i8th

Edit. Cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

AN ELEMENTAY INTRODUCTION TO THE
BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. By Rev. F.
PROCTER and Rev. Canon MACLEAB.
Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

TWELVE DISCOURSES ON SUBJECTS CON-
NECTED WITH THE LITURGY AND WOR-
SHIP OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. By
Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN. Fcp. 8vo. 6*.

A COMPANION TO THE LECTIONARY. By
Rev. W. BENHAM, B.D. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

READ AND OTHERS v. THE LORD BISHOP OF
LINCOLN. JUDGMENT, Nov. 21, 1890. 2nd
Edit. 8vo. 2s. net.

Devotional Books.

EASTLAKE (Lady). FELLOWSHIP : LET-
TERS ADDRESSED TO MY SlSTER-MoURNERS.
Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

IMITATIO CHRISTI. Libri IV. Printed
in Borders after Holbein, Diirer, and other

old Masters, containing Dances of Death,
Acts of Mercy, Emblems, etc. Cr.Svo. 7*.6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). OUT OF THE DEEP :

WORDS FOR THE SORROWFUL. From the

Writings of CHARLES KINGSLEY. Ext. fcp.
8vo. S.T. 6d.

DAILY THOUGHTS. Selected from the

Writings of CHARLES KINGSLEY. By His
WIFE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FROM DEATH TO LIFE. Fragments of

Teaching to a Village Congregation. Edit,

by His WIFE. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

MACLEAR (Rev. Canon). A MANUAL OF
INSTRUCTION FOR CONFIRMATION AND
FIRST COMMUNION, WITH PRAYERS AND
DEVOTIONS. 3amo. zs.

THE HOUR OF SORROW ; or, The Office

for the Burial of the Dead. 321110. zs.

MAURICE (F. D.). LESSONS OF HOPE.
Readings from the Works of F. D. MAURICE.
Selected by Rev. J. LL. DAVIES, M.A. Cr.

8vo. s-r.

RAYS OF SUNLIGHT FOR DARK DAYS.
With a Preface by Very Rev. C. J. VAUGHAN.
D.D. New Edition. Pott 8yo. 3*. 6d.

SERVICE (Rev. J.). PRAYERS FOR PUBLIC
WORSHIP. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

THE WORSHIP OF GOD, AND FEL-
LOWSHIP AMONG MEN. By Prof.

MAURICE and others. Fcp. 8vo. 3^. 6d.

WELBY-GREGORY (Hon. Lady). LINKS
AND CLUES. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WESTCOTT (Rt. Rev. Bishop). THOUGHTS
ON REVELATION AND LIFE. Selections from
the Writings of Bishop WESTCOTT. Edited

by Rev. S. PHILLIPS. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

WILBRAHAM (Francis M.). IN THE SERB
AND YELLOW LEAF : THOUGHTS AND RE-
COLLECTIONS FOR OLD AND YOUNG. Globe
8vo. 3-r. 6d.

The Fathers.

DONALDSON (Prof. James). THE APOS-
TOLIC FATHERS. A Critical Account of their

Genuine Writings, and of their Doctrines.
2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

Works q/ the Greek and Latin Fathers :

THE APOSTOLIC FATHERS. Revised Texts,
with Introductions, Notes, Dissertations,
and Translations. By Bishop LIGHTFOOT.

Part I. ST. CLEMENT OF ROME. 2 vols.

8vo. 32S. Part II. ST. IGNATIUS TO ST.
POLYCARP. 3 vols. 2nd Edit. 8vo. 48$.

THE APOSTOLIC FATHERS. Abridged Edil.
With Short Introductions, Greek Text, and
English Translation. By same. 8vo. i6s.

THE EPISTLE OF ST. BARNABAS. Its Date
and Authorship. With Greek Text, Latin

Version, Translation and Commentary. By
Rev. W. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6d.

INDEX OF NOTEWORTHY WORDS AND
PHRASES FOUND IN THE CLEMENTINE
WRITINGS. 8vo. $s.

Hymnology.
BROOKE (S. A.). CHRISTIAN HYMNS. Gl.

8vo. 2j.6rf.net. --CHRISTIAN HYMNSAND SER-
VICE BOOK OF BEDFORD CHAPEL, BLOOMS-
BURY. Gl. 8vo. 35. 6d. net. SERVICE BOOK.
Gl. 8vo. is. net.

PALGRAVE (Prof. F. T.). ORIGINAL
HYMNS, ^rd Edit. Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

SELBORNE (Roundell, Earl of). THE BOOK
OF PRAISE. Pott 8vo. zs. 6d. net.

A HYMNAL. Chiefly from " The Book of

Praise." A. Royal 32mo, limp. 6d. B.
Pott 8vo, larger type. is. C. Fine paper.
is.bd. With Music, Selected, Harmonised,
and Composed by JOHN HULLAH. Pott 8vo.

3*. 6d.

WOODS (Miss M. A.). HYMNS FOR SCHOOL
WORSHIP. Pott 8vo. is. 6d.

Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and
Theological Essays.

ABBOT (F. E.). SCIENTIFIC THEISM. Cr.

8vo. 7$. 6d.

THE WAY OUT OF AGNOSTICISM ; or, The

Philosophy of Free Religion. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d,

ABBOTT (Rev. E. A.). CAMBRIDGE SBR-
MONS. 8vo. 6s.
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ABBOTT (Rev. E. A.). OXFORD SERMONS.
8vo. js. 6d.

PHILOMYTHUS. A discussion of Cardinal
Newman's Essay on Ecclesiastical Miracles.
Cr. 8vo. sj. 6d.

NEWMANIANISM. Cr. 8vo. is. net.

AINGER (Canon). SERMONS PREACHED IN
THE TEMPLE CHURCH. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s.

ALEXANDER (W., Bishop of Derry and
Raphoe). THE LEADING IDEAS OF THE
GOSPELS. New Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BAINES (Rev. Edward). SERMONS. Preface
and Memoir by Bishop BARRY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BATHER (Archdeacon). ON SOME MINIS-
TERIAL DUTIES, CATECHISING, PREACHING,
Etc. Edited, with a Preface, by Very
Rev. C. ]. VAUGHAN, D.D. Fcp. 8vo.

4-r. 6d.

BERNARD(Canon). THECENTRAL TEACH-
ING OF CHRIST. Cr. 8vo. -js. 6d.

BINNIE (Rev. W.). SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

BIRKS (Thomas Rawson). THE DIFFICUL-
TIES OF BELIEF IN CONNECTION WITH THE
CREATION AND THE FALL, REDEMPTION,
AND JUDGMENT. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

JUSTIFICATION AND IMPUTED RIGHT-
EOUSNESS. A Review. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SUPERNATURAL REVELATION ; or, First

Principles of Moral Theology. 8vo. Bs.

BROOKE (S. A.). SHORT SERMONS. Crown
8vo. 6s.

BROOKS (Bishop Phillips). THE CANDLE OF
THE LORD : and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

SERMONS PREACHED IN ENGLISH
CHURCHES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TWENTY SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TOLERANCE. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d.

THE LIGHT OF THEWORLD. Cr.Svo. -$s.6d.

THE MYSTERY OF INIQUITY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES. Cr.Svo. 8j.6rf.net.

BRUNTON (T. Lauder). THE BIBLE AND
SCIENCE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. IDS. 6d,

BUTLER (Archer). SERMONS, DOCTRINAL
AND PRACTICAL, nth Edit. 8vo. Bs.

SECOND SERIES OF SERMONS. 8vo. js.

LETTERS ON ROMANISM. 8vo. IDJ. 6d.

BUTLER (Rev. Geo.). SERMONS PREACHED
IN CHELTENHAM COLLEGE CHAPEL. 8vo.

js. 6d

CAMPBELL (Dr. John M'Leod). THE NA.
TURE OF THE ATONEMENT. Cr. 8vO. 6s.

REMINISCENCES AND REFLECTIONS.
Edited by his Son, DONALD CAMPBELL,
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

THOUGHTS ON REVELATION. Cr. 8vo. 51.

RESPONSIBILITY FOR THE GIFT OF
ETERNAL LIFE. Compiled from Sermons

preached 1829 31. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

CANTERBURY (Edward White, Archbishop
of). BOY-LIFE : ITS TRIAL, ITS STRENGTH,
ITS FULNESS. Sundays in Wellington Col-

lege, 1859 73- Cr. 8vo. _6j.
THE SETEVEN GIFTS. Primary Visitation

Address. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

CHRIST AND His TIMES. Second Visi-

tation Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A PASTORAL LETTER TO THE DIOCESE
OF CANTERBURY, iSqo. 8vo, sewed, id.

FISHERS OF MEN. Third Visitation

Address. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CARPENTER (W. Boyd, Bishop of Ripon).-
TRUTH IN TALE. Addresses, chiefly to

Children. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.
TWILIGHT DREAMS. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6ti.

THE PERMANENT ELEMENTS OF RE-
LIGION. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LECTURES ON PREACHING. [/ the Press.

CAZENOVE (J. Gibson). CONCERNING THE
BEING AND ATTRIBUTES OF GOD. 8vo. 5*.

CHURCH (Dean). HUMAN LIFE AND ITS

CONDITIONS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GIFTS OF CIVILISATION : and other
Sermons and Letters. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

DISCIPLINE OF THE CHRISTIAN CHAR-
ACTER ;

and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4^. $d.
ADVENT SERMONS, 1885. Cr. 8vo. 4-r. 6d.

VILLAGE SERMONS. Cr. 8yo. 6*.

VILLAGE SERMONS. 2nd Series. Cr.Svo. 6*.

CATHEDRAL AND UNIVERSITY SERMONS.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

" CHRISTUS IMPERATOR !

" A Series of
Lecture-Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CLERGYMAN'S SELF-EXAMINATION
CONCERNING THE APOSTLES'
CREED. Ext. fcp. 8vo. i*. 6d.

CONFESSION OF FAITH (A). Fcp. Svo.

[/ the Press.

CONGREVE (Rev. John). HIGH HOPES
AND PLEADINGS FOR A REASONABLE FAITH,
NOBLER THOUGHTS, AND LARGER CHARITY.
Cr. Svo. $s.

COOKE (Josiah P., jun.). RELIGION AND
CHEMISTRY. Cr. Svo. 7$. 6d.

THE CREDENTIALS OF SCIENCE, THB
WARRANT OF FAITH. Svo. Bs. 6d. net.

COTTON (Bishop). SERMONS PREACHED TO
ENGLISH CONGREGATIONS IN INDIA. Cr.
Svo. 7$. 6d.

CUNNINGHAM (Rev. W.). CHRISTIAN
CIVILISATION, WITH SPECIAL REFERENCE
TO INDIA. Cr. Svo. 5$.

CURTEIS (Rev. G. H.). THE SCIENTIFIC
OBSTACLES TO CHRISTIAN BELIEF. The
Boyle Lectures, 1884. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DAVIES (Rev. J. Llewelyn). THE GOSPEL
AND MODERN LIFE. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6s.

SOCIAL QUESTIONS FROM THE POINT OF
VIEW OF CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY. Cr.Svo. 6*.

WARNINGS AGAINST SUPERSTITION. Ext.

fcp. Svo. zs. 6d.

THE CHRISTIAN CALLING. Ext.fp.8vo. 6*.

ORDER AND GROWTH AS INVOLVED IN
THE SPIRITUAL CONSTITUTION OF HUMAN
SOCIETY. Cr. Svo. 3$. 6d.

BAPTISM, CONFIRMATION, AND THE
LORD'S SUPPER. Addresses. Pott Svo. i*.

DAVIES (W.). THE PILGRIM OF THE INFI-
NITE. Fcp. Svo. [/ the Press.

DIGGLE (Rev. J. W.). GODLINESS AND
MANLINESS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DRUMMOND (Prof. Jas.). INTRODUCTION
TO THE STUDY OF THEOLOGY. Cr. Svo. 5*.

DU BOSE (W. P.). THE SOTERIOLOGY OK
THE NEW TESTAMENT. Cr. Svo. 7$. 6d.

ECCE HOMO : A SURVEY OF THE LIFE AND
WORK OF JESUS CHRIST. Globe Svo. 6s.

ELLERTON (Rev. John). THE HOLIEST
MANHOOD, AND ITS LESSONS FOR Bust
LIVES. Cr. 8vo. 6*.



THEOLOGY.

THEOLOGY.

Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and
Theological Essays continued.

FAITH AND CONDUCT: AN ESSAY ON
VERIFIABLE RELIGION. Cr. 8vo. fs. 6d.

FARRAR (Yen. Archdeacon). WORKS. Uni-

form Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3$. t>d. each.
SEEKERS AFTER GOD.
ETERNAL HOPB. Westminster Abbey
Sermons.

THE FALL OF MAN : and other Sermons.
THE WITNESS OF HISTORY TO CHRIST
Hulsean Lectures, 1870.

THE SILENCE ANDVOICES OF GOD. Sermons.
IN THE DAYS OF THY YOUTH. Maryborough
College Sermons

SAINTLY WORKERS. Five Lenten Lectures.
EPHPHATHA ; or, The Amelioration of the
MERCY AND JUDGMENT. [World.
SERMONS AND ADDRESSES DELIVERED IN
AMERICA.-- THE HISTORY OF INTERPRETATION.
Eampton Lectures, 1885. 8vo. i6s.

FISKE (John). MAN'S DESTINY VIEWED IN

THE LIGHT OF HIS ORIGIN. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FORBES (Rev. Granville). THE VOICE OF
GOD IN THE PSALMS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 6d.

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.). A NEW ANALOGY
BETWEEN REVEALED RELIGION AND THB
COURSE AND CONSTITUTION OF NATURE.
Cr 8vo. 6*.

FRASER (Bishop). SERMONS. Edited by
JOHN W. DIGGLE. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo. 6*. each

GRANE (W. L.). THE WORD AND THE
WAY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HAMILTON (John).-ONTRUTH AND ERROR.
Cr. 8vo. $s.- ARTHUR'S SEAT ; or, The Church of the
Banned. Cr. Svo. 6s.- ABOVE AND AROUND : Thoughts on God
and Man. i2mo. zs. 6d.

HARDWICK (Archdeacon). CHRIST AND
OTHER MASTERS. 6th Edit. Cr. Svo.

HARE (Julius Charles). THE MISSION OF
THE COMFORTER. New Edition. Edited

by Dean PLUMPTRE. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

HARPER (Father Thomas). THE META-
PHYSICS OF THE SCHOOL. Vols. I. and II.

8vo. iSj. each. Vol. III. Part I. 12*.

HARRIS (Rev. G. C.). SERMONS. With a
Memoir bv C. M. YONGE. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6*.

HORT (F. J. A.). THE WAY, THE TRUTH,
THE LIFE. Cr. Svo. 6s.- LECTURES ON JUDAISTIC CHRISTIANITY.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

HUGHES (T.). MANLINESS OF CHRIST.

Fcp. Svo. 3-y. 6d. [In the Press.

HUTTON (R. H.). (See p. 24.)

ILLINGWORTH (Rev. T. R.). SERMONS
PREACHED IN A COLLEGE CHAPEL. Cr.SvO. V-- UNIVERSITY AND CATHEDRAL SERMONS.
Crown Svo. $s.- PERSONALITY, DIVINE, AND HUMAN.
Svo. 8*. 6rf.

JACOB (Rev. J. A.). BUILDING IN SILENCE:
and other Sermons. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6*.

JAMES (Rev. Herbert). THE COUNTRY
CLERGYMAN AND HIS WORK. Cr. Svo. 6s.

JEANS (Rev. G. E.). HAILEYBURY CHAPEL :

and other Sermons. Fcp. Svo. is. 6d.

JELLETT (Rev. Dr.). THE ELDER SON :

and other Sermons. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE EFFICACY OF PRAYER. Cr. Svo. 5*.

KELLOGG (Rev. S. H.).-TiiE LIGHT OF
ASIA AND THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. Cr.
Svo. 7*. 6d.

GENESIS AND GROWTH OF RELIGION.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

KINGSLEY (Charles). (See COLLECTED
WORKS, p. 25.)

KIRKPATRICK (Prof.). THE DIVINE Li-
BRARY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. SvO.

y. net.

DOCTRINE OF THE PROPHETS. Cr. Svo. 6*.

KYNASTON (Rev. Herbert, D.D.). CHEL-
TENHAM COLLEGE SERMONS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LEGGE(A. O.). THE GROWTH OF THE TEM-
PORAL POWER OF THE PAPACY. Cr.Svo. &s.6d.

LIGHTFOOT (Bishop). LEADERS IN THE
NORTHERN CHURCH : Sermons. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ORDINATION ADDRESSES AND COUNSELS
TO CLERGY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CAMBRIDGE SERMONS. Cr. Svo. 6*.

SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. PAUL'S
CATHEDRAL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SERMONS ON SPECIAL OCCASIONS. Svo. 6*.

A CHARGE DELIVERED TO THE CLERGY
OF THE DIOCESE OF DURHAM, 1886. Svo. 2*.

ESSAYS ON THE WORK ENTITLED "SUPER-
NATURAL RELIGION." 2nd Edit. Svo. ios.6d.

ON A FRESH REVISION OF THE ENGLISH
NEW TESTAMENT. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

DISSERTATIONS ON THB APOSTOLIC AGE.
Svo. 14*.

BIBLICAL ESSAYS. Svo. 12$.

LYTTELTON(A.T.). SERMONS. Cr.Svo. 6*.

McCURDY (J. F.). HISTORY, PROPHECY,
AND THE MONUMENTS. 2 vols. Vol. I.

14*. net.

MACLAREN (Rev. A.). SERMONS PREACHBD
AT MANCHESTER, nth Ed. Fcp. Svo. 4*.6d.

SECOND SERIES. 7th Ed. Fcp. Svo 4$. 6d.

THIRD SERIES. 6th Ed. Fcp. Svo. ts.6d.
WEEK-DAY EVENING ADDRESSES. 4th

Edit. Fcp. Svo. as. 6d.

THE SECRET OF POWER : and other Ser-

mons. Fcp. 8vo. 4S. 6d.

MACMILLAN(Rev. Hugh).-BiBLE TEACH-
INGS IN NATURE. isthEdit. Globe 8vp. 6*.

THE TRUE VINE ; or, The Analogies of

our Lord's Allegory- 5th Edit. Gl. Svo. 6s.

THE MINISTRY OF NATURE. 8th Edit.

Globe Svo. 6s.

THE SABBATH OF THE FIELDS. 6th

Edit. Globe Svo. 6s.

THE MARRIAGE IN CANA. Globe Svo. 6*.

Two WORLDS ARE OURS. Gl. Svo. 6s.

THE OLIVE LEAF. Globe Svo. 6s.

THE GATE BEAUTIFUL : and other Bible

Teachings for the Young. Cr. Svo. 3$. 6d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). THE DECAY OP
MODERN PREACHING. Cr. Svo. 3$. 6d.

MATURIN (Rev. W.). THE BLESSEDNESS
OF THE DEAD IN CHRIST. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

MAURICE (Frederick Denison).-THE KING-
DOM OF CHRIST. 3rd Ed. 2 vols. Cr.Svo. 12*.

EXPOSITORY SERMONS ON THE PRAYER-

BOOK, AND THE LORD'S PRAYER. Cr.Svo. 6*.



SERMONS, LECTURES, ETC.

MAURICE (Fredk. Denison). DIALOGUES
ON FAMILY WORSHIP. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

SERMONS PREACHED IN COUNTRY
CHURCHES, and Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE CONSCIENCE : Lectures on Casuistry.
3rd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

THE DOCTRINE OF SACRIFICE DEDUCED
FROM THE SCRIPTURES. andEdit. Cr.Svo. 6s.

THE RELIGIONS OF THE WORLD. 6th
Edit. Cr. 8vo. 4.1. 6d.

ON THE SABBATH DAY; THE CHARACTER
OF THE WARRIOR ; AND ON THE INTERPRE-
TATION OF HISTORY. Fcp. 8vo. zs. 6d.

LEARNING AND WORKING. Cr.Svo. 43. 6d.

THE LORD'S PRAYER, THE CREED, AND
THE COMMANDMENTS. Pott 8vo. is.

SERMONS PREACHED IN LINCOLN'S INN
CHAPEL. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d. each.
COLLECTED WORKS. Cr.Svo. y.bd. each.

CHRISTMAS DAY AND OTHER SERMONS.
THEOLOGICAL ESSAYS.
PROPHETS AND KINGS.
PATF IARCHS AND LAWGIVERS.
THE GOSPEL OF THE KINGDOM OF HEAVBN.
GOSPEL OK ST. JOHN.
EPISTLE OF ST. JOHN.
LECTURES ON THE APOCALYPSE.
FRIENDSHIP OF BOOKS.
SOCIAL MORALITY.
PRAYER BOOK AND LORD'S PRAYER.
THE DOCTRINE OF SACRIFICE.
THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES.

MILLIGAN (Rev. Prof. W.). THE RESUR-
RECTION OF OUR LORD. 4th Edit. Cr.Svo. 53.

THE ASCENSION AND HEAVENLY PRIEST-
HOOD OF OUR LORD. Cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

MO6RHOUSE (J., Bishop of Manchester).-
JACOB : Three Sermons. Exf fcp. 8vo. 35 6d.

THE TEACHING OF CHRIST : its Condi-

tions, Secret, and Results. Cr. 8vo. v- net.

CHURCH WORK : ITS MEANS AND
METHODS. Cr. 8vo. 3^. net.

MURPHY (J. J.). NATURAL SELECTION AND
SPIRITUAL FREEDOM. Gl. 8vo. 5$.

MYLNE (L. G., Bishop of Bombay).
SERMONS PREACHED IN ST. THOMAS'S
CATHEDRAL, BOMBAY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

NATURAL RELIGION. By the Author of
"EcceHomo." 3rd Edit. Globe 8vo. 6*.

PATTISON (Mark). SERMONS. Cr.Svo. 6j.

PAUL OF TARSUS. 8vo. ios. 6d.

PHILOCHRISTUS : MEMOIRS OF A DIS-
CIPLE OF THE LORD. ^rd. Edit. Svo. iaj.

PLUMPTRE (Dean). MOVEMENTS IN RB-
LIGIOUS THOUGHT. Fcp. Svo. 3*. 6d.

POTTER (R.). THE RELATION OF ETHICS
TO RELIGION. Cr. Svo. a*. 6d.

REASONABLE FAITH : A SHORT ESSAY
By " Three Friends." Cr.Svo. M.

REICHEL (C. P., Bishop of Meath). THH
LORD'S PRAYER. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

CATHEDRAL AND UNIVERSITY SERMONS.
Cr. Svo. 6*.

KENDALL (Rev. P.). THB THEOLOGY OF
THE HEBREW CHRISTIANS. Cr. Svo. 5*.

REYNOLDS (H. R.). NOTES OF THE CHRIS-
TIAN LIFE. Cr. Svo. 7$. 64.

ROBINSON (Prebendary H. G.). MAN IN
THE IMAGE OF GOD : and other Sermons.
Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

RUSSELL (Dean). THE LIGHT THAT LIGHT -

ETH EVERY MAN : Sermons. With an Intro-

duction byDean PLUMPTRE, D.D. Cr.Svo. 6*.

RYLE(Rev. Prof. H.). THE EARLY NARRA-
TIVES OF GENESIS. Cr. Svo. v- net.

SALMON (Rev. George, D.D.). NoN-MiR-
ACULOUS CHRISTIANITY : and other Sermons,
and Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GNOSTICISM AND AGNOSTICISM: and
other Sermons. Cr. Svo. 7*. 6d.

SANDFORD (Rt. Rev. C. W., Bishop of Gib-

raltar). COUNSEL TO ENGLISH CHURCHMEN
ABROAD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SCOTCH SERMONS, 1880. By Principal
CAIRO and others. 3rd Edit. Svo. ios. 6d.

SERVICE (Rev. J.). SERMONS. Cr. Svo. 6*.

SHIRLEY (W. N.). ELIJAH : Four Univer-

sity Sermons. Fcp. Svo. zs. 6d.

SMITH (Rev. Travers). MAN'S KNOWLEDGE
OF MAN AND OF GOD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

STANLEY (Dean). --THE NATIONAL 1 HANKS-
GIVING. Sermons Preached in Westminster

Abbey, and Edit. Cr. Svo. zs. 6d.

ADDRESSES AND SERMONS delivered in

America, 1878. Cr. Svo. 6s.

STEWART (Prof. Balfour) and TAIT (Prof.
P. G.). THE UNSEEN UNIVERSE, OR PHY-
SICAL SPECULATIONS ON A FUTURE STATE.
1 5th Edit. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PARADOXICAL PHILOSOPHY : A Sequel to

the above. Cr. Svo. js. 6d.

STUBBS (Rev. C. W.). FOR CHRIST ANI>
CITY. Sermons and Addresses. Cr. Svo. 6*.

TAIT (Archbp.). THE PRESENT CONDITION
OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Primary
Visitation Charge. 3rd Edit. Svo. 3*. 6d.

DUTIES OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
Second Visitation Addresses. Svo. 4*. 6d.

THE CHURCH OF THE FUTURE. Quad-
rennial Visitation Charges. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

TAYLOR (Isaac). THE RESTORATION OF
BELIEF. Cr. Svo. Bs. 6d.

TEMPLE (Frederick, Bishop of London).
SERMONS PREACHED IN THE CHAPEL OF
RUGBY SCHOOL. Second Series. Ex. fcp. Svo.

6s. Third Series 4th Edit. Ext. fcp. Svo. 6*.

THE RELATIONS BETWEEN RELIGION
AND SCIENCE. Bampton Lectures, 1884.

7th and Cheaper Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

TRENCH (Archbishop). THE HULSBAK
LECTURES FOR 1845 6. Svo. js. 6d.

TULLOCH (Principal). THE CHRIST OF TH
GOSPELS AND THE CHRIST OF MODERN
CRITICISM. Ext. fcp. Svo. 4*. 6d.

VAUGHAN (C. J., Dean of Landaff). MB-
MORIALS OF HARROW SUNDAYS. Svo. ios.6d.

EPIPHANY,LENT,ANDEASTER.8VO.IO*.6</.
HEROES OF FAITH. andEdit. Cr.Svo. 6*.

LIFE'S WORK AND GOD'S DISCIPLINE.
Ext. fcp. Svo. 21. 6d.

THE WHOLESOME WORDS OF JESUS
CHRIST, and Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FOESOF FAITH. andEdit. Fcp.Svo.
CHRIST SATISFYING THE INSTINCTS or

HUMANITY. andEdit. Ext. fcp. Svo.



THEOLOGY TRANSLATIONS.

THEOLOGY.
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and

Theological E&aa.y& continued.

VAUGHAN (C. J., Dean of Landaff). COUN-
SELS FOX YOUNG STUDENTS. Fcp. 8vo.

2S. (>d.

THE Two GREAT TEMPTATIONS. 2nd
Edit. Fcp. 8vo. 35. 6d.

ADDRESSES FOR YOUNG CLERGYMEN.
Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4^. 6d.

"Mv SON, GIVE ME THINE HEART."
Ext. fcp. 8vo. ss.

REST AWHILE. Addresses to Toilers in

the Ministry. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 5*.
TEMPLE SERMONS. Cr. 8vo. 10*. 6d.

AUTHORISED OR REVISED? Sermons.
Cr. 8vo 7S. 6d.

LESSONS OF THE CROSS AND PASSION ;

WORDS FROM THE CROSS; THE REIGN OF
SIN ; THE LORD'S PRAYER. Four Courses
of Lent Lectures. Cr. 8vo. ior. 6d.

UNIVERSITY SERMONS, NEW AND OLD.
Cr. 8vo. ictf . 6d.

THE PRAYERS OF JESUS CHRIST. Globe
8vo. 3$. 6d.

DONCASTER SERMONS; LESSONS OF LIFE
AND GODLINESS ; WORDS FROM THE GOS-
PELS. Cr. 8vo. IOT. 6d.

NOTES FOR LECTURES ON CONFIRMA-
TION. i4th Edit. Fcp. 8vo. is. 6d.

RESTFUL THOUGHTS IN RESTLESS TIMES.
Crown 8vo. 5$.

LAST WORDS IN THE TEMPLE CHURCH
Gl. 8vo. $s.

VAUGHAN (Rev. D. J.). THE PRESENT
TRIAL OF FAITH. Cr. Svo. 55. (See p. 26.)

VAUGHAN (Rev. E. T.) SOME REASONS OF
OUR CHRISTIAN HOPE. Hulsean Lectures
for 1875. Cr. 8vo. 6*. 6d.

VAUGHAN (Rev. Robert). STONES FROM
THE QUARRY. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

VENN (Rev. John). ON SOME CHARACTER-
ISTICS OF BELIEF, SCIENTIFIC, AND RE-
LIGIOUS. Hulsean Lectures, 1860. 8vo. 6s.6d.

WELLDON (Rev. J. E. C.). THE SPIRITUAL
LIFE : and other Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WESTCOTT(Rt. Rev. B. F., Bishop of Dur-

ham). ON THE RELIGIOUS OFFICE OF THE
UNIVERSITIES. Sermons. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

GIFTS FOR MINISTRY. Addresses to Can-
didates for Ordination. Cr. 8vo. i*. 6d.

THE VICTORY OF THE CROSS. Sermons
Preached in 1888. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH. Three
Sermons (InMemoriam J. B. D.). Cr. 8vo. at.

THE REVELATION OF THE RISEN LORD.
4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE HISTORIC FAITH. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GOSPEL OF THE RESURRECTION.
6th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE REVELATION OK THE FATHER. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

CHRISTUS CONSUMMATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

SOME THOUGHTS FROM THE ORDINAL.
Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

SOCIAL ASPECTS OF CHRISTIANITY. Cr.

8vo. 6s.

THE GOSPEL OF LIFE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ESSAYS IN THE HISTORY OF RELIGIOUS
THOUGHT IN THE WEST. Globe 8vo. 55.

INCARNATION AND COMMON LIFE. Cr.

WHITTUCK(C. .).- -CHURCH OF ENGLAND
AND RFCENT RELIGIOUS THOUGHT. Cr.
8vo. JS. 6d.

WICKHAM (Rev. F, C.). WELLINGTON
COLLEGE S^.MON^. L! . Svo. 6s.

WILKINS (Prof. A. S.). THE LIGHT OF THB
WORLD: An Essay. 2nd Ed. Cr. 8vo. v-6d.

WILLINK (A.). THE WORLD OF THE UN-
SEEN. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

WILSON (J. M., Archdeacon of Manchester).
SERMONS PREACHED IN CLIFTON COLLEGE

CHAPEL. 2nd Series, 1888 oo. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES. Crown 8vo.

zs. bd. net,
SOME CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE RELIGIOUS

THOUGHT OF OUR TIME. Cr. 3vo. 6*.

WOOD (C. J.). SURVIVALS IN CHRISTIANITY.
Crown 8vo. 6s.

WOOD (Rev. E. G.). THE REGAL POWBR
OF THE CHURCH. 8vo. 4*. 6u.

THERAPEUTICS. (See MEDICINE, p. 26 )

TRANSLATIONS.
From the Greek From :ke Italian From the

Latin Into Latt.: c,itd Greek Verse.

From the Greek.

SPECIMENS OF GREEK TRAGEDY.
Transl. by GOLDWIN SMITH, D.C.L. 2 vols.

Gl. 8vo. ioy.

AESCHYLUS. THE SUPPLICES. With Trans-
lation, by T. G. TUCKER, Litt.D. 8vo. ios.6d.

AESCHYLUS. THE SEVEN AGAINST THE-
BES. With Translation, by A. W. VERRALL,
Litt.D 8vo. ^s. 6d.

THE CHOEPHORI. With Translation. By
the same. 8vo. 12$.

EUMENIDES. With Ver.e Translation,
i>y BERNARD DRAKE, M.A. Svo. -5*.

A :iATUb. (AV<r PHYSIOGRAPHY, p. 32.)

ARISTOPHANES. THE BIRDS. Trans, into

English Verse, by B. H. KENNEDY. Svo. 6*.

ARISTOTLE ON FALLACIES; OR, THE
SOPHISTICI ELENCHI. With Translation, by
E. POSTE M.A. Svo. Bs. 6d.

ARISTOTLE. THE FIRST BOOK OF THE
METAPHYSICS OF ARISTOTLE. By a Cam-
bridge Graduate. Svo. $s.

THE POLITICS. By J. E. C. WELLDON,
M.A. Cr. Svo. ioj. 6d.

THE RHETORIC. By same. Cr.Svo. -js.bd.

THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS. By samt.
Cr. Svo. js. 6c!.

O^ THE CONSTITUTE:* o ATHENS. By
E. POS^K. and F.cUf. C,-. 3vo. 3*. 6d.

THE POETICS. By S. H. BUTCHER. Litt.D.

Svo. [In the Press.

RJOi . ("v THEOCRITUS.)

EURIPIDES. THE '.-
V.AGEDIES IN ENGLISH

VERSE. By A. S. fl^Y, M.A. 3 vols. Cr.

Svo. 6s. net each.

ALCESTTS, HECUBA. MEDEA. Separately,
sewed, u. 6d. each.

HERODOTUS. THE HISTORY. By G. C
MACAULAY, M.A. a vols. Cr. Svo. 18*.
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HOMER. THE ODYSSEY DONE INTO ENG-
LISH PROSE, by S. H. BUTCHER, M.A., and
A. LANG, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ODYSSEY. Books I. XII. Transl.
into English Verse by EARL OF CARNARVON.
Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6d.

THE ILIAD DONE INTO ENGLISH PROSE.
by ANDREW LANG, WALTER LEAP, and
ERNEST MYERS. Cr. 8vo. 125. 6d.

THE ILIAD DONE INTO ENGLISH VERSE.
By A. S. WAY, M.A. 2 vols. 410. ios.6d. net.

MOSCHUS. (See THEOCRITUS).
PINDAR. THE EXTANT ODES. By ERNEST
MYERS. Cr. 8vo. 5$.

PLATO. TIMJEUS. With Translation, by
R. D. ARCHER-HIND, M.A. 8vo. 16*.

(See also GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES, p. 24.)

POLYBIUS. THE HISTORIES. By E. S.

SHUCKBURGH. Cr. 8vo. 24.1.

SOPHOCLES. (EDIPUS THE KING. Trans
lated into English Verse by E. D. A. MORS-
HEAD, M.A. Fcp. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

THEOCRITUS, BION, AND MOSCHUS.
By A. LANG, M.A. Pott 8vo. 2s.6ti.net.

Laree Paper Edition. 8vo. 9*.

XENOPHON.-THE COMPLETE WORKS.
By H. G. DAKYNS, M.A. Cr. 8vo. Vols. I

and II. los. 6d. each.

From the Italian.

DANTE. THE PURGATORY. With Trans).
and Notes, by A. J. BUTLER. Cr.Svo. izs.6*.

THE PARADISE. By the same. 2nd Edit
Cr. 8vo. i2s. 6d.

THE HELL. By the same. Cr. 8vo. i2J.6rf.

DE MONARCHIA. By F. J. CHURCH
8vo. 4-r. 6d.

THE DIVINE COMEDY. By C. E. Norn-
TON. I. HELL. II. PURGATORY. III.

PARADISE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. each.
NEW LIFE OF DANTE. Transl. by C E.

NORTON. 5$.

THE PURGATORY. Transl. by C. L
SHADWKLL. Ext. cr. 8vo. los. net.

From the Latin.

CICERO. THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF MAR-
cus TULLIUS CICERO. By the Rev. G. E.

JEANS, M.A. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. los. 6J.

THE ACADEMICS. By J.S.REID. 8vo. ss.6d.

HORACE : THE WORKS OF. By J. LONSDALB,
M.A., and S. LEE, M.A. Gl. 8vo. 3*. 6<

THE ODES IN A METRICAL PARAPHRASE.
ByR.M.HovENDEN,B.A. Ext.fcp.8vo. 4s.6d.

LIFE AND CHARACTER : AN EPITOME OF
MIS SATIRES AND EPISTLES. By R. M.
HOVENDEN, B.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE: The
Odes Literally Versified. By W. T. THORN-
TON, C.B. Cr. 8vo. js. 6et.

JUVENAL. THIRTEEN SATIRES. By ALEX.
LEEPER, LL.D. New Ed. Cr. 8vo. v. 6d.

LIVY. BOOKS XXL XXV. THE SECOND
PUNIC WAR. By A. J. CHURCH, M.A., and
W. J. BRODRIBB, M.A. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

BOOK XXI separately, 25.

MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS.-
BOOK IV. OF THE MEDITATIONS. With
Translation and Commentary, by H. CROSS-
LBV, M.A. 8vo. 6s.

SALLUST. THE CONSPIRACY OF CATILINE
AND THE JUGURTHINE WAR. By A. W.
POLLARD. Cr. 8vo. 6s. CATILINE, v-

TACITUS, THE WORKS OF. By A. J.
CHURCH, M.A., and W. J. BRODRIBB, M.A.
THE HISTORY. 4th Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA. With the

Dialogue on Oratory. Cr. 8vo. 4$. 6d.

THE ANNALS, sth Edit. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

VIRGIL : THE WORKS OF. By J. LONSDALE,
M.A., and S. LEE, M.A. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6rf.

THE JENEID. By J. W. MACKAIL, M.A.
Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6d.

Into Latin and Greek Verse.

CHURCH (Rev. A. J.). LATIN VERSION OF
SELECTIONS FROM TENNYSON. By Prof.

CONINGTON, Prof. SEELEY, Dr. HESSEY,
T. E. KEBBEL, &c. Edited by A. J. CHURCH,
M.A. Ext. fcp. 8vo. 6s. ,

GSDDES (P.of. W. 3.;. FLOSCULI GRVHCI
EoREAi.es. Cr. Cvo. Oj.

KVNASTON (Herbert D.D.). EXEMPLARIA
CHELTONIENSIA. Ext. fcp. Pvo. 5*.

VOYAGES AND TRAVELS.

(Set also HISTORY, p. i c
; SPORT, p. 35.)

APPLETON (T. G.). A NILE JOURNAL.
Illustrated by EUGENE BENSON. Cr. 8vo. 6*.

" BACCHANTE." THE CRUISE OF H.M.S.
"
BACCHANTE," 1879 1882. Compiled from

the Private Journals, Letters and Note-books
of PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR and PRINCE
GEORGE OF WALES. By the Rev. Canon
DALTON. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 52$. 6d.

BAKER (Sir Samuel W.). ISMAILIA. A
Narrative of the Expedition to Central
Africa for the Suppression of the Slave Trade,
organised by ISMAIL, Khedive of Egypt.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE NILE TRIBUTARIES OF ABYSSINIA,
AND THE SWORD HUNTERS OF THE HAMRAN
ARABS. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE ALBERT N'YANZA GREAT BASIN OF
THE NILE AND EXPLORATION OF THE NILE
SOURCES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CYPRUS AS I SAW IT IN 1879. 8vo. 12$. 6d.

BARKER (Lady). A YEAR'S HOUSEKEEPING
IN SOUTH AFRICA. Illustr. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

STATION LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. Cr.

8vo. 3*. 6d.

LETTERS TO GUY. Cr. 8vo. v-

BLENNERHASSETT(R.)and SLEEMAN
(L.) ADVENTURES IN MASHONALAND. Cr.

8vo. 3.?. 6d.

BOUGHTON (G. H.) and ABBEY (E. A.).
SKETCHING RAMBLES IN HOLLAND. With
Illustrations. Fcp. 4to. 21$.

BROOKS (Bishon P.). LETTERS OF TRAVEL*
Ext. cr. 8vo. 8... 6d. net.

CAMERON(V.L.). OUR FUTURE HIGHWAY
TO INDIA. 2 vols. Cr. Cvo. 2is.

CAMPBELL (J- F.). MY CIRCULAR NOTES.
Cr. 8vo. C.,.

CARLES(W.R.). LiFEiNCoREA. Bvo.i2s.6J.

CAUCASUS: NOTES ON THE. By "WAN-
DERER." 8vo. QJ.
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VOYAGES AND TRAVELS continued.

COLE (G. A. G.). THE GYPSY ROAD: A
JOURNEY FROM KRAKOW TO COBLENTZ. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

CRAIK (Mrs.). AN UNKNOWN COUNTRY.
Illustr. by F. NOELPATON. Roy. 8vo. js.6d.

AN UNSENTIMENTAL JOURNEY THROUGH
CORNWALL. Illustrated. 4to. 12$. 6d.

DILKE (Sir Charles). (See pp. 28, 34.)

DUFF (Right Hon. Sir M. E. Grant). NOTBS
OF AN INDIAN TOURNEY. 8vo. iw. 6d

FORBES (Archibald). SOUVENIRS OF SOMB
CONTINENTS. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

BARRACKS, BIVOUACS, AND BATTLES.
Cr. 8vo. 3 r. 6d

FORBES-MITCHELL(W.)-REMiNiscENCES
OF THE GREAT MUTINY. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d. net.

FULLERTON (W. M.). IN CAIRO. Fcp.
8vo. 3*. 6d. .

GONE TO TEXAS: LETTERS FROM OUR
BOYS. Ed. by THOS. HUGHES. Cr.Svo. 4S.6d.

GORDON (Lady Duff). LAST LETTERS
FROM EGYPT, TOWHICH ARE ADDED LETTERS
FROM THE CAPE. 2nd Edit. Cr. 8vo. QJ.

GREEN (W. S.). AMONG THE SELKIRK
GLACIERS. Cr. 8vo. 7S. 6d.

HOOKER (Sir Joseph D.) and BALL (J.).

JOURNAL OF A TOUR IN MAROCCO AND THB
GREAT ATLAS. 8vo. zis.

HUBNER (Baron von). A RAMBLE ROUND
THE WORLD. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HUGHES (Thos.). RUGBY, TENNESSEE. Cr.
8vo. 4-r. 6d.

KALM(P.). ACCOUNT OF HIS VISIT TO ENG-
LAND. Trans. J. LUCAS. Illus. 8vo. 12*. net.

KINGSLEY (Charles). AT LAST : A Christ-
mas in the West Indies. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Henry).
- TALES OF OLD

TRAVEL. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

KIPLING (J. L.).-BEAST AND MAN IN
INDIA. Illustrated. Ext. cr. 8vo. 7$. 6d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.). RAMBLES AND
STUDIES IN GREECE. Illust. Cr. 8vo. ios.6d.

MAHAFFY (Prof. J. P.) and ROGERS
(T. E.). SKETCHES FROM A TOUR THROUGH
HOLLAND AND GERMANY. Illustrated by
J. E. ROGERS. Ext. cr. 8vo. los. 6d.

NORDENSKI6LD. VOYAGE OK THB
"VEGA" ROUND ASIA AND EUROPE. By
Baron A. E. VON NORDENSKIOLD. Trans, by
ALEX. LESLIE. 400 Illustrations, Maps, etc.

2 vols. 8vo. 45*. PopularEdit. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.). (See HISTORY, p. 12.)

OLIVER (Capt. S. P.). MADAGASCAR : AN
HISTORICAL AND DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT OF
THE ISLAND. 2 vols. Med. 8vo. 52$. 6d.

PALGRAVE (W. Gifford). A NARRATIVE
OF A YEAR'S JOURNEY THROUGH CENTRAL
AND EASTERN ARABIA, 1862-63. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DUTCH GUIANA. 8vo. 9*.

ULYSSES; or, Scenes and Studies in

many Lands. 8vo. i2j. 6d.

PERSIA, EASTERN. AN ACCOUNT OF THE
JOURNEYS OF THE PERSIAN BOUNDARY
COMMISSION, 1870-71-72. 2 vols. 8vo. 42*.

PIKE(W.) THE BARREN GROUND OF NORTH-
ERN CANADA. 8vo. nos. 6d.

ST. JOHNSTON (A.). CAMPING AMONG
CANNIBALS. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

SANDYS (J. E.). AN EASTER VACATION IN
GREECE. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d.

SMITH (Goldvrin) A TRIP TO ENGLAND.
Pott 8vo. 3J.
OXFORD AND HBR COLLEGES. Pott 8vo. 35.

STRANGFORD (Viscountess). EGYPTIAN
SEPULCHRES AND SYRIAN SHRINES. Nw
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d.

TAVERNIER (Baron): TRAVELS IN INDIA
OF JEAN BAPTISTS TAVERNIER. Transl.

by V. BALL, LL.D. 2 vols. 8vo. 42$.

TRISTRAM (O.). (See ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.)

TURNER (Rev. G.). (See ANTHROPOLOGY.)

WALLACE (A. R.). (See NATURAL HISTORY.)

WATERTON (Charles). WANDERINGS m
SOUTH AMERICA, THE NORTH-WEST OF
THE UNITED STATES, AND THE ANTILLES.
Edited by Rev. J. G. WOOD. Illustr. Cr.
8vo. 6s. Peoples Edition. 410. 6d.

WATSON (R. Spence).-A VISIT TO WAZAN,
THE SACRED CITY OF MOROCCO. 8vo. iot.6d.

YOUNG, Books for the.

(See also BIBLICAL HISTORY, p. 35.)

#:SOP CALDECOTT. SOME OF JEsop's

FABLES, with Modern Instances, shown in

Designs by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT. 410. 55.

JEsor's FABLES. Selected by J. JACOBS.
. Giltcjilt or uncut.Illustrated by R. HEIGHWAY

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ARIOSTO. PALADIN AND SARACEN. Stories

from Ariosto. By H. C. HOLLWAY-CAL-
THROP. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ATKINSON (Rev. J. C.). THE LAST or
THE GIANT KILLERS. Globe 8vo. 3*. 6d.

WALKS, TALKS, TRAVELS, AND EXPLOITS
OF TWO SCHOOLBOYS. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

PLAYHOURS AND HALF-HOLIDAYS, o*
FURTHER EXPERIENCES OF TWO SCHOOL-
BOYS. Cr. 8vo. 3^ 6d.

SCENES IN FAIRYLAND. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

AWDRY (Frances). THE STORY OF A FBL
LOW SOLDIER. (A Life of Bishop Patteson
for the Young.) Globe 8vo. 2$. 6d.

BAKER (Sir S. W.). TRUE TALES FOR MY
GRANDSONS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

CAST UP BY THE SEA : OR, THE ADVEN-
TURES OF NED GRAY. Illust Cr. 8vo. 6*.

BARKER (Lady). THE WHITE RAT. Gl.

8vo. 2J. 6d.

BARLOW (Jane). THE END OF ELFINTOWN.
Illust. by L. HOUSMAN. Cr. 8vo. $.
Edition de Luxe. Roy. 8vo. zis. net.

CARROLL (Lewis). ALICE'S ADVENTURES
IN WONDERLAND. With 42 Illustrations by
TBNNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

People's Edition. With all the original
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 2J. 6d. net.

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME.
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net. -A FRENCH TRANSLA-
TION OF THE SAME. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME-
Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.
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CARROLL (Lewis). ALICE'S ADVENTURES
UNDER-GROUND. Being a Fascimile of the

Original MS. Book, afterwards developed in

to "Alice's Adventures in Wonderland."
With 27 Illustrations by the Author. Cr.

8vo. 4s net.

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS AND
WHAT ALICE FOUND THERE. With 50 IlluS-

trations by TENNIEL. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

Peoples Edition. With all the original
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 25. 6d. net.

People's Edition of "Alice's Adventures in

Wonderland," and "
Through the Looking-

Glass." i vol. Cr. 8vo. 4^. 6d. net.

RHYME? AND REASON? With 65 Illus-

trations by ARTHUR B. FROST, and 9 by
HBNRY HOLIDAY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

A TANGLED TALE. With 6 Illustrations

by ARTHUR B. FROST. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d. net.

SYLVIE AND BRUNO. With 46 Illustra-

tions by HARRY FURNISS. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6rf.net.

CONCLUDED. With Illustrations by
HARRY FURNISS. Cr. 8vo. 7*. 6d. net.

THENURSERY "ALICE." TwentyColoured
Enlargements from TENNIEL'S Illustrations

to "Alice's Adventures in Wonderland,"
with Text adapted to Nursery Readers.

4to. 4-r. net.

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK, AN AGONY
IN EIGHT FITS. With 9 Illustrations by
HENRY HOLIDAY. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d. net.

CLIFFORD (Mrs.W. K.). ANYHOW STORIES.
With Illustrations by DOROTHY TENNANT.
Cr. 8vo. is. 6d. ; paper covers, is.

CORBETT (Julian). FOR GOD AND GOLD.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CRAIK (Mrs.). ALICE LEARMONT : A FAIR*
TALE. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

THE ADVENTURES OF A BROWNIE. Illus.

trated by Mrs. ALLINGHAM. Gl. 8vo. zs. 6d.

THE LITTLE LAME PRINCE AND HIS
TRAVELLING CLOAK. Illustrated by J. McL.
RALSTON. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

OUR YEAR : A CHILD'S BOOK IN PROSE
AND VERSE. Illustrated. Gl. 8vo. as. 6d.

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLIDAY. Globe
8vo. zs. 6d.

THE FAIRY BOOK : THE BEST POPULAK
FAIRY STORIES. Pott 8vo. zs. 6d. net.

CHILDREN s POETRY. Ex. fcp. 8vo. 4S.6J.
SONGS OF OUR YOUTH. Small 410. 6*.

DE MORGAN (Mary). THE NECKLACE OF
PRINCESS FIORIMONDE, AND OTHER STORIES.
Illustrated by WALTER CRANE. Ext. fcp.

8vo. 3$. 6d. Large Paper Ed., with Illus-

trations on India Paper. 100 copies printed.

FOWLER (W. W.). (See NATURAL HISTORY.)

GREENWOOD (Jessy E.). THE MOON
MAIDEN: AND OTHER STORIES. Cr.Svo. v-6rf.

GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. Translated by
LUCY CRANE, and Illustrated by WALTER
CRANE. Cr. 8vo. 6$.

JERSEY (Countess of). MAURICE : OR, THE
RED JAR. Illustrated by ROSIE M. M.
PITMAN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KEARY (A. and E.). THE HEROES OF
ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian My-
thology. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d

KEARY (E.). THE MAGIC VALLEY. Illustr.

by"E.V.B." Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

KINGSLEY (Charles). THE HEROES; or,
Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. Cr. 8vo.

3*. 6d. Presentation Ed., gilt edges, ^s.6d.
MADAM How AND LADY WHY ; or, First
Lessons in Earth-Lore. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.
THE WATER-BABIES : A Fairy Tale for a
Land Baby. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d. New Edit.
Illus. by L. SAMBOURNE. Fcp. 4to. IBS. 6d.

KIPLING (Rudyard). THE JUNGLE BOOK.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MACLAREN (Arch.). THE FAIRY FAMILY.
A Series of Ballads and Metrical Tales.
Cr. 8ro. <-,s.

MACMILLAN (Rev. Hugh). (Set p. 40.)

MADAME TABBY'S ESTABLISHMENT.
ByKARi. Illust.byL.WAiN. Cr.Svo. 4*. 6d.

MAGUIRE (J. F.). YOUNG PRINCE MARL
GOLD. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. 4.s. 6d.

MARTIN (Frances). THE POET'S HOUR.
Poetry selected for Children. PottSvo. zs.6d.

SPRING-TIME WITH THE POETS. Pott 8vo.

3*. 6d.

MAZINI (Linda). IN THE GOLDEN SHELL.
With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 4*. 6d.

MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). WORKS. Illustr.

Globe 8vo. zs. 6d. each.
"
CARROTS," JUST A LITTLE BOY.

A CHRISTMAS CHILD.
CHRISTMAS-TREE LAND.
THE CUCKOO CLOCK.
FOUR WINDS FARM.
GRANDMOTHER DEAR.
HERR BABY.
LITTLE Miss PEGGY.
THE RECTORY CHILDREN.
ROSY.
THE TAPESTRY ROOM.
TELL ME A STORY.
Two LITTLE WAIFS.
"Us" : An Old-Fashioned Story.
CHILDREN OF THE CASTLE.
A CHRISTMAS POSY.
NURSE HEATHERDALE'S STORY.
THE GIRLS AND I.

MARY. Illustrated by L. BROOKE. Cr.

8vo. 4^. 6d.

MY NEW HOME. Illust. by L. BROOKE.
Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

FOUR GHOST STORIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

OLIPHANT (Mrs.). AGNES HOPETOUN'S
SCHOOLSAND HOLIDAYS. Illust. Gl.Svo. zs.6d.

PALGRAVE (Francis Turner). THE FIVE
DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH
GRANGE. Small 410. 6s.

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL
POETRY. Pott 8vo. zs. 6d. Or in z parts,
is. each.

PATMORE (C.). THE CHILDREN'S GAR.
LAND FROM THE BEST POETS. Pott 8vO.

zs. 6d. net.

ROSSETTI (Christina). SPEAKING LIKE-
NESSES. Illust. by A. HUGHES. Cr.Svo. ^s.6d.

SING-SONG : A Nursery Rhyme-Book.
Small 410. 4*. 6d.
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BOOKS FOR THE
RUTH AND HER FRIENDS: A STORY
FOR GIRLS. Illustrated. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

ST. JOHNSTON (A.). CAMPING AMONG
CANNIBALS. Cr. 8vo. 4*. 6d.

CHARLIE ASGARDE : THE STORY OF A
FRIENDSHIP. Illustrated by HUGH THOM-
SON. Cr. 8vo. 55.

"ST. OLAVE'S" (Author of). Illustrated.

Globe 8vo.

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. zs. 6d.

NINE YEARS OLD. vs. 6d.

WHEN PAPA COMES HOME. 4*. 6d.

PANSIE'S FLOUR BIN. 2*. 6d.

STEWART (Aubrey). THE TALE OF TROY.
Done into English. Globe 8vo. 3-r. 6d.

TENNYSON (Lord H.). JACK AND THE
BEAN-STALK. English Hexameters. Illust.

by R. CALDECOTT. Fcp. 4to. 3$. 6d

"WANDERING WILLIE" (Author of).

CONRAD THE SQUIRREL. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

WARD (Mrs. T. Humphry). MILLY AND
OLLY. With Illustrations by Mrs. ALMA
TADEMA. Globe 8vo. zs. 6d.

WEBSTER (Augusta). DAFFODIL AND THB
CROAXAXICANS. Cr. 8vo. 6* .

WILLOUGHBY (F.). FAIRY GUARDIANS.
Illustr. bv TOWNLEY GREEN. Cr. 8vo. 5*.

WOODS (M. A.). (Set COLLECTIONS, p. 19.)

YONGE (Charlotte M.). THE PRINCE AND
THE PAGE. Cr. 8vo. v. 6d.

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS. Pott 8vo.

as. 6d. net. Globe 8vo. vs. Abridged Edi-
tion, u.

LANCES OF LYNWOOD. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

P's AND Q's ;
and LITTLE LUCY'S WON-

DERFUL GLOBE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d,

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. 2 \ols.

Globe 8vo. zs. 6d. each.

THE POPULATION OF AN OLD PEAR-
TREE ; or, Stories of Insect Life. From E.

VAN BRUYSSEL. Illustr. Gl. 8vo. zs. 6d.

ZOOLOGY.

Comparative Anatomy Practical Zoology-
Entomology Ornithology.

(See also BIOLOGY ;
NATURAL HISTORY ;

PHYSIOLOGY.)

Comparative Anatomy.

FLOWER (Sir W. H.). AN INTRODUCTION
TO THE OSTEOLOGY OF THE MAMMALIA.
Illustrated. 3rd Edit. ,

revised with the assist-

ance ofHANS GADOW, Ph.D. Cr.Svo.

HUMPHRY (Prof. Sir G. M.). OBSERVA-
TIONS IN MYOLOGY. 8vo. 6*.

LANG (Prof. Arnold). TEXT-BOOK OF COM.
PARATIVE ANATOMY. Transl. by H. M. and
M. BERNARD. Preface by Prof. E. HAEC-
KEL. Illustr. 2 vols. 8vo. Part I. 175. net.

[Part If. in the Press.

PARKER (T. Jeffery). A COURSE OF IN-

STRUCTION IN ZoOTOMY (VERTEBRATA).
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 8* 6d.

PETTIGREW (J. Bell). THE PHYSIOLOGY
OF THE CIRCULATION IN PLANTS, IN THB
LOWER ANIMALS, AND IN MAN. 8vo. 121.

SHUFELDT (R. W.). THE MYOLOGY OF
THE RAVEN (Corvus corax Sinuatus). A
Guide to the Study of the Muscular System
In Birds. Illustrated. 8vo. iv- net.

WIEDERSHEIM (Prof. R.). ELEMENTS OF
THE COMPARATIVE ANATOMY OF VERTE-
BRATES. Adapted by W. NEWTON PARKER.
With Additions. Illustrated. 8vo. izs. 6d.

Practical Zoology.
HOWES (Prof. G. B.). AN ATLAS OF PRAC-
TICAL ELEMENTARY BIOLOGY. With a Pre-

face by Prof. HUXLEY. 410. 14*.

HUXLEY (T. H.) and MARTIN (H. N.).
A COURSE OF ELEMENTARY INSTRUCTION
IN PRACTICAL BIOLOGY. Revised and ex-

tended by Prof. G. B. HOWES and D. H.
SCOTT, Ph.D. Cr.Svo. los. 6d

THOMSON (Sir C. Wyville). THE VOYAGB
OF THE "CHALLENGER" : THE ATLANTIC.
With Illustrations, Coloured Maps, Charts,
etc 2 vols. 8vo. 4$s.

THE DEPTHS OF THE SEA. An Account
of the Results of the Dredging Cruises of

H.M.SS. "Lightning" and "Porcupine,"
1868-69-70. With Illustrations, Maps, and
Plans. 8vo. 31*. 6d.

Entomology.
BADENOCH (L. N.). ROMANCE OF THB
INSECT WORLD. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BUCKTON (G. B.). MONOGRAPH OF THB
BRITISH CICADA, OR TETTK.ID/B. 2 vols.

42f.net ; or in 8 Parts. Bs. eaciu net.

LUBBOCK (Sir John). THE ORIGIN AND
METAMORPHOSES OF INSECTS. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. v- bd.

MIALL (L. C.). AQUATIC INSECTS. Cr.

gvo. [/ ^ Press.

SCUDDER (S. H.). FOSSIL INSECTS or
NORTH AMERICA. Map and Plates, a

vols. 410. gos. net.

Ornithology.
COUES (Elliott). KEY TO NORTH AMERICA*

BIRDS. Illustrated. 8vo. zl. zs.

HANDBOOK OF FIELD AND GENERAL OR-
NITHOLOGY. Illustrated. 8vo. 10*. net.

FOWLER(W.W-). (See NATURAL HISTORY )

HEADLEY (F. W.). STRUCTURE AND LIFE

OF BIRDS. Cr. 8vo. [In the Press.

WHITE (Gilbert). (Set NATURAL HISTORY.)
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